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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


ſucceſsful than the reſt, to the 
Gentlemen of Shropſhire, than which 
there are few Counties in England 
that can make a 2 more diſtin- 


A 


j 


Vet fill re is one LG lind 


che whole Collection as now made, 
which want a Patron. 


As Ben Fohnſon ſhewed the ſe ve- 


kal Humours of his Time, with a 


Stroke ſo maſterly, that they ſtill 


do and may pleaſe hereafter : And 


as Mr. Shadwel was allow'd to have 


excelFd in that Strain of Writing, 
ſo it is my Hopes, that Mr. Far 
gubar s Comedies will not 11 


Approbation i in future Ages, 
they have had 1 in the preſent DN N 


7 


Reaſon is, becauſe we, ſtill _ 


to know | what” our Foreefathers . 


did: 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
did: And he that in late Poſterity 
would look for the Humours of 
this Age, muſt ſearch Mr. Farquhar 
for them as much as he would Van- 
dile, Vario, Lilly, or Mr. How- 
ard, for their Perſonages or their 


7 * ; 
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There is a Livelineſs and Vigour 
runs through the whole, and there- 
fore © theſe following Pages may 
ſometimes divert you in your Re- 
tirements, when freed from the 
accuſtom'd Fatigue of ſerving your 
Friends. 5 


Ass it is my Intereſt to wiſh theſe 
Scenes may divert to late Poſterity, 
ſo my utmoſt deſire of being grate- 
ful is, that you wou'd Patronize 
this Collection, and receive the ſmall 

Ac⸗- 


— — — 
> _ — 


— . —.. . —— 
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World how much he is, = 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Acknowledgement of my Duty, 
as from one that would take all Op- 
. of teſtifying to the 


Your moſt Obedient, 
Humble Servant, 


 Breaxanp LiIxrorr. 
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Edmond Chaloner, Eſq; 


SIR, 
TA S it is the Buſineſs of Writing to tranſmit Vertue to 


Poſterity , ſo tis the Policy of the Pen to make a Party 


for its Productions, by engaging in their Cauſe ſome worthy 


Perſon univerſally Honour'd and Belov'd, whoſe admir'd and 
eſftabliſh'd Character may add a Value to the Work, and 
take off all Imputation of Flattery from the Author. 

Theſe Advantages I had deſign'd my ſelf before, in a Piece 
of another Nature, had not Your Modeſty caution'd me the 
contrary ; but I think it Injuſtice that one Part of Your 
Character ſhou d obſcure the reſt; and tho I muſt deſpair of 
Your Conſent for what they call a Dedication , yet I muſt 
beg Your Excuſe, if at preſent I conſult what ſhall turn moſt 
to my own Honour, and the Intereſt of my Book, before Your 
Approbation and Allowance. But I hope You will come to 


Pardon the Preſumption, when I aflure You , that my In- 

X tention is not ſo much a Panegyrick upon You, as to compli- 
q ment my ſelf, and my own Modeſty, not Yours, ſhou d take 
the Offence. | 


The great and vertuous Actions of Progenitors look with a 


4 twofold Aſpect upon their Poſterity ; for when the Vices of 
the latter appear in the ſame Degree of Oppoſition with the 


Merits of the firſt, the Praiſe of the Father becomes a Satyr 


upon the Son; and that Coat of Arms which was the Glory of 


one, turns to a ſevere Libel upon the t'other. But when the 
Blood runs in the ſame Channel of Virtue, as of Conſangui- 
nity ; when the Courſe of the Stream is as pure and lucid as 
the Fountain-head ; then may the Memory of the paſt, and 
the Practice of the preſent Age come boldly Face to Face, 
where, by a juſt Reſemblance of Features, the Forefather may 
joyfully own his legitimate Poſterity” 


A 2 2: oo 


S The Epiſtle Dedicatory. ig 


This Advantage „Sir, is Yours in Perfection, being ſprung 


from an Ancient and Honourable Family, of which Merit 


laid the Foundation, and Vertue has cemented the Structure. 
_ The known Bravery of Your famous Anceftor Sir Thomas 


the Knighthood , not meanly dubb'd by a Court-Favounite , 


but on the Field of Battle, where the Voice of War declatd 


: 
* 


Chaloner added more Value to the Order, than he receiv'd by | 


him Noble, before the General made him a Banneret. Add to 
this, the Politick and Prudent Diſcharge of his Honourable | 


Embaſſy from Queen Elizabeth to the King of Spain, and it | 


K 8s A 


will evidently appear how Minerva had an equal ſhare with 


Mars in his Education; and that his Character left us by a a 


great Stateſman, and his intimate Friend the illuſtrious Cecil, 
was juſt to his Merit. ; 2 


— Pietas, Prudentia, Virtus 
Quæ diviſa aliis, Chalonero juncta fuere. 


This Encomium, Sir, is lincally deſcended to his Poſterity, 
but with all its Circumſtances appears moſt viſibly intaild 
upon You, In Vindication of winch 1 ſhall only appeal to 
the Judgment of Mankind, and the Actions of Your Life ; | 
and tho Your Modeſty may quarrel with the World for do- 
ing You Juſtice, yet You cannot give Your own Behaviour | 


- Hl | a 2 2 * 


the Lye —— Sir, there is not a Day of Your Life but will | 
riſe up againſt You, and produce in legible Characters the 
conſtant Actions of Your Piety, Your Generofity , Your | 


Loyalty, Honour and Integrity, to convince You of Your| 


Merit whether You will or not. 


Sao that You muſt give me leave to apply the Great Barleigbs 


Verſification to the preſent Opportunity, with the Alteration 
only of a Word: 5 | 


Pietas, Prudentia, Virtus 
Quæ diviſa aliis, Chalonero janct a ſuperſunt 
Ancther part of Your great Anceſtour's Character I remem- 
ber 1s thus deſcrib'd by M. Malim—— Nam quamvis edis 
ac varie Lectionis fuerat Chalonerus, utilitatem tamen potius vere, 
uam oſtentationem varie Eruditionis mibi quæſiviſſe videtur. Thele 
olours, Sir, preſent You with Your own Picture drawn to 
the Life: Your Application to Books is qualify'd by an uni- 
verſal Knowledge in Mankind; and Your Acquiſitions by 
Study are as far remov'd from Pedantry, as Your Experience 
in the World from the Foppery of a Traveller. The Qualiff- 
AGES HHS cation 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 3 
cations of Foreign Countries are ſo naturaliz d in Vou, that 
they ſeem rather a genuine Tranſmigration from Your An- 
ceſtors, than the Effects of Your own Induſtry; and the 
Temperance of Your Life, with the Modeſty of Your Con- 
verſation, makes not to inform us that You have ſeen ſo 
much , but may convince the World that You have choſen 


the belt. 


But we need not have Recourſe to France or Italy for Your 
Improvements ; Your Alliance and daily Converſation with 


ſo many of the moſt noble Families in England is ſuffici- 


ent to authciize Your Merit, and finiſh Your Character, 
being equally related to their Blood and their Vertues. 

And now, Sir, I come about to my firſt Poſition, inferring 
from this a Compliment upon my ſelf; I have the Honour 
ſometimes of ſharing ſome few Hours of that Converſation ,, 
which is ſo much courted by my Superiours, and conſequen- 
tially do Rue my Vanity in this Occaſion of acquainting 
the World with my Happineſs. $i 

From the mentioning of the Hononrable Sir Thomas Halo- 


ner, I deduce this Advantage, That I make the moſt Courtly 


Addreſs imaginable to Poetry, by infofming the World, in 
Defence of that Art ſo much vility'd by ſome, that this great 
Stateſman and Soldier, the truſtieſt Miniſter to the greatelt of 
Queens, and the intimate Friend to the wiſeſt of Politicians , 
was at the ſame time one of the greateſt Poets that ever England 
produc'd, His Ten Books de Republica Anglorum inſtauranda 
are ſufficient Proofs that the Qualifications of Virgil are con- 
ſiſtent with thoſe of Cato, and that a Poetical Genius has ac- 
company'd the greateſt Abilities both in Court and Camp. 
Thus, Sir, You ſee that I have avoided the current Form of 


Pieces in this Nature, not loading the Modeſty of my Patron, 
but heightening the Vanity of the Author; and by commen- 


ding You, I have flatter'd my ſelf. 

As the Form is new, pray Sir, let me entreat You to believe 
the Deſign of it Novel, it being only ſent in the Capacity and 
Character of a familiar Letter, and therefore refuſes to be re- 


cieiv'd with the uſual Formalitics of a Mercenary Dedication, 


am, 
R 
Tour moſf Faithful, and 
mot Humble Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR. 
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PP this Collection of Letters, tis but reaſonable that you ſhow'd 
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TO THE 


READER. 


— 


have one among the reſt; and tho 1 may want the Honour of 
your Acquaintance , yet be aſſur d, there is no Perſon in the World 


more milling to oblige you than your Humble Servant. 1 have heard 


ſuch a Character of your Honour , your Mit, your Fudgment, your 
Learning, and your Candour, that I'm in a perfect Rapture to think 


bow happy 1 ſhall be in your Hands. 


It was A good ancient Cuſtom with our Forefathers, to begin their 


A with Kind Reader : I wound have reviv d that Faſhion 
Wit 


He's none of thoſe Bully- boo 


me. Mo, no, Sir 
that he thought you had —— If you diſlike him, you have more Senſe 
than he was aware of, that's all. | T6 

Beſides all this, he has more Manners than to come among Gen- 


tlemen with his Taylour s Bill in his Hand, and to entertain the (um- 
| pany with a long Preface or Inventory of his Equipments; as, ſuch 


a thing coſt ſo much, and ſuch a thing, is worth ſo much, the Work of 


ſuch a part is excellent, the Faſhion from Paris, and the T aylour 4 


Frenchwan ; you mit pardon him for that; Sir, if you like the 

Suit, taking it altogether, approve bis Fancy, and allow it becomes 

him, he's your very humble Servant. — NINS 
Ce Ho Mo hy More: 


all my Heart, and calld you Courteous or Gentle Reader, 
as you very well deſerve ; bat I thought the Stile a little too obſolete 
for 4 Book that I deſign ſbou d be a Beau. For you muſt underſtand, 
Sir, that this Gentleman is Span new from Top to Toe, talks of 
every thing but Religion, admires himſelf very much, and his 
greate/# Ambition is to pleaſe the Ladies. But to finiſh his Cha- 
 ratter, he's perfeltly civil to every Body he meets, and with a more 
particular and profound 1 do's he run to kiſs your Hands. 
s that come bluff into the World, with 
Damine, Reader, you're a Blockhead if you don't commend I 
If you like him, why you have all the Senſe | 


"7 
- 
BY 
M 
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The PREFACE. - 


Morenver, Sir, I wou'd have you to know , that this Gentleman 
is of ſome Circumſtance and Condition, and has not been engag d in 
the Shifts that ſome late Sparks are put to for their 2 
25 who ferret all the Wit- brokers in Town, taking up from ſeveral 
— * Places, and ſtrut in a Second: hand Finery, patchd up of the Scraps 
aul Remnants of the eminent Men of the Age. For I muſt tell 
ou, Sir, tho' his oaths be but plain, yet they are fis own, taken up 
hand forly at one Place, where he may have Cedit for as much more, 
when theſt.are worn EZ ST oo DIET Oe gd 
And nom, Dear Sir, let me intreat you to receive him with the 
3 nſual Forms of Civility ; if you be a Ourtier, you will ſhow your 
Z Breeding ; receive him with a ſincere Smile, ſwear to do him all the 
Service you can, and yon will certainly keep your Word —— as you 
us d to do. From the Guy he expects more than an ordinary Reception, 
3 becanſe he is become one of tote Honbur able Society; he is bound to 
Ar. Lintott, and ten to one may ſerve ſeven Tears in his Shop, if 
'd | the Town don's Club to purchaſe his Freedom; he expects good Quar- 
o ter from the Wits and Criticks, becauſe he ſets up for neither; 
Id 3 beſides, he has ſcatter d ſome little Nonſenſe here and there, that they 
rd might not be dif, ppointes. of their Prey. But his greateſt Concern is 
ar for his Entertainment with the Ladies, reſold d however wat to com- 
nk plain, thinking it a greater Honour to fall a Sacrifice to the Reſent- 
ment of the Fair, than to live by the Approbation of Men. Tho he 
ir h, ſome Grounds for a more moderate Fate at their Hands, becauſe 
on 4 great Part of the Work was firſt deſign d for one of that Sex, 
Tr, i without any farther Conſideration of pleaſing the World ; and the 
Beauties of the Book , if there be any, was brought from a Lady's 
Cabinet to the Preſs; and if it can but from the Preſs get back again 
into the Ladies Cloſets, there may it reſt, and Peace be with it. 
Now, Sir, as we met good Friends, pray let us part ſo ; J hate 
| quarrelling mortally , and eſpecially 500 4 Perſon of. your preſent 
Character and Condition; and as you like my Epiſtolary Stile we ſhall 
Fele a farther Orreſpondence. ©. oo or on... - 


N 1 


'S 


* — 1 - 3 
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1 Advertiſement. 
1 ln the Diſcourſe upon Comedy It muſt beg the Reader's Excuſe 
10 


for omitting to mention à certain Fragment of Poetry written by 
of Ariſtotle. I thank Scaliger for his rimely Diſcovery, but ſhou'd be much 


4 more obliged to any Body that cou'd ſhew me the Piece. 


8 n 


But not like 2oſes, to ſecure his Flight, 
But ſpight of Waves aud Le, to meet and feht. 


33 


Or the Daub 4 Gaiehal e 11 'd at 
ov een 


H AT Piſmal Damp b. bas I Hpetiptesd the War? 


The Victor grieves more than the Conquer d 
Ras 


The Streams" of Blocd are 10. in Floods of 
Tears, N 


' AndViftory with doping Wing comes flagging 
from afar. 


II. 
The 5720 Lyon roars 
Along the fatal Shores; 
Th' Ibernian Harp in mournful Strains, 
Mixt-with the Echo of the Flood, complains : : 
Round whoſe reflecting Banks the grieving Voice, 
Shakes with a trembling Noiſe, 
As if afraid to tel += - 


How the Great, Martial, Godlike Schomberg fell, 


e 
Gods! How he ſtood, 
All terrible in Blood, 57 tt 
Stopping the Torrent of his Foes, and Ottreat of the Flood. 


He, Moſes like, with Sword, inſtead of Wand, 
This Redder Sea of Gore cou'd ſtrait command; 


IV. The 


| The labouring Guns oppos d his Paſſage d err 


he 


Poems, Letters, and Eſſays. 
e | 


With Throws tormentel-on the 


f 


. f on, bp ⁵— OPER RT 
Of which delivered, they ſtart back, and C 


As frighted at the Monſter which they bore. 


ö The furious Offspring ſwath d in curling Smoke, * 


And wrapt in Bands of Fire, 
Hot with its Parent's ſulphurous Ire, 


And wing d with Death, fies hiſſing to the Stroke: || 


PE ECL 
Like ſome great rugged Tow r, 
The Ancient Seat of Powr 


Bending with Age its venerable Halls; 
With old and craggy Wrinkles on its Walls, 


—_ | 
Thus Mighty Schomberg fell——— , _ 
| Spreading wide Ruins oer the Ground, 
With Deſolation all around, , * 
Cruſhing with deſtructive Weight 
The Foes that undermin'd his Sear ; 
Whilſt Victory, that always ſped, y 
With towring Pinions oer bis Army's Head, 
Making bis Banner ſtill her Lure. 
Like Marius Vultures, to make Conqueſt ſure; 
geeing the ſpacious Downfal ſo bemoan'd, 


The Neighbour's Terrour whilſt it ſtands, and Ruin when it 


Perch'd on the Ruines; clapt her Wings, and pgroan'd. 7. 


ee 
Thus * Iſrael's Heroe twixt the Pillars ſat, 
The Ne plus ultra of his Fate; 


3 Theſe Column: which upheld his Name, 


Much * by their Fall, 
Than thoſe erected ſtrong and tall, 

The ſtanding Limits of Alcides's Fame. 

2 He ſat depriv'd of Sight, 3 

Like a black rowling Cloud involv'd in Night, 
Conceiving Thunder in iis ſwelling Womb, 
Big with ſurprizing Fate, and ruſhing Doom: 

No Flaſh the ſudden Bolt muſt here dileloſe ; 
The Lightning of his Eyes txtinguiſh'd by his Foes, _ 


+ Sampl. 


His 


10 Poems, Letters, and Eſſays. 
His Foes induſtrious in their juggling Fate, 
| Him laviſhly enchain d we ſee, 
To what-muſt ſet him free, 
'And them his cheated Keepers captivate, 
He ſhook his Chains with ſuch a Noiſe, 
The trembling Rout, | 
Amidſt their Joys, 
Gaz d all about, 
And heard the real Sampfon in the Voice: 
| y ſaw bim too, twas Sampſon all, 
Who by his thundring Fall 
Gave the loud dread Alarm, 
Dragging a Train of Vengeance by each Gyant Arm. 
Their chilling Fears did ſuch amazement frame, 
They ſeem d all ſtiff-and dead before the Ruin camo 
The Ruin! only ſuch unto his Foes; e 
From thence his glorious Monument aroſe, 
But Time's corroding Teeth in ſpight of Stone 
Has eat thro all, and even the very Ruine's gone: 
* Monument ſhall ne er decay, 
| he gliding Boyn 
Time never can disjoyn, | 
Nor on its Floods impoſe his Laws; 
They ſlide, untoucht, from his devouring Jaws, 
And always running, yet mult ever ſtay. 


V.. TE 
Hark ! how the Trumpett hollow Clangors found, ' 
The Army has receiv'd an univerſal Wound; 
he Death of Schomberg hung 
On every fault'ring Tongue, 
| ' Whilſt pallid Grief did place „ 
A ſympathizing Death in every Soldier's Face: 
But hold, ye Migbty Chiefs, 1 
Suſpend your need leſs Griefs, 
And let victorious Joy your Arms adorn; 
The Mighty Warriour's Gho 
Upon the Stygian Coalt,  _ | 
Your Sorrows, more than his own Fate, do's mourn. 
He ſcorns to be lamented ſo, EL, 
Moving in ſtately Triumph to the Shades below. 
Behold the Sprites that lately felt the (oy | 
Of his commanding warlike Arm, 1 $4 
They ſhivering all tart wide, and even more fleeting grow, 
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As if their powerful Hand, | ae 


That cou'd their gtoffer Shapes alive command, 
Had Power to diſſolve their airy form. 


VIII. 
Then let not funeral Plaints his Trophies wrong, 
Let Spoils and Pageants march his Hearſe along, 
And ſhout his Conclamatum in Triumphal Song. 
All baleful Cypreſs muſt be here deny d. 
But Lawrel Wreaths fix in their blooming Pride; 
For as he conquer d living, ſo he conqu ring dy'd. 
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WMritten on Orinda' Poems lent to 4 Lady, in 


Imitation f Ovid. 


ME Damon ſends his amorous Cauſe to plead, 
Orinda muſt for Damon intercede 5: - _ 
Me has he choſe to move your angry Mind, 

Me the ſoft Fav'rite of the ſofter Kind. ; _ 

Me has he choſe your rigorous Breaſt to move, 


He knows my Force in Poetry and Love. 


Me has he choſe to tell his anxious Pain; 
Read me, and read the Paſſion of the Swain. 
Whatever Power of Love my Lines can ſhow, 


It falls far ſhort of what he feels for you: 


Where'er Orinda melts in moving Strains, 
Think, Czlia think, that Damon thus complains ; 
Whene er I grieve, think Damon grieves for you, 
Pity the Swain that does ſo humbly ſue: 


This Damon begs, Orinda begs it too. * 


S 


— 


— 


—— — 


To the Ingenious Lady, Aut bor of the Fatal Friend- 
=o, deſgn'd for a Recommendatory Copy to her 
lay. VV 


LE. others call the ſacred Nine to Aid, 3 
Their moving Thoughts, in moving Numbers laid ; 

Invoke the fiery God, with all the Throng, 

That ancient Bards implor d to guide their Song; 


Whilk 
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An Epigram on the Riding-Houſ: in Dublin, made 


12 Poems, Letters, and Eſſays. 
Whilſt 1 for nobler Inſpiration ſue, | 


Scorning their weaker Helps, invoking you. 
You, who alone have Power our Thoughts to raiſe, 


And wing our Fancy to attempt your Praiſe, 


Nought but your charming Beauty can diſpence 
A Flame ſufficient to deſcribe your Senſe. _ 
Whilſt ſo much Beauty in your Form is ſhown, 


No Pen on Earth can reach it, but your own. 


His chaſter Fires are all enjoy d by you; 


Go on then Daphne, Phabus will purſue, 17 4 


You are his fairer Nymph, you bear his Lawrel too. 

Go on, thou Champion for thy Sex deſign d, 

And prove, the Muſes are of Female kind; 

Let diſtant Nations N Beauties prize 

As much for Charms of Wit, as Poty'r of Eyes: 

Your moving Scenes the raviſh'd Audience drew, 
Raptures we felt, as when your Eyes we view ; 

Sach Arts were us'd to mix our Hopes and Fears, 
You made Grief pleaſing, and we ſinil'd in Tears. 

Thus Lovers view a Miſtreſs's Difdain, 

And love to look, tho' ſure to look in Pain. 

Th' Effects of labour d Art your Work reveals, 

Yet a ſuperior Art that Art conceals. 

Here Nature gains, tho' naked, thus diſplay'd ; 

Like Beauty, moſt adorn d, when leaſt array d. 

Go on then, doubly arm'd, to conquer Men; 

Phæbus his Harp and Bow, you boalt your Eyes and Pen. 
All to the firſt without Reluctance yield, ; 
But your victorious Pen has forc'd the Field. 
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into a Chapel. 


A G44 of the Riding-Houſe is made; 
We thus once more ſee rift in Manger laid; 
Where till we find the Jocky Trade ſupply'd, 
The Loymen bridled, and the Clergy ride. 
8 To 
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To a Lady, being detain d from viſiting ber 
by a Storm. | 
O-poor Leander viewd the Seftian Shore, 8 
Whilſt Winds and Waves oppos d his Paſſage o'er ; 
More moiſt with Tears, becauſe r reſtrain d.,. 5 
Than in theſe Flouds had he his Wiſh obtain'd ; 2 8 


So drown d, yet burnt within, upon the Banks he lean d; . 


Lean'd, begging Calms, and as he begging lay, 


} Irplord with Sighs the Winds, with Tears the Sea. 
One would haye thought by all theſe Mixtures ſent, 


To raiſe a ſecond greater Storm he meant, 
uſt ſo whillt kept from you by Storms T weep; 
he Winds my Sighs, my Tears augment the Deep ; 

With flowing Eyes I view the diſtant Side, 

The Space that parts us doth my ſelf divide. 

Here's only left the poor external Part, 

Whilſt you, where'er you move, poſſeſs my Heart. 

Depriv'd of Love, and your blelt Sight, I die, 

Whilſt you the firſt, and Storms the laſt deny. 


LY 


The Lover's Night. 


J HE Night's black Curtain o'er the World was ſpread, 


And all Mankind lay Emblems of the Dead ; 
A deep and awful Silence void of Light, 


With dusky Wings fat brooding o'er the Night; 


The rowling Orbs mov'd (low from Eaſt to Weſt, 
With Harmony that lull'd the World to reſt ; 
The Moon withdrawn, the Oozy Flouds lay dead, 
The very Influence of the Moon was fled , 


; s, that thro' the Clouds did pee, 
Seeming to wink as if they wanted Sleep; | | 


All Nature huſh'd, as when difſoly'd and laid 


In ſilent Chaos e er the World was made; | 
Only the beating of the Lover's Breaſt ? 
Made Noiſe enough to keep his Eyes from Reſt ; 

His little World, not like the greater, lay 

In, loudeſt Tumults of diſorder d Day; 

His Sun of Beauty ſhone to light his Brealt, 

With all its various Toils and Labours preſt; 
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Ehe Sea of Paſſions in his working Soul, : 
Rais d by the Tempeſts of his Sighs, did roul 5 
In tow'ring Flouds, to overwhelm the whole; OR 
Thoſe Tyrants of the Mind, vain Hope and Fear, 
That till by turns uſurp an Empire there, 8 
Now raiſing Man on high, then plunging in Deſpair. 
Thus Damon lics, his Grief no Relt affords, 
Till felling full, it thus burſt out in Words. 
Oh! I cou'd curſe all Womankind but one, 
And yet. my Griefs proceed from her alone ; 
as not our Paradiſe by Woman loſt ? 
t in this Woman (till we find it moſt. 

Hell's greateſt Curſe a Woman if unkind, 4 
| Yet Heav'n's great Bleſſing, if ſhe loves, we find. =_ 
Oh! if ſhe lov'd, no God the Bliſs cou d tell, iF 

She wou'd be Heav'n it ſelf, were ſhe not ſo much Hell. 

Thus our chief Joys with moſt Allays are curſt, 

And our belt things, when once corrupted, worſt, A 
Fut Heay'n is juſt ; our ſelves the Idols fram d, 'Y 
And are for ſuch vain Worſhip juſtly damn'd. 

Thus the poor Lover argu'd with his Fate ; 
Emilia's Charms now did his Love create, 6 
That Love repuls'd now prompted him to hate. 

Sometimes his Arms wou d croſs his Boſom reſt, 

Hugging her lovely Image printed on his Breaſt; 

Where flattering Painter Fancy ſhew'd his Art, 

In charming Draughts, his Pencil Cupid's Dart; 

The Shadow drawn ſo lively did appear, 

As made him think the real Subſtance there: 

Then was he bleſt, all Rapture, ſtunu'd with Joy, 

Exceſs of Pleaſure did his Bliſs deſtroy; 
He thought her naked, ſoft and yielding Waſte, 8 


Within his preſſing Arms lay folded faſt; 


Nay, by the Gods, ſhe really there was plac d: |. 

Elſe how cou'd Pleaſure to ſuch Raptures flow? ꝰ 1 

Th' Effect was real Then the Cauſe was ſo. © 

What more can molt ſubſtantial Pleaſure boaſt, 
Zane Joy when preſent, Memory when paſt ? 

Then Bliſs is real which the Fancy frames, 

Or theſe call'd real Joys are only Dreams. 
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The Brill, Auguſt the 10th, 1700. New Siile, 
Dear SA M, | | . 

TY give you a ſhort Journal of my ſhort Voyage, on Wed- 


neſday I got to Harwich about four in the Afternoon, and 
alighted at one of the cleaneſt, beſt-furm(h'd Inns in the King- 


dom; my Warrant for the Packet-Boat coſt me Half 4 Piece, 


and to the Officeis for not executing their Duty Half a Crown. 


This Place, like moſt Sea-Ports, we found extravagantly dear; 


but to eaſe that Inconvenience, we were advis'd to get aboard 
by Eleven at Night, Here I met a Gentleman, whoſe Com- 
pany J was very happy in, tho extremely concern'd for the, 
Occaſion of his Voyage, which was an pre to the Kin 

of the Duke cf Glonceſffer's Death. This was the firſt News 1 
had of this publick Loſs, which I had not much time to re- 
flect upon, being 10 nearly touch'd on the Score of my private 
Concein by a violent Storm that immediately came upon us: 
You may gueſs at our Circumſtances, when J aſſure you, that 
our greateſt Comfort was the Lightning, that ſhew'd the Sea- 
men their Buſineſs, which otherwiſe they muſt have gropd 
for; all Intercourſe of Speech being broken off by the Loud- 
neſs of the Thunder: We had ſuch warm Work, that I ſome- 


times allow'd it a juſt Thought, that Satan ſhou'd be entitled 


Prince of the Air; and again, why the Devil ſhou'd com- 
mand the Artillery of Heaven, I cou'd not ſo well compre- 
hend. I ſupported my ſelf with the Thought, that Providence 
had no Deſign upon me, but that this Tumult of the Elements 
was their manner of expreſſing their Grief for the Loſs of his 
Highneſs ; or that they were angry at Mr, L——r for bring- 
ing ſuch unwelcome 3 into their Dominions, and for ma- 
king a Property of them to ſpread it abroad. By this kind 
ot Poetical Philoſophy 1 bore up pretty well under my Ap- , 
prehenſions, tho* never worſe prepar'd for Death, 1 muſt con- 
feſs; for I think I never had ſo much Money about me at a 
time. We had ſome Ladies aboard that were ſo extremely 
ſick, that they often wiſhed for Death, but were damnably 


afraid of being drown'd : but as the Scripture ſays, Sorrow may 


laſt for a Night, but Foy cometh in the Morning ; the Weather 
clear d up with the ay, the Wind turn'd Wegeriy, and in 
a fe Hours J was going to ſay, we ſaw England out of Sight. 
All Thurſday we had a freſh Gale and cold Chickens ; our 

ne went about at a ſtrange Rate; for our Stomachs ebb'd 
and flow'd like the Element. On Friday Morning we made 
the Coaſt of Holland, a Riff Gale, and the Sea runs high. I 


was 
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was mightily pleas'd to view the Continent, you may be ſure; 


but as I Rood upon the Poop peruſing its firſt Appearance with 


my Perſpective, I had ſuch a Rebuke for my Curioſity by a 1 


great Sea, that took us Fore and Aft, that I was ſeaſon d for a 


Dutchman immediately. Whether this be a Compliment of © 
Faſjutation uſually paid to Strangers, or that the Batavias 


Out-Guards took me for a Spy upon their Frontiers, I ſhall 


leave the Skipper to determine. In ſhort, by working of a 
ſtaunch Ship, and the Influence of a DRY brows bn fa- 


and the Dutch Wave has clear d my Eyc-ſight of an Error 
that we Britains are very fond of, that the Thames is the fineſt 
River in the Univerſe ; for 1 can aſſure you, Sam, that the 


| Rhine is as much beyond it, as a Pair of Oars before a Sculler, 


let all the Trirons between Chelſea and Richmond argue never ſo 


loud to the contrary ; tho in one ſort of Traffic 7 that part 
of the Thames we exceed the whole World, both fo 


tity and Cheapneſs of the Commodity; and I believe the 
Store-houſe for this kind of Staple, including the Play: houſe 


and the Koſe, may contend with moſt arts in Europe. 


This Day at Eleven we landed at the Brill, and here I have 
a {mall Taſte of this Republick, that makes ſuch a Noiſe in the 
Warld— My Fancy, in reſpect of Expectation, has gene- 
rally been ſo fruitful, that the deareſt part of my Hopes have 
frequently ended in Diſappointments; and I have ſeldom 
found things come up to anſwer the Idea that I have uſually 
fram'd of their Excellence ; but here 1 muſt confeſs the Reality 
excceds the Shadow, and Iam pleas d once in my Life to find 
a thing that can afford me ſubſtantial Pleaſure in the Enjoy- 
ment. I have read much of this Place, fancy'd more, yet all 
falls ſhort of what I ſee. _ 

At my firſt Entrance into this Town, I made one Diſco- 
very, which I believe has hitherto ſcap d moſt Travellers, wiz. 


That the Dutch are the greateſt Beaux in the World, only 


with this Difference from the Gentlemen at White's, that their 
Figery is much more noble and ſubſtantial ; I never knew the 
faireſt, fineſt, full-bottom Wig, moſt nicely fixt on rhe moſt 
beautiful Block in the Side-Box, look half ſo genteel as a 
Dutch Canal with a Rately Row of flouriſhing Trees on each 
ſide, and ſome twenty beautiful Bridges laid a-croſs it, with- 
in ſixty or ſeventy Paces one of another. I never knew a 
Valet, and a Barber with Raſors, Tweezers, Perfumes, and 
Waſhes, work half ſo bard upon 4 Gentleman's Face, that 
deſign'd a Conqueſt on a Birth-Night, as I have ſeen a luſty 
Dutch Woman with a Mop and warm Water {crub the Mar 

| 85 
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vour of the Old Baily Bar, we got over the Bar at the Maſe 
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bles and Tyles before the Door, till ſhe has ſcour d them 
brighter than any Fops Complexion in the Univeſe. No firſt 
Rate Beau with us, drawn by his ſix before and fix behind, 
2 Jolling luxuriouſly in his Coach, appears half fo gallant, as 


a jolly Skipper at the Stern of his Barge, with a fur d Cap 


like Rays about his Head, the Helm in his Hand, and his 


Pipe in his Mouth, with Liberty ſeated in one Whisker, and 
Property in tother ; and in this Splendor making the Tour of 
7 half a Dozen fine Cities in a Day, without either Qualm of 


the Spleen, or Twinge of the Gout. Such a Perſon I take for 


2 a Beau of the firſt Magnitude, who ſcorning to be lugg d by 
7 Beaſts as Fellows are to Tyburn, can harneſs the Winds and 
Waves for his Equipage ; and improving on the Works of 
Providence, make the univerſal Elements (Air and Water) 
2 ſubmit to his private Compoſition of Advantage and Diver- 


Z q ſion. To fee the Wind work in his Sails, and play with his 


| 4 Pendants, muſt certainly afford more fubſtantial and pure 


2 SatisfaRion, than the Whinee of a Horſe, or the Crack of a 
A Coach-whip. = | a 

In ſhort, dear Sam, I am not ſo bigotted to Domeſtick 
Cuſtoms, as not to approve what is admirable here; and you 
muſt pardon me, that I have thrown up the Prejudices of 
Nativity with my Beef and Pudding as I came over; and tis 
no ſmall part of my preſent Wonder, why we ſhould call 
the Dutch a ſlovenly fort of People, ſince to the Eye, which 
= muſt determine that Circumſtance, they are much more gau- 
2 dy than that Nation we ſo mimick and admire, and with 
tis Advantage, that they are gay without Levity, and fine 

beyond Foppery. Why we ſhoud mention the Datch with 
IJ Contempt, and the French with Admiration, is a ſevere Satyr 
"PF upon the Engliſh Judgment, when the Bravery of the former 
 FatrraGi the Admiration of Men, and the Pageantry of the 
latter draw only the Eyes of Women: But our Engliſh La- 
dies are ſo very fine, that we are very willing to pleaſe them, 
and thus are drawn into this unreaſonable Prejudice; but we 
>; ought to take Care, that by being thus particular Slaves to our 
leſpective Miſtreſſes, we bent drawn at laſt into univerſal 
Bondage to a AMaſter. The French have taken no ſmall Pains 
of late Years to render themſelves agreeable; they treat us 
like a Miſtreſs, do every thing that they fancy will pleaſe us, 
un tbey bring us at laſt to act whatſoever ſhall pleaſe them. 
But this is no News ; and I think it a little improper to tell 
= you an Evxglifh Story from a Place where you may expect ſome 
foreign Entertainment, I have no more to ſay at preſent, 
but that I am juſt going for — and departing from 

| A 
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a Scotch Houſe here, where nothing of that Country is to be 
found but the Landlord ; for the Rooms are a Paradiſe for 
Cleanlineſs, but the Hoſt is a Rogue for his Reckoning. I 
have got ſuch a Heap of Silver out of a Pifol, as upon a 
handſome Counter might give Credit to a Banker; and I can 
aſſure you, that while I have a Brother to that Piſtol left, you 
ſhall not ſee 55 
| Your Friend and Servant. 


— — 


Leyden, Oftober 15, 1700. 


Dear SA M, | | 
THE uſual Excuſe of Gentlemen abroad for neglecting 

their Friends at home is, that new Sets of different Ob- 
jects continually entertaining us with Changes of Admiration, 
the Ideas of our old Acquaintance is by degrees worn out b 
the Acceſſion of the new: But this kind of Forgetfulne 


were too ſevere a Charg: upon the Merit of my Friends and 


my own Gratitude, both which I will chooſe to maintain; 
and leave it to your Charity to make me an Excuſe for my 


Silence. The Truth is, 1 have had a very tedious Fit of Sick= 2 
neſs, which had almoſt ſent your Friend a longer Journey 7 
than he was willing to undertake at preſent ; but now being 
pretty well recover'd, I can only inform you in general, 
that every Day ſurprizes me with ſome agreeable Object or 
other; and I find very much to my wonder, that the Accounts 
J have had of this Country are very different from the Obſer- 7 
vations that may be made upon the Place. Some general 7 
Remarks there are undiſputably certain, as that nothing can 
parallel the Dutch Induſtry, but the Luxury of England; and 
that the Money laid out in the Taverns in London, in purcha 


{ſing Diſeaſes, would victual the whole United Provinces very 


plentifully at their wholſome Courſe of Diet; that the Stan- 
ding-Army maintain'd by the Dutch for their Security againſt 
a Foreign Force, are not half fo expenſive, as the fifty thou- | 
{and Lawyers kept up by our Civil Factions in England, for | 
no other uſe, but to ſet us continually by the Ears; People, 
like the Fews, that are tolerated in all Governments for the | 
Intereſt of the Publick, while their main Drift is to enrich 


themſelves, and who by their Gettings and Cunning have 


brought their Riches and Practice into a Proverb. The Law- 8 


yers here put the Queſtion only, Whether the thing be lav? 


ful? And upon Application to the Statutes, the Controyerly | 
= is 
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diſpute not ſo much upon the Legality of the Cauſe, as upon 
the Letter of the Law, and make more Cavils on the meaning 


ol the Words that ſhou'd determine Juſtice, than upon the 
Equity of the Allegations contended for by the Parties; and 
the Bulk of our Lays have loaded Juſtice fo heavily, that 'tis 

become a Burthen to the People, who in regard of their Stiffter=" 
ings in this kind ſhou'd borrow an Appellation from Phyſick, 
and be call'd Patients rather than Clients, - © LE 


Another thing worth Conſideration in reſpect of the Laws 


in Holland, is this; None but honeſt Men make Eſtates by 
their Practice; for the ſiding with the wrong Party brings the 
Lawyer into Contempt, and lays him under a ſevere Repre- 
henſion, either of Ignorance in his Buſineſs, or Knavery to 


the People: Hence it comes to Cab, that Injuſtice, not find- 
ing a Patron to ſupport its Cauſe, is forc d to remove to a 
neighbouring Country, where the wrong Side was never knowtt 


to make its Aſſertor bluſh ; where the Eloquence of S re, 
and the Impudence of 5 


u are plauſible Pretences for 
patroniſing Injuſtice, and abuſing the Client : But there ate 
Bravo's in all parts of the World, that will take Money for 


cutting of Throats , whether there be Grounds or not for the 


Reſentment, ths” 
So much for the Law, now for the Goſpel, Sam. I think 


Holland may contend for the Catholick Church with any part 
in Europe, becauſe tis more univerial in its Religion, than 
any Countrey in the Univerſe. ''Tis a pleaſant thing to fee 


Chriſtians, Mahometans, Jews, Proteſtants, Papiſts Armenians 


and Greeks, ſwarming together like a Hive of Bees, without 


one Sting of Devotion to hurt one another ; they all agree a- 
bout the buſineſs of this Life, becauſe a Community in Trade 


is the Intereſt they drive at; and they never Joſtle in the Way 
do the Life to come, becauſe every one takes a different Road. 


One great Cauſe of this ſo amicable a Correſpondence and A- 


= greement, is, that the only Layety of theſe Profeſſions compoſe 


the Mixture; here are no Ingredients of Prielicraft to fowr 


the Compoſition ; Pulpits indeed they have, but not like Ha- 
dibraſs's Eccleſiaſtick Drums, that are continually beating up 
tor Volunteers to the alarming of the whole Nation. Here 
is no Intereſt of Sects to be manag d under the Cloak of gain- 
ing Proſelytes to the Truth; nor ſtrengthning of Parties by 

retence of reclaiming of Souls; every Shepherd is content 


| with lis own Flock, and Mufti, L vite, Pope and Presbyter, 


are * Chriſtians in this, that they live in Unity and Con- 
. 4 Tie 
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Tis a ſttange thing Sam, that among us People can't agree 
the whole Week, becauſe they go different ways 1 : 
This is to make the Lord's Day a Sower of Diſſention, and 
Religion, (which is ealld the Bond of Peace) to be the Brand 
of Diſcord and Combuſtion : But we have ſome Preachers 
that think themſelves inſpir'd with the Spirit, when they are 
really poſſeſs'd by the Devil; the Fervency of whoſe Zeal 
diſmiſſes Congregations with Heats and Heart-burnings of 
Spirit, and blows up the Coals on the Altar to ſet their Net- 
bours Houſes on Fire; the Efficacy of the Pulpit is ſufficient- 
ly ſhown in the Practice of the Congregations. No People 
in the World are fo full of National Principles of Faith; and 
to what Purpoſe the following Inſtance ſhall ſhew you. IVW 
Gentlemen of my Acquaintance, one a Devout Hearer at 
Covent-Garden-Church , and the tother a violent Zealot for 
Doctor Burgeſs's Meeting, met one Evening at Tom's Coffeehouſe, 
and wou'd adjourn to the Fleece-Tavern, to diſcourſe upon 
ſome Point of Doctrine manag'd that Sunday by their r | mew 4 
Miniſters. The Drawer brought in a Bottle of New French, 
and the Diſſenter introduc d Predeſtination; After two or 
three hearty Glaſſes, the Diſpute grew pretty warm, and the 
Quotations of the Fathers and the Texts of Scripture made 
ſuch a Noiſe, that two Wenches that uſually ply upon thoſe 
Stairs, overhearing the buſtle, took them for a couple of Le- 
vites and ſo made account to bolt in, and ſell their Mackerel. '# 
The fervency of the Argument was preſently abated upon te 
appearance of the Ladies, and a Topick of a more familia! 
Nature aſſum d; till both being pretty well convinc d of their 
Opponent's Fire and Fancy, the Whores were diſmiſs d, 
and Predeſtinaton reaſſum d; the Argument grew warmer, 
as the * ra grew fudled: In ſhort they diſputed them- *: 
ſelves ſtar drunk, drew their Swords to decide the Contro- 
verſy ; and had not Mr, Fern come in, twas great odds that 
Predeſtination had not ſent one to the Devil, and t'other to the | 
Gallows, But they parted Friends at laſt, and ſaid one to 
t other, J am ſorry at my Heart, dear Friend, that you wont go to 
Heaven my May. And ſo away he reel'd to a Bawdy-houſe. 
Now the Moral of the Fable is this: If the Divines, inſtead FF 
of their Speculative Theology, had preach'd that Day a thun- 
dring Sermon againſt Drunkeneſs and Fornication, tis proba- 
ble that the Faith of theſe Gentlemen had been nel er the leſs 
fortify'd, and their Good Works much more improv'd. 1 

But I beg your Pardon for this Digreſſion; I was going to 
lay that, excepting a ſew general Remarks, ſome of . _ | 
| | ave x 
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I have mention d, the Accounts we have of this People are 
very lame, and ſometimes exactly L to the Truth. 

cula 


rs that I found very 
We have a Notion in England that the Duteb are very great 


Drunkards; whether this Aſperſion ariſes . ſrom ſome People's 
confounding the High Dutch with the Low, or that there is a 
Z Sottiſhneſs in their Miens and Complexions, I can't deter- 
mine; but this I can aſſure you, that the Report is as fall: 

as (houd I aver, that the People in London are the moſt chal 
and ſober Gentlemen in the World. Tis true indeed they 
2 will take off a toping Glaſs of Brandy, but that is only what 
2 t abſolutely ry to moderate the Moiſture and Coldnefs 
bol their Conſtitution, and us d in ſuch quantity by the mean- 
er ſort only, who living continually in the Water, muſt re- 


oy 


quire an allowance to fortify themſelves againſt the Chillneſs 


bol their Habitations; for you mult know that whole Fami- 
3 lies, Men, Women and Children, live continually in Boats, 
and have no more Tenement on Dry-land than a Thames 
Salmon; but notwithſtanding this incumbent neceſſity of their 
taking a Cup of the Creature, I never have ſeen ſince I came 
into this Country but one D«:ch-man drunk; and altho his 

1 mu ming 1 op was no more than is naturally incident to any 

y 


in his Condition, yet the whole Boatful of People, to 


i A the number of ſixty Perſons, ſhew'd the greateſt averſion ima- 


> ginable to his Circumſtances, except two or three Jolly En- 


ir liſh Men that made very good ſport with his Humonr ; and 


had not we, with ſome French Gentlemen, protected his Car- 


cas, his Countrymen wou d have ſous'd him in the Canal 
very heartily for his Debauch. 


As the laborious Life of the Inferiour fort requires an ex- 


_ hilerating Glaſs, ſo the ſame neceſſity both as to Time and 
- Charge ſecures them from Exceſs : And for heir Gentry, they 
' are indeed ſociable in their own Houſes ; 


were it not 


4a for Strangers, all Places of Publick Entertainment muſt con- 


* ſequently fall; which is the greateſt Argument imaginable 


tor the Sobriety and Temperance of a People; whereas tis ve- 
ry well known, that if the very Taveris in London, with 


9 & Seven or Eight handſome Churches, and one or two of out 


Inns of Court, (all which we could well enough ſpare) were 
but handſomly ſeated on the Banks of a River, they would 
make a Figure with ſome of the moſt remarkable Cities in Eu- 
_ | This indeed is a Noble Argument of the Riches of En - 
gland; but whether our Lurury ſprang from Plenty, or the 
2 — B 3 Temperance 


Sparks are ſo ſond 


of this Place. France and liah are their Provinces, and Hol- 


Temperance of Holland the Effect of Neceſſity, be the happier * 


State, is a Quettion that I want leiſure now to determine. 


Another Account we have very current among us, that there 
are no Beggars in Holland; that they are very careful in ewploy- ' 
ing the Poor, and that their Manufactures require a great man 
Hands is moſt certain, but Ocular Demonſtration is too ftrong 

Proof againſt all their Induſtry; and Im apt to believe, tat 
the Order of Mendicants is of a very late Inſtitution, elſe fo : 


viſible a Fallity cou d never have put this Trick upon Travellers. 


Whether their late expenſive Wars have ruin'd more People 
than their Manufactures can employ, or that the Poverty of 
the Spaniards in the Neighbour Netherlands, have by degrees 
infected the meaner fort, I (han't be poſitive; but nothing 
is more certain, than that a well-diſpos'd Chriſtian may 
find as many Objects of Charity here as in any part of En- * 
gland, if we may judge of their Wants by the Fervency of 
their Cries, 4; | 
Ido believe that the Charity of the Dutch is no great In- 
couragement to Beggars; which is the Reaſon (I conceive) 7? 
why the. Poor flock all to the High-ways and Track-shoxmts, 7 
where the Opportunity is good for Application to Strangers. 
From theſe, and ſome other ſuch like Particulars, I found 
it matter of Speculation, how the generality of the Engliſh 3% 
Nation being ſo near Neighbours to this State, ſhou'd be ſo 
very ſhort in their Knowledge of the Manners and Conſti- 
tution of this People, but this I may preſume to proceed up- 
on the following Accounts. | 11 1 
Moſt of our Engliſh that viſit this Place, are either young 
Gentlemen that come abroad to Travel or Merchants that 7 
make a ſhort Trip upon their own private Concerns. 
is the uſual Way, with the firſt of theſe to take Holland 7 
en Paſſant, either going or coming; and being youthful | 7 
ff the finery at Paris, and delicacy of Rome, 
that they ban't Leiſure, forſooth, to dwell upon the Solidity | 


and their Inn upon the Road; they lye for a Night; and a- 
way the next Morning, | En 

They can tell you, perhaps, that the Dutch manner of 
Travelling is very commodious ; that the Hagae is a pretty 
Village, Amſterdam a fine City and that the People are a 
Parcel of heavy, dull, unconverſable Creatures, and ſo they 
leave them. Nothing can reliſh more of old England than 
this Peremptory Declaration, I wou'd willingly underſtand 
how Gentlemen can make a true Eſtimate of the Wit and 
FE po ns =o 5 ae Izꝑngenuity 
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Ingenuity of a People, when they don't Ray to make one Ac- 
quaintance in the Country, nor can ſpeak one Syllable of 


their Language. 


Moſt of our young Nobility and Gentry travel under the 


f Tuition of French Governours, who however honeſt in their 
Intentions of ſerving their Pupils, are nevertheleſs full of their 
* Aoy Meme; and from the Prejudice of Birth and Education, 


like all other People, are moſt inclinable to the Manners, 
Language, Dreſs and Behaviour of their own Nation; and 
tho' j perfectly skill'd, perhaps, in the Accowpliſhments that 
compoſe what we call a fine Gentleman, yet 'tis probable 
they may fall ſhort in thoſe Qualifications that are abſolutely 
neceſſary to an Engliſhman, in reſpect of the Intereſt of his 
Country, and of theſe I take the Dutch Language to be none 


of the molt trivial. For at the preſent Juncture, which ten- 


ders it not only ours, but the Intereſt of Europe, that we ſhou'd 


4 be well with theſe People, it were not unneceſſary that our 
7 Amity ſhould be linkt with private Friendſhips and Corre- 


ſpondence, as by publick Leagues and Alliances. An lu- 
ſtance of which is very viſible to our Prejudice in the Habi- 
tudes and Familiarity contracted by our young Gentlemen 


at Paris, which, without all Diſpute, is one great Reaſon tor 


the Influence retain'd by that Court, not only over our Fa- 
ſhions and Bchaviour, but which 1s extenſive alſo to Matters 
of more weighty Conſequence, including even our Councils, 
Laws and Government. 115 11 87 

The ſecond ſort of People that make a turn into this Coun- 


try, are our Merchants, whoſe Speculation is limited by a few 


Particulars ; their Affairs not extending to the Policies of 
State, nor the Humours of the People, they are ſatisfy'd to 
mind tir Buſineſs only, and to underſtand the Encourage- 
ment of Trade, the Prizes-and Cuſtoms upon Goods, the Va- 
lue of Stock, and the Rates of Exchange : Their Converſa- 
tion lies chiefly between the Store-houſe and the Broad-lide, 
and that in one or two Cities at moſt, where their Correſpon- 
dents are reſident. So that all the Account we mult expect 
from theſe Perſons, muſt only relate to their Trade 1n general, 
or to ſome particular Branch of it, which is univerſally un- 
derſtood already thro' the Intercourſe of our Dealing, and 
neither ſo improving to our Polity, nor ſatisfactory to the Cu- 
rious. But even among their Encouragements of Trade ſo 
univerſally known and admir'd, as the advantageous Situati- 
on of their Country, their natural Propenſity to. Navigation, 
the Lowneſs of their Impoſts, &c. yet by an odd Accident I 


eame to underſtand one Policy in their Trading Conttitution, 


B 4 which 
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which I have never hitherto met with in any verbal or writ- 
ten Account whatſoever. The Matter was thus in all its Cir- 
cumſtances. 5 
One Day upon the Exchange at Rotterdam, I caſually met a 
Gentleman, who ſome time ago liv'd one of the moſt conſi- 
derable Merchants in Feland, and about ſome four Years ſince 
by great Loſſes at Sea, was forc'd to fly his Country in a very 
mean Condition. I put him in mind of his Misfortunes by 
a Favour he once conferr'd upon me of a Bottle of Claret and 
a Neat's Tongue, at Launching of a new Ship that he had 
built in Dublin; which Veſſel (Bottom and Goods all his own) 
was unfortunately loſt the very firſt Voyage. The Gentleman 
ſeem'd very ſenſible of his Misfortunes, but withal told me, 
That he ſtill had a Glaſs of Wine and a Tongue at my Service, 
if 1 wou'd come and ſee him at his Houſe that Evening. I 
made him a Viſit, and found, to my no ſmall Surprize, a 
handſome Houſe, neatly furniſh'd, excellent Meat, and as 
ood Burgundy as ever joy'd the Heart of Man. I took the 
Freedom to ask my Merchant how a Bankrupt ſhou'd come 
by all this; in anſwer to which he gave me the following 
Account of his Affairs. 5 
The Dutch, Sir, (ſaid he) have a Law, that whatever Mer- 
chant in any part of Europe, who has had any conſiderable 
Traffick with this Country, whoſe Honeſty is apparent by his 
former Accounts, and can prove by ſufficient Teſtimony, 
that his Loſſes and Misfortunes are not chargeable upon his 
Ignorance nor Extravagance, but purely thoſe of unfortunate 
Chance, above the Reach of human Prevention; that then 
ſuch a Merchant may repair to them, have the Freedom of 
any Sea- port in the State, have a Supply of whatever Money 
he's willing to take up, out of the Publick Revenue, upon 
the bare Security of his Induſtry and Integrity; and all this 
_ the Current Intereſt, which is ſeldom above Four per 
ent. | | 
Purſuant to this (continu'd the Gentleman) my Qualifi- 
cations for this Credit being ſufficiently teſtifyd, I took up 
here two thouſand Pound Sterling, and in two Years have 
gain d fifty per Cent, So that by God's Aſſiſtance, and my 
own diligent Endeavours, 1 queſtion not but in a few Years I 
ſhall be able to ſhew my Face to my Creditors, return to my 
Country, and there live in Statu qu. 3 
Here are two Points remarkable enqugh: A charitable A- 
Rion to relieve diſtreſs d Strangers, and a Policy of State for 
the Intereſt of the Republick, which you may ſoon diſcover 
by repeating the Conditions. His Honeſty muſt be manifeſt 


from 
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4 from his former Accounts, his Sufficiency in Buſineſs appa- 
rent from his precedent manner of Dealing, his Misfortunes 
ſiuch as were above humane Prevention, as by Storms, Py- 


rates, or the like ; but above all, he muſt have ſome conſide- 


rable Traffick with this Country, there's the Clincher, the 
Uulle, the greateſt Encouragement imaginable for all Foreign- 


ers to traffick with this Nation, and for the moſt ingenious 
Traders, who are not always the moſt fortunate, to ſeek a 
2 Reſidence among them: And what a Life and V 

two Circumſtances may add to the Trade of a Nation, the 
A - 4 g Condition of this People is the moſt ſufficient Wit- 
7 neſs. 


igour theſe 


Now, Sw», I have tir'd you moſt certainly, for I am weary 


my ſelf, and we are ſeldom the ſooneſt tir d with our own: 
Ihe Gravity of my Style you mult impute to the Air of the 
Country, and the Length of my Letter to a very Rainy Day 
that has kept me within; and to excuſe the Matter, it ſhall 


2 coſt you nothing, for I ſend it by a Gentleman, who can aſ- 


ſure you that what I have ſaid is true. I ſhall at leaſt con- 
+ clude with a Truth, that I am, 


Dear SIR, Tours, &c. 


* "a * — 


——_ 6—— —  {P 


44, Epilogue ſpoken by Mr. Wilks, at bis frft Ar 


pearance upon the Engliſh Stage. 


a poor Stranger wreck'd upon the Coaſt, 


8. AS 
4 A Wuh Fear and Wonder views the Dangers paſt ; 


2 : So I with dreadful Apprehenſions Rand, 
And thank thoſe Pow rs that brought me ſafe to Land. 


With Joy I view the ſmiling Country o er, 

And TT kind Heav'ns ! an hoſpitable Shore, 

"Tis England This your Charities declare, 
But more the Charms of Britiſh Beauties there; 
Beauties that celebrate this Iſle afar, 

They by their Smiles, as much as you by War. 
True Love, true Honour, here I can't fail to play, 


Such lively Patterns you before me lay. 


Void of Offence, tho not from Cenſure free, 

I left a diſtant Ile too kind to me. 

Loaded with Favours 1 was forc'd away, | 
[Cauſe I wou'd not accept what I cou'd never pay. 


There 
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There I cou'd pleaſe, but there my Fame muſt end, 
For hither none muſt come to boaſt, but mend. 
Improvement muſt be great, ſince here I find 
Precepts, Examples, and my Maſters kind, 


ig Prologue on the propos d Union of the 
1 Two Houſes. | 


OW all the World's ta'n up with State-Affairs, 
Some wiſhing Peace, ſome calling out for Wars: 
Tis likewiſe fit we ſhou'd inform the Age, 

What are the preſent Politicks of the Stage: 

| Two different States, ambitious both, and bold, 

All Free-born Souls, the New Houſe and the Old, 
Have long contended, and made (tout Eſſays, 
Which ſhou'd be Monarch, abſolute in Plays: 

Long has the Battle held with bloody Strife, 

Where many ranting Heroes loſt their Life; 

Yet ſuch their Enmity, that cen the Slain 

Do conquer Death, riſe up, and fight again. 

Whil from the Gallery, Box, the Pit and all, 

The Audience loo d, and ſhook its awful Head. 
Wond'ring to ſee ſo many Thouſands fall, 

And then look'd Pale to ſet us look ſo Red. 

By Force of Numbers, and Poetick Spell, 

We've rais'd the ancient Heroes too from Hell, 

To lead our Troops; and on this bloody Field, 
You've ſeen great Ceſar fight, great Pompey yield. 
Vaſt Sums of Treaſure too we did advance, 

To draw ſome mercenary Troops from Fance; 
Light-footed Rogues, who when they got their Pay, 
Took to their Heels Alons———And run away. 
Here have you ſeen great Philip's Conq'ring Son, 
Who in Twelve Years did the whole World o er- run; 
Here has he fought, and found a harder Job, 
To beat one Play-houſe, than ſubdue the Globe : 
All this from Emulation for the Bays, 

You lik'd the Conteſt, and beſtow'd your Praiſe : 
But now (as buſy Heads love ſomething new) 
They wou'd propoſe an Union — Oh, Mort- dien. 
Tf it be fo, let Ceſar hide his Head, 5 
And fight no more for Glory, but for Bread. 


Let 


1222; 


Let the dull Air ne er be ſerene again, 


Hie ſhou'd himſelf have ſung his Elegy. 
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Let Alexander mourn, as once before, 
Becauſe no Worlds are left to conquer more. | 5 
But if we may judge ſmall from greater things 5 
The preſent Times may ſhew what Union brings, 5 
You feel the Danger of United Kings. 

If we grow one, then Slavery muſt enſue 

To Poets, Players, and, my Friends, to you. 

For to one Houſe confin'd, you then muſt praiſe 

Both curſed Actors, and confounded Plays. 


Ihen leave us as we are, and next advance 


Bravely to break the Tye 'twixt Spain and France. 


_ 
hs — 


On the Death of a Lady's Sparrow, in Imitation of i; 
Catullus for his Lesbia's. p 


A/Journ all ye Muſes, mourn ye Nymphs and Loves, 
Mourn all ye Woods, mourn all ye Trees and Groves. 
Weep all ye Streams, ye Foreſts fade and mourn, 

Your well-lov'd Bird muſt ne er again return. 

Let all the Winds with loudeſt Sighs complain. 
The once bleſt Winds, whilſt they cou'd bear away 
His charming Notes, and with his Feathers play. 
How ſhall I grieve, or how bewail his Death? 
None fit to ſing, that wants his tuneful Breath : 
Like the melodious Swan prepar'd to die, 


Ye winget Goriſters, come here and ſing, 
Lament his Death ; ſweet Flow'rs and Bloſſoms bring, 
To firew his Grave with Beauties of the Spring. 
Sweet was his Voice, well were his Notes belov'd, 
His careful Miſtreſs with his Tunes he mov'd, 
Oft has he ſung upon the Flowry Plain, oo 
But ne'cr, alas! like wretched me, in vain. | | 

Round her alone the pretty Bird wou'd fly, 

Chirp to the Fair, and in her Boſom lie | : 

Her Boſom, fairer than the Silver Sky : 

There did the Wanton play, and there was bleſt, 

And there alone he made his downy Neſt ; 


All her Diſcourſe to him he underſtood, 
And kindly anſwerd with what Voice he cou'd. 


Upon 
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Upon her Head oft wou'd he flutt'ring more, Wb 
And ſpread a living Canopy above ; , 

Ten thouſand pretty things (hew'd his officious Love. 

Oft as ſhe walk'd, when ſhe began to ſing, 

With her own Breath he fann'd her from his Wing 

Then would he pluck the Daiſes here and there, 

And to her Hands the bluſhing Preſents bear. 

The Woods he ſcorn'd, and choſe with her to dwell, 

Her Fingers did all Bougbs by far excel. 

Te winged Chorifters, come here and (ing, 

Lament his Death; ſmeet Flow'rs and Bloſſoms bring, 

To ftrew his Grave with Beauties of the vine. 

For ah! he's gone, his pleaſing Sports mult ceaſc, 

He's gone, alas! and now no more can pleaſe ; 

Still is his Voice, and ſtill his Riffning Wing, : 
He ne er again muſt to his Miſtreſs ſing. —_ 
See his deep Grave by mounful Cupid made, 6. 
Himſelf cloſe by in a fad Poſture laid, 8 9 
Breaking his Golden Arrow, late his Spade. 

Around his Grave let circling Fairies play, 
Dance the whole Night, and ſcarce depart by Day: 
Let all things grieve, Selinda s Sparrow's gone; 
Selinda's Sparrow, ſo belov d alone. Wet 

For him the tender TP mourns and cries, 

For her dear Sparrow ſhe laments and ſighs, 

Sworn to be bury'd there, whene'er ſhe dies. 

Then ſhall the winged Choire flock here and ſing, 

Lament her Death, ſweet Flow'rs and Bloſſoms 3 

To ſtrem her Grave with Beauties of the Spring. 
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On the Death of the late Queen. 


WW Hill Heav'n with Envy on the Earth look'd down, 
Saw us unworthy of the Royal Pair, 

And juſtly claim'd Maria as its own, 

Yet kindly left the Glorious Williams here: | 

The Heay'n and Earth alike do in the Bleſſing ſhare, 

He makes the Earth, She Heav'n our great Allies, 

And tho we mourn, ſhe for our Comfort dies; 

Nor need we fear the raſh preſumptuous Foe, 

Whalſt She's our Saint above, and He our King below. 
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A SONG. 


Wy 


1 Ell me, Aurelia, tell me pray, 

How long mult Damon ſue; | 
Prefix the Tins, and Tl! obey, 
1 With Patience wait the happy Day 
That makes me ſure of you. 


4 
he Sails of Time my Sighs ſhall blow. 
And make the Minate's glide ; 
My Tears ſhall make the rent flow, 
1 And ſell the baſtning Tide, 


9 III. 

mme dos. of Lord ſhall fly ſo faſt, 

| F My H pes mount ſo ſublime, 

be Wings 2 Love ſhall make more halt 
> Thanthefwitt IM of Time. 


[CE 


2 


a —_ LY 


ES 22 a SONG. 


I. 


HE Minute's paſt appointed by m Fair; 
T The Minutes fled r g ; 


; And leaves me dead 
With Anguiſh and Deſpair. 


II. 

My flatter d Hopes their Flight did make 
With the appointed Hour ; 
one can the Minutes paſt o *ertake, 

9 And nought my Hopes reſtore. 


4 III. 
[ Ceaſe your Plaints, and make no Moan; 
3 . Thou fad repining Swain; 
= Although the eeting Hour be gone, 

The Place do's (ill remain. 


» | | IV. The 
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IV. 


The Place remains, and ſhe may make 
Amends for all your Pain ; 

Her Preſence can paſt Time o'ertake, 
Her Love your Hopes regain. 


An Epipram. 
D ANS vitam pans, nobis dans gaudia vinum, 
Omnia dans aurum, ſunt pretioſa nimis © 


Nil commune bonum eſt, at res eſt flebilis altera 
Dans, eſt communis fæmina ubique nihil. 


In Engliſh, thus 


NAtures chief Gifts unequally are cary'd ; 

It ſurfeits ſome, while many more are ſtarvd: 
Her Bread, her Wine, her Gold, and what before 
Was Common Good, is now made Private Store, 
Nothing that's Good we have among us Common, 
But all enjoy the Common Ill — A Woman. 


—_ mY * 1 — 


— — 


To a Gentleman that bad bis Pocket picks of a 


Watch and ſome Gold by a Miſtreſs. 
C A Burleſque Letter. . 


JM ſorry, Sam, thour't ſuch a Ninny 
To let a Wench rob thee of Guinea. 
And thus to ſpend and loſe your Cobbs, 
By laviſh op'ning both your Fobbs : 
You're fairly fobb'd to let her get all, 
Both one and alſo rother Mettal. 
Your Work was on a pretty Score, 

You dug the Mine, ſhe found the Ore, 
The Devil take the cunning Whore. 
You {lily laid her down to reſt her, 
And on the Bed (he found a Teſter. 
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A minute's time did that command; 
hben her's, it ſeems was Minute Hand. 


= 
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* Muſt lye with Doxies by the Hour) 


She wound you up to her own liking, 


Ihen ſtole the Watch while you were ſtriking: 215 / 


Ihen think not, Sir, that you're undone ; 


What's wound ſo high, muſt next run down: 


In revelling time, you thought no Sin | 

Io play a Game at In and In. | 

I I wonder tho you did not win fort, 

Since that you were ſo fairly in fort: 

But what deſtroy'd you in a Trice, 

2 She held the Box, you ſhook the Dice: 

Ihe Devil was in the Dice then ſurely, \ 

Io loſe when you plaid ſo ſecurely, | 

And Three to One was lay d ſo purely, 

But what's the worſt of all Miſhaps, | 

'*Z You dread, they ſay, ſome after-claps : 

If that be fo, my deareſt Sammy, | 

you'll curſe, and bid the Devil Dam ye: 

Ihe Fruits of Wild Oats which you ſcatter, 
Is nothing elſe but Barley-water : 
"7 The Sced-time's good, you know my Meaning, i 
But faith, the Harveſts only gleaning. 
Jake Heart howe'er, tis my Deſire, 

= You will revive, the P—x expire; 

Ihen riſe like Phoenix from the Fire. 
Ihe Mettal's ſtronger that's well ſouder d, 
And Beef keeps ſweeter once tis powder d: 
So farewel, Sam, and may you ne're want 
duch a true faithful humble Servant. 

May the Fourth, from Temple Inner, 
The Poſt's going out, I in to Dinner. 


Grat lun, Wedneſday, 


TIõ a Preſumption to imagine, that you have thought my 
Letters worth the keeping, and yet a greater Preſumption 
to expect you ſhou'd now return them if you have kept them 
fo long; but I hope the Deſign will partly excuſe my requeſt : 
I bave promis'd to equip a Friend with a few Letters to help 
out a Collection for the Preſs, and there are none dare ſooner 
expoſe to the World than thoſe to you, becauſe your Merit 


4 l 
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may warrant their Sincerity, and becauſe your Ladyſhip was 
pleas d to commend them: This makes me imagine, Madam, 
that they have ſtill ſecur'd a Place in your Cabinet, tho the 
unworthy Author cou'd merit no room 1n your Heart ; whence 
I may infer, that they may be as acceptable to you in Print 
as in my Manuſcript ; but if you have a Mind to ſecure Tro- 
phies of ſo poor a Conqueſt, I ſhall be proud to return them as 
ſoon as ever they are Tranſcrib'd ; for which I now pawn my 
Word and Honour, as ſincerely as I once did the Heart of 


MADAM, 
Your moſt humble Servant. 


1 


Tueſday Morning one Stockin 
| on, and t other off ITN 
Have had your Letter, Madam, and all that I underſtand 
by it, is that your Hand 1s as greata Riddle as your Face ; 
and tis as difficult to find out your Senſe in your Characters, 
as to know your Beauty in your Mask; but I have at laſt con- 


= the Maidenhead of your Writing, as I hope one Day I 


all that of your Perſon ; and I'm ſure you han't loſt your 
Virginity, if the Lines in your Complexion be half ſo crooked 
as thoſe in your Letter. I return your Compliment of Advice 
in the fame Number of Particulars that you were pleas'd to 
ſend me. Firſt, If you are not handſom, never ſhow a Face 
that may frighten away that Admirer which your Wit has en- 
gaged. Secondly, Never believe what a Gentleman ſpeaks to 


you in a Mask : for while the Ladies wear double Faces, *tis- 4 


but Juſtice that our Words ſhou d bear a double Meaning 
Laſtly, You muſt never adviſe a Man againſt wandring, if 
you deſign to be his Guide, You tell me of ſwearing to a 
known Lye: I don't remember, Madam, that I ever ſwore I 
loy'd you; tho I muſt confeſs that a little Lady in a half 
Mourning Mantua and a deep Mourning Complexion, has run 
in my Head ſo much ſince Monday Night, that I'm afraid, 
ſhe will ſoon get into my Heart: But now Madam, hear my 
Misfortune. 325 


The angry Fates and dire Stage - Coach, 
Upon my Liberty incroach, 

To bear me hence with many a Fog 
From thee my charming dear Incog, 
Unhappy Wretch! at once who feels 
Oerturns of Hack and Fortunes Wheels, 
| This 


b " L208 


2 ' ThisismyE | 
and the Stage-Coach may moſt 1 be call'd my Herſe, 
bearing the Corps only of deceaſe 


5 2 
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ditaph, Madam, for now I'm a dead Man; 
Er; for his Soul is left 
with you, whom he loves above all Womankind; by which 


+ you may judge of the Height of his Paſſion ; for he cates not 
one Farthing for your whole Sex, as 1 hope to be ſayeds = 


* . = 4 N 44 * — * : I 224 - . " EF? x * d 


Thurſday, 11 a Click 


; Poveep is Child's Play, and tis time for a Man to be tit d 
of it; I went yeſterday to Bedlam upon your mad Aſſig- 


nation, ſtay'd till Seven like a Fool, to expect one, who un- 
leis ſne were mad, wou d never come. I begin to believe that 


they are only wiſe that are there, and we poſſeſs d that put 


them in; they at leaſt have this advantage over us Lunaticks 
at Liberty, that they find Pleaſure in their Frenzy, and we a 
Jorment in our Reaſon. I was fo tir d with walking there ſo 
long, that I could not bear the Fatigue of putting off my 
Cloaths, but ſat up all Night at the Tavern; fo that yout Let- 


ter is but juſt come to my Hands, when, like Prince Prettyman, 


I have one Boot on and t'other off, Love and Honour have 
4 ſtrong Battle, but here comes my Friend to claim my En- 
gagement, ſo Love is put to the Rout, and away for Eſſex 
immediately; but-a Word of Advice before we part. Pray 
+2 conſider, Madam, whether your Good or Ill Stars have uſually 
the molt Aſcendant over your Inclinations, and accordingly 


p proſecute your Intentions of correſponding with me br not; 
wou d you be advis'd by me, you wou'd let it alone; for by 


; and ſo the Devil take you all. 


ihe Uneaſineſs that my ſmall Converſe has already rais d in 
me, I gueſs at the greater Diſturbance of being farther ex- 
pos d to your Charms, unleſs I may hope for ſomething which 


my Vanity is too weak to enſure. Fortune has always been 


= my peg © and I may conclude that Woman, who is 
much of her 


prove as blind as ſhe, you may, perhaps, love me as much as 


ature, may uſe me the ſame way; but if you 
ſhe hates me. My humble Service to your two Siſter Fairies, 


If you will anſwer bi. on mays, 


8 Eſer, 
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J Have been a Horſeback, Madam, all this Morning, which 
has fo diſcompos'd my Hand and Head, that I can hardly 
think or write Senſe ; the Poſture of my Affairs is a little ex- 
traordinary in ſome other parts about me; for my Saddle was 
very uneaſy ; the Hare we hunted put me in mind of a Mi- 
Rreſs, which we mult Gallop aſter with Hazard of breaking 
our Necks, and after all our Pains the Puſs may prove a 
Witch at the long run. I have had no Female in my Com- 
pany ſince I left the Town, or any thing of your Sex toenter- 7 
tain me: for your Eſer Women, like your Eſſex Calves, are 
only Butcher's Meat; and if I muſt cater for my ſelf, com- 
mend me to a Pit Partridge, which comes pretty cheap and ? 
Where I have my Choice of a whole Covy ; how well 1 love 
this kind of Meat you may gueſs, when I aſſure you, that! 
have purely fed upon your Idea ever ſince, which has ſtuck 
as cloſe to me as my Shirt; which by the way I han't ſhifted 2 
fince I came into the Country; for clean Linnen is not ſo 
modiſh here as a Lover might require. I receiv'd jult now an 
impertinent Piece of Banter from an angry Fair; the fays, I 3 
awn'd my Soul to the Devil for the great Succeſs of my 
Play. But her Ladyſhip is thus angry becauſe I wou'd not 
pawn my Body to the Devil for another fort of Play, of 7 
which I preſume tlie Lady to be a very competent judge; 1 
ſhall diſappoint her now, as formerly; for 1 will ſet her ra- 
ging mad with the Calmneſs of my Anſwer : Beſides, Madam, 
there is nothing can put me out of Humour, that comes by 14 
that Poſt which brings me a Line from you; tho I mult tell 
you in Plain Terms, that I begin to have but a mean Opi- 
nion of your Beauty; for were it, in the leaſt parallel to 
your Wit, the number of your other Conqueſts wou'd © 
raiſe your Vanity above any Correſpondence with a Perſon * 
whoſe chief Merit, is his Indifference. RS 


„ ENE Ce 

FFF 
8 5 & . Ne - of 
ke SS tt £3 


5 1 —— 44. 4 WT TrOraerw yy Cy.vzx59 TY „ ” 8 
- 6 © , » e - ” * > _— 4. 46. a ” ” — 


| DU UN Grays-Inn, W:dneſday Morning. 
T HE Arguments you made. uſe of laſt Night for ſtill keep: 

ing on your Mask I endeavour'd to refute with Reaſon; at 
but that proving ineffectual, III try the Force of Rhime, and 
ſend you the Heads of our Chat in a Poetical Dialogue be-. 
tween You and I. 
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7 7 hu 1 Images are veil d which Jon adore; 
Nur Ignorance does raiſe your "_ the more; 


Al loge Mir ſbip for falſe Zeal in beld; 
| 3 Falſe this ought indeed to be conceal d. ; 


* 


You. 
+ Thus Oracles of old were ſtill receiv d 
The more ambiguous, ſtill the more believ'd.. 


j | But Oracles of old were ſeldom true; 
3 The Devil was in um ſure he's not in you. 


e 

5 2 | . Ou. : 
d 7 Thus maſqud in Myſteries does the Godhead ftand, 
: 7 The more obſcure, the greater ” Command. 
. 
d 


k 7 The Godhead's hidden power won d ſoon be paſt, 

d Did we not hope to ſee his Face at laſt. 3 
n D are my Slave already, Sir, you know, 
I 7 To ſbew more Charms won d but increaſe your Noe; 
aer n 


of Ia your Slave, tis true; but fill you ſee 
I? All Slaves by Nature ſtruggle to be free: 
1- = But if you won d ſecure the ſtubborn Prize, 
Add ts your Wit the Fetters of your Eyess 5 
Tuben 1 with Tbraldam would 1 kiſs my Chain, 
11" Aud ne re think more of Liberty again. 


—_— =. 


—— 3 — 
1 — | Sunday, after Sermon. 
I F Came, I ſaw, and was cenquer d; never had Man more 
> > to jay, yet can I ſay nothing; where others go to ſave their 
— Souls, there have 1 loſt mine; but I hope that Divinity which 
has the juſteſt Title to its Service has receiv'd it; but I will 
8. boy iy to ſuſpend theſe Raptures for a Moment, and talk 
= calmly, | 3 
ep“ Nothing upon Earth, Madam, can charm beyond you 
Wit, but your Beauty; after this not to love you, would 
nd proclaim me a Fool; and to fay I did when I thought o- 
therwiſe, would pronounce me a Knave: If any Body call'd 
me either, I ſhould reſent it; and if you but think re either, 
val I ſhall break my Heart, You have already, Madam, ſeen 
Yule C 2 ! 1 "enough 
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enough of me to create a Liking or an Averſion; your Senſe 
is above your Sex, then let your Proceeding be ſo likewiſe, 


and tell me plainly what I have to hope for. Were I to 


conſult my Merit, my Humility would chide any Shadow 
of Hope; but after a Sight of ſuch a Face, whoſe whole 
Compoſition is a Smile of good Nature, why ſhould I be ſo 
unjuſt as to ſuſpe& you of Cruelty : Let me either live in 
London and be happy, or retire again to my Deſart to check 
my Vanity that drew me thence; but let me beg to receive 
my Sentence from your own Mouth, that I may hear you 
| ſpeak, and ſee you look at the ſame Time, then let me be un- 
fortunate it He. | 1 | 
If you are not the Lady in Mourning 

that ſat upon my Right Hand at 

Church, you may go to the Devil, 

for I'm ſure you re a Mitch. 


8 „* 


Madam, 


my Pen, may I never take it up again; my Head and my 
Heart have been at Cuffs about you theſe two long Hours 
——Says my Head, You're a Coxcomb for troubling your 


Noddle with a Lady whoſe Beauty is as much above your | 
Pretenſions, as your Merit is below her Love. Then anſwers 
my Heart, Good Mr. Head, you'te a Blockhead ; I know Mr. 


I han't begun thrice to write, and as often thrown away 


F——r's Merit better than you; as fax your Part, I know you 


do be as whimfical as the Devil, and changing with every new : Y 
| Notion that offers; but for my.Share, I am fixt, and can 


{tick to my Opinion of a Lady's Merit for ever; and if the ; 


Fair She can ſecure an Intereſt in me, Monſieur Head, you 

may go whiſtle. Come, come, (anſwer'd my Head) you Nr. 
Heart, are always leading this Gentleman into ſome Incon- 
venience or other; was it not you that firſt entic d him to talk _ 


to this Lady? Your damn'd confounded Warmth made him 5 


like this Lady, and your buſie Impertinence has made him 
write to her, your leaping and skipping diſturbs his Sleep bß 
Night, and his good Humour by Day: In ſhort, Sir, Iwill 
bear no moreon't; I am Head, and Iwill be obey d——You 77 
he, Sir, reply'd my Heart, (being very angry) I am Head 
in Matters of Love, and if you don't give your Conſent, you 


ſhall: be forc'd ; for I'm ſure that in this Caſe all the Mem- 1 


bers will be on my Side. What ſay you, Gentlemen Hands? J : 
Oh (ſay the Hands) we wou'd not forego the tickling 1 4 
VVV u. 
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ſure of touching a delicious white, ſoft Sikn for the World. 
Well, what ſay you, Mr. Tongue ? Zounds, ſays the 
Linguiſt, there is more Extaſie in ſpeaking three foft Words 
bol Mr. Heart's ſuggeſting than whole Orations of Seigniour 
NHead's; ſo I am for the Lady, and here's my honeſt Neighbour 


Lips will tick tot. By the ſweet Power of Kiſſes that we 


will, (Creply'd the Lips.) And preſently ſome other worthy 
Members ſtanding up for the Heart, they laid violent Hands 


' 2 Cnemine contradicente) upon poor Head, and knock d out his 
Brains. So now, Madam behold me as perfect a Lover as any 
in Chriftendom, my Heart purely dictating every Word I fay ; 
the little Rebel throws it ſelf into your Power, and if you 
dont ſupport it in the Cauſe it has taken up for your ſake, 
think what will be the Conditionof the Headleſs and Heartleſs 


Farquhær . | 


* a "Ko — n —— — n 
Monday, twelve a Cock at Night. 


Ive me leave to call you, dear Madam, and to tell you 
that I am now ſtepping into Bed, and that I ſpeak with 


as much Sincerity as if I were ſtepping into my Grave; Sleep 
is ſo great an Emblem of Death, that my Words ought to 
be as real, as if I were ſure never to waken; then may 1 ne- 
ver again be bleſt with the Light of the Sun, and the Joys of 
+» Wedneſday, if you are not as dear to me as my Hopes of wa- 
"# king Health to Morrow Morning; your Charms lead me, my 
In clinations prompt me, and my Reaſon confirms me, 


1 A D A Al, 3 
Tour Faithful, and 
K Humble Servant, 
©! "My bumble Service to the Lady, who, 11 
next to my Saviour, muſt be chief 5 
Mediator for my Happineſs. ? 


C 2 02 Madam, 
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Madam, 
N Order to your Ladyſhip's Commands, I have ſent you 


my Thoughts upon your two weighty Maxims of Amorous 


Policy—— If we fly they purſne, and Enjoyment quenches Love © 
But I ſhall run a greater Hazard of your Difpleaſure by my 
Obedience, than I ſhou'd by the Neglect of your Commands, 
theſe Subjects leading me into more Gravity than is well con- 


- ſiſtent with my own Inclinations, or the Peruſal of a fair 


Lady. But to the Buſineſs. _ 
To examine rightly how far theſe Female Maxims are in 


Force, we muſt diſpoſe Mankind into a Diviſion, which 


I think hitherto has ſcapd the Logiclans ; to wit, the 


Men of Idleneſs, and Men of Buſineſs. Under the firſt q 
Branch of which Diſtinction is reducible a great ſhare 


of the World, and eſpecially that which compoſes the 
Character of what we call the Beau Monde; for to make 


them all of a Piece, we muſt give them a French Name 
too. 


The Practice of theſe Gentlemen, I muſt confeſs, has gone 


à great way to paſs theſe Maxims for authentick, and have 


ſufficiently authoriz d the Ladies to ſtick ſo firmly to their 1 


Principles; but would they conſider a little upon what a ſcurvy 


Foundation theſe Topicks are grounded, they would damn the f 


Doctrine for Sake of the Adorers. 


Theſe Idle Gentlemen (begging their Pardon for fo familiar 

adies what a difference there is 
between modiſh Intreaguing and true Love; for theſe Sparks 
make Intreaguing their Buſineſs, and Love only their Diverſion. 
They viſit their Miſtreſs as they go to the Park, becauſe it is 


an Epithet) ſhou'd ſhew the 


the Mode; and continue to ſolicit her Favour, not thro' the 


Impulſe of Paſſion, but becauſe they have nothing elſe to do. ki 
Some other Motives there are to engage theſe Sparks in the Pur- 


ſuit of a fair Lady; as for inſtance 4 upon the Survey of his 


Rent-Roll the Lover finds two or three Thouſand a Year till _ _ 
unmortgag d, ſends down immediately to his Steward to ſcrew 
up his Tenants to due Payments, and concludes with Money 7 


conquers all things: A Potent Proverb, I muſt confeſs, to back his 


eſolution. But here conſider, Madam, what it is that purſue - ö 1 
you; not the Gentleman, but Fidlers, Maſquerades, Jewellers, 


Glovers, Milleners, bir'd Poets, with the confus'd Equipage 
of all their reſpective Trades, the Devil a Dart of Love is in 
the whole Bundle, no more than there is in the Straw and Oats 
that keeps a Horſe for New-arket ; here are only two Beaſts 
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9 to be back d, one for Pleaſure, and t other for Profit; I will 


Riding. 


feed one for the Plate, and pamper the t'other for my own 


A ſecond Life to bis purſuit is his Vanity; the Beau having 


receiyd a Repulſe over Night, Reps to his Glaſs in the Mor- 


ning, and ſurveying his charming Shape, Sleath (ſays he) 


„ ald I deſpair of Succeſs ? Blood, I'm as pretty a Fellow as an- 
4 To 1 1 415 alves are a little of che wie. Ay, that's 
it, ſhe did not like my Dreſs Tefterday—— Here, Boy, reach my 
blem Coat, Ill the my Cravat with a double Knot to day, and wear 
the Buckles of my Garters behind. Thus while his foppiſh Fancy 
can invent any particular _ or Whimſey in his Dreſs, his 
Hopes are nouriſh'd by an abu 


ve Preſumption, that the La- 


dies are ſmitten by ſuch Bagatel Impertinence. Here indeed, 
Madam, the firſt Maxim, I we fly they purſue, is in Force, but 
upon ſcurvy Terms; for the Continuation of ſuch a Cox- 
comb's Addreſs is the greateſt Satyr upon the Sex; and a Wo- 
man of true Senſe, rather than be plagu'd with ſuch a Fol- 
lower, if there were no other way, ſhould give him her Perſon 
to be quit of his Company; for here I dare be ſworn your 
ſecond Maxim will hold, that Enjoyment quenches Love : For 


theſe Gentlemen love as they hunt, for Diverſion, as I ſaid 
before; and no ſooner is one Hair ſnapt up, but they beat a- 
bout for another. Beſides, Madam, tis but a modeſt Pre- 
> ſumption, that theſe Men of Pleaſure and Idleneſs mult have 


an Ingredient of the Fool in their Compoſition, which can- 
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> notreliſh the true and laſting Beauties of a fine Woman; they 
cannot make a true Eſtimate of her Senſe, her Conſtancy, her 
ſeveral little kind and endearing Offices, which can only en- 
bb page the Affections of a Man that truly underſtands their 
Value. | 


This brings into my Conſideration how far theſe Maxims 


a may be applicable to your correſponding with the latter part 


of the Diſtinction, which 1 call d the Men of Buſineſs; by 
which I underſtand Men of Senſe, Learning, and Experience, 
3nd call them Men of Buſineſs, becauſe I wou d exclude a 
parcel of flaſhy, noiſy, rhiming, atheiſtical Gentlemen, 
who arrogate to themſelves the Title of Wit and Senſe, for no 
other Cauſe but the Abuſe of it: Such muſt be rank d with the 
rſt ſort of Lovers, for they are the Id leſt of Mankind; neither 
do I confine the Character of a Man of Buſineſs to the Law, 
the Church, the Court, Trade, or any particular Employ- 
ment; I intend it a farther Latitude, and incluſive of all 
thoſe , who deriding the Fop , and deteſting the Debauchee , 
have laid down to themſelves OE certain Scheme of Study, 
| 4 in 
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in any lawful Art or Science, for the Benefit of the Publick, 
or their own private Improvement. 

Upon this Foundation we may rationally conclude the A- 
ctions of ſuch Men to flow directly from the Operations of 
their Reaſon. But here, Madam, without doubt the Ladies 

ill interrupt me——#old, Sir, (ſay they) we abſolutely deny 
that Love and Reaſon are conſiſtent ; from which it follows, that 
your Men of Buſineſs have no Buſineſs here. 

I am very ſorry, Madam, in the firſt Place, that the Qua- 
lification which muſt recommend a Man to a fair Lady, mult 
debaſe him ſo near the Level of a Brute, and deprive him of 
that divine Stamp by which he is diftinguiſh'd from the Beaſts 
of the Field. What an Affront is this to your Sex, that one 
mult no ſooner begin to admire a Woman, but he muſt ceaſe 
to be a Man; and that the Glory which a Lady receives by 


the Plurality of her Adorers, ſhould depend only upon the 3 
ſteem of ſo many irrational Creatures! No, no, Madam, 
1 am too much a Courtier to let this vulgar Calumny and 


ſevere Reflection upon your Sex paſs unexamin d. 
I ſhall therefore make bold to ſay, that this very Opinion 


touching the Inconſiſtency of Love with Reaſon, has colt the A 


fair Sex more Tears, and have ſubjected Men to more Curſes, 
than the worſt Circumſtances of Falſhood and Perjury ; for 


depending upon this Principle of the Ladies, the greatelt Raſ- 
cals have appear d the molt paſſionate Lovers, becauſe the 


: greateſt Knaves make the beſt Fools, and the moſt uſual Cloak 
for natural Villany is an artificial Simplicity, 
But granting ſuch Follies and Abſurdities to be the Reſults 
of a real Paſſion, ſuch Love ought not to gain one Grain the 
more Weight in the Balance of true Senſe ; for if the Lover 
be a Fool, this Extravagance 1s but what's natural to his Tem- 
per, and expoſes it ſelf as wildly in the Effects of his other 
ordinary Paſſions, as in Anger, Fear, Joy,” Grief, and the 
like, and muſt not properly be calld the Strength of his Love, 
but the Weakneſs of his Reaſon ; and the ſame Pitch of Paſ- 
ſion that may make a Wall appear Lunatick, wou'd ſcarcely 
be diſcernable in a Dorimant. But if the Force of Love raiſe a 
Man of true Senſe to the Pitch of playing the Fool, tis then, 
if not more ridiculous, at leaſt much more dangerous in the 
Conſequence ; for be aſſur d, Madam, that the Bent of his De- 
fire muſt be too violent to laſt long, and when once it begins to 
decline, twill prove as violent in the Fall as in the Riſe; and 
the conſtant Reſult of a ſober Reflection, is the Hatred and 
Deteſtation of any thing that had made him guilty of Ex- 
travagance, and debas d him below the Dignity. of his 1 
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1 ſon; and there is no Medium in this Caſe between the extra- 


vagant Lover and the inveterate Enemy. | 
But begging your Ladyſhip's Pardon for this Digreſſion, I 
© ſhall return to my Man of Buſineſs, and fee how far your 


Principle, F we fly they purſae, is applicable to a Perſon of 


this Character. 1 2 
Io the Examination of this Point, twill not be amiſs to 
conſider the ſeveral Paces and Proceedings of ſuch a Lover in 
bis Amour. A Man of Buſineſs and Study has his Thoughts 
too round and compact within himſelf, to have his Fancy 


70 
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why mayn't I expect that the fair Creature, who has rais d 


7 5 


ſuch Emotions in me, may in time perhaps be brought to have 
ga mutual Concern upon her? The Happineſs that I may c 
pect from her Love, if her other Qualities be proportionable 


to her Beauty, will infinitely reward the Pains of my enqui- 


ring into her Life and Converſation. Here is the Foundation 
of Love fairly laid; and now my Gentleman goes to work 
upon the Structure: He firſt enquires into the Lady's Chara- 
Cter, but that as a Man of Senſe ought to do, without truſt- 
ing the Malice of ſome that may be her Enemies, nor yet 
conſulting the Partiality of her Friends; his Reaſon may 
male a tolerable good Balance between both; and if perhaps 
ſiome Slip in her Conduct has made the Scale of her Accuſa- 


tion the heavieſt, he has ſome Grains of Love to throw into 


the other to counterpoiſe it. His next Buſineſs is to gain Ad- 
mittance to her Company; here he may find a thouſand 


Beauties to augment, or as many Failings perhaps to deſtroy 
bis Paſſion; and to his Examination he muſt refer his Judg- 
ment upon the different Characters he might have heard of 
her before; for no reaſonable Man will peremptorily conclude 


from the Mouth of Common Fame, 'tis a notorious Liar, and 
generally in Extremes: If he believes it to the Lady's Prejudice, 
he may wrong her Innocence paſt Redreſs ; and if he truſts 


flying Report in her Favour, he may be impos d upon him- 


"2 | ſelf : For the Vulgar (by which I mean the Lac'd Coat as well 
das the Hobnail) cannot enter into the nice Secrets of Female 


Behaviour; they ſometimes miſtake Levity for Freedom, ill 
Humour for Gravity, Noiſe and Tattle for Wit and 2 
ome- 
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Sometimes they change Hands, and call an Air of good Bree- 1 


ding Coquetry ; they brand Afﬀability and good Nature with 
the Name of Looſeneſs; and, in ſhort, there can be no ſuch 
thing as a Woman in their Eſtimate, all muſt be Angels, or 
all Devils. Now my Lover ſhall find out all theſe Diſtin- 
ctions; he ſhall, in ſpight of Female Diſſimulation, ſearch 


to the very Bottom, and diſcover the lealt Paint upon the % 
Mind, as he does that upon the Face, Having found the # 


Lady's Temper conformable to bis own, or being at leaſt aſ- 
ſur'd that he can frame his own Humour to ſquare with hers ; 
having known her Senſe and Underſtanding ſufficient for a 


rudent Conduct, at leaſt pliable to good Advice, he 


—_ fixt in his Reſolution, and reſolvd upon his Af- 
jon. : | 

Thus the beautiful Edifice of Love 1s gradually and firmly 
rais d, whereof Reaſon is ſtill the Corner-ſtone ; not like the 
trifling Pomp of a Fop's Preparation, which, like a Lord- 


Mayor's Pageant, is built in a Night, glitters, and is gaz d at 1 


for a Day, and the next dwindles into nothing. The Building 


thus finiſh'd, the next Buſineſs is to invite the fair Guelt ; tis 
impoſſible to confine the Rules of his Addreſs to any particu- 
lar Obſervation, becauſe they may be fo diverſify'd by the 
_ Circumſtances of the Lover, the Accidents of Time, Place, 
or according to ſome Humours and Inclinations in the Lady's |: 


Temper, which laſt have always prov'd the moſt effectual 
means of gaining a Heart. If the Lady's Diſpoſition be 
inclinable to Gayety, he makes the Muſes ſpeak a good Word 
for bim; he can diſpenſe in an Evening with a very dull 
Play, to have the Pleaſure of acting the Lover himſelf ; nay, 


he can comply ſo far, as to commend a very dull thing, if 4 85 


his Miſtreſs is pleas d to approve it; he can take a turn in 
the Mall with his Hat oft, tho the Weather be very cold, and 
join with her in railing at my Lord Such-a-one, or Miſtreſs 
Such- a- one, tho perhaps he underſtands the Quarrel to be no 
more than a Pique, or a piece of Malice, If the Lady's 
Temper be more Grave and Sedate, he can fit an Hour or two 
condemning the Vices of the Town, and extolling the Plea- 
ſures of a Country Life; nay, ſometimes perhaps he may 
have a Fling at the Government, and be a little Jacobitiſh 
to pleaſe her ; he can wait on her to Church, and hear a Le- 
vite thump Duſt and Nonſenſe out of a Pulpit Cuſhion for 
an Hour, and call it an excellent Sermon, to humour her 


Approbation; with a thouſand other little fooliſh Fancics, t 


which becauſe they are not very hurtful in themſelves, and 
that Cuſtom has brought them 1nto Play, mult be born with 
| upon 
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upon this Occaſion; and when all is done, Ceremony looks as 


decently in Love, as in Religion; and a Clown in an In- 
treague makes as awkard a Figure as a Quaker in Church. 
Our Lover therefore writes, viſits , ſigbs, declares his Paſſion 
with all Demoſtrations of Submiſſion and Sincerity, all which 
is often repeated to ſave the Lady's Modeſty, and to ſooth a 
little pleaſing Vanity incident to the Female Sex of ſeein 
themſelves admir'd. He is ſatisfy'd alſo that the World ſhou' 
know it, and ſubmits to the Cenſure of a whining Coxcomb, 
to fayour the Lady's yielding by the plauſible Excuſe of a 
hard Siege ; but if after all this he finds his Pretenſions to no 
purpoſe, your Maxim, Madam, If we fly, &c. will not be 
of force to detain him longer ; he has the ſame Thread of Rea- 
ſon to guide him out of the Labyrinth that led him in; he 
has not perhaps the ſame Supports to his Hope, that every 
littering Spark, with a Coach and Six can pretend ; but were 
bis Fortune ever ſo conſiderable, he wou'd not affront the Lady's 
Honour, nor his own Judgment ſo far, as to ſuppoſe her of a 
Mercenary Temper; neither can he imagine that the Charming 
Fair, whoſe Senſe he has ſo much admir'd, ſhou'd be capti- 
vated with the tying of his Cravat, or the Fancy of his Snuſh- 
box. No, no, he is rather convinc'd, that there is ſomething 
diſagreeable to the Lady in his Perſon, Behaviour, or Con- 
veriation, which being a Defect of Nature, or Education, he 
mult patiently ſubmit to, without cutting his Throat; and 
he's the more willing to take up with his Failings , becauſe 
Time may perhaps produce ſome other Lady that may value 
him upon theſe very Circumſtances that made the firſt diſdain 
him ; ſo that in ſpight of your celebrated Maxim, he betakes 


himſelf to his Buſineſs, has the good Manners to free the Lady 
from his Impertinence, and the Prudence to diſingage him- 


ſelf of the Trouble; neither is he much diftreſs'd to withdraw 
his Affections; for as the proſpeci of Happineſs was the firlt 
Foundation of his Love, fo the Progreſs of his Paſſion mult 
have been nouriſn d with Favours to keep it alive, and as 
naturally without this Fuel will the Fire go out of it ſelf. 
I have already, Madam, ſo far tranſgreſſed the Bounds of 

a Billet-donx, that Im afraid to meddle with your ſecond 
Maxim: But give me a Moment's Patience, Madam, and 
Vil make quick Work with Enjoyment quenches Love: One 
Simile, Madam, and I take my Leave. What a ſtrange and 
unaccountable Madneſs wou'd it appear in a Subject of En- 
land, a Gentleman that enjoys Peace and Plenty, Eafe and 
uxury, if he, diſcontented with his happy State, ſhou d raiſe 
3 Combuſtion in his Country, turn ambitious Rebel, make 
ore re aging 3 a | a Party 
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a Party againſt his Prince, and by Force and Treachery lay 
bold upon the Government, and all this for the bare Pleaſure of 
being Gora King. I can aſſure you, Madam, did the Pleaſures 


of a Monarch conſiſt in nothing more than being plac'd in 
a Thron 


ment as a Fool does a Fair Lady after Enjoyment, he wou'd 


foon be cloy'd with his Deſire, and uneaſie till he got quit of 4 
it. But if our Noll underſtood the Policy of Government, the 
many Glories that attend a Crown, the Pomp of Dependencies, * 


the Sweets of abſolute Power, with the many Delights and 
Joys that attend his Royalty, be would maintain his Station 


to the laſt Drop of Blood. This is eaſily Applicable to a f 
Man of Sence gaining the Crown of Beauty, he can judge 


the Charms of bis Poſſeſſion, and values Enjoyment only as 
the Title to his greater Pleaſures ; there are a Thouſand Cu- 


pids attending the Throne of Love, all which have their . 


ſeveral pretty Offices and ſerviceable Duties to exhilerate 


their Matter's Joy, and contribute to his conſtant Diverſion, 


if he but underſtands how to employ them. | 


How far, Madam, I have recommended to you the Ad- 
dreſſes of an ingenious Man I dare not determine; but Im 


afraid I have ſaid ſo much againſt the Paſſion of Fools, that 

I have ruin'd my own Intereſt ; tho' you can't reckon me a- 

mong the Idle part of Men, being ſo happily imployed this 
Morning by the Commands of ſo fair a Lady. 

Dur Ladyſhip's moſt Humble Servant. 


_ 8 , "IRE 


22 — 


Friday Night, 11 a Clock. 


: II vou find no more Reſt from your Thoughts in Bed than 
1 do, 1 coud wiſh you, Madam, to be always there, for 
there I am moſt in Love. I went to the Play this Evening, 


and the Muſick rais d my Soul to ſuch a pitch of Paſſion, that | 


I was almoſt mad with Melancholy. I flew thence to Spring 
Garden, where with envious Eyes 1 ſaw every Man pick up 
his Mate, whilſt 1 alone walked like ſolitary Adam before 
the Creation of his Eve ; but the Place was no Paradiſe to 
me; nothing I found entertaining but the Nightingale, which 
methought in ſweet Notes, like your own, pronounc'd the Name 
of my dear Penelope As the Foot thinketh, the Bell chinketh. 
From hence I retir d to the Tavern, where methought the 
ſhining Glaſs repreſented your fair Perſon, and the ſparkling 


Wine 


„with a Crown upon bis Head, and the Scepter in 7 
his Hand, we ſhould have the upſtart Prince uſe his Govern- 
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: Wine within it, look d like your lively Wit and Spirit: 1 


met my dear Miſtreſs in every thing, and 1 propoſe preſent- 
ly to ſee her in a lively Dream, ſince the laſt thing I do, is to 
= kiſs her dear Letter, claſp her charming Idea in my Arms, 
= and fo fall faſt aſleep. | 
1 My Morning Songs, my Evening Pray rs, 
Ay Daily Muſings, Nightly Cares. 
Adieu. 


3 He am I drinking, Madam, at the Sign of the Globe; 
: and it (hall go hard but 1 make the Voyage of old Sir 
* Drake by to morrow Morning: We have a freſh Gale and 


a round Sea; for here is very good Company and excellent 


Wine; from the Orb in the Sign, I will ſtep to the Globe of 
the Moon, thence make the Tour of all the Planets, and fix 
in the Conſtellation of Venus. You ſee, Madam, I am eleva- 
ted already. Here's a Gentleman tho', who ſwears he loves 
bis Miſtreſs better than I do mine, but if I don't make him fo 
drunk that he ſhall diſgorge his Opinion, may I never drink 
pour Health again; the generous Wine ſcorns to lye upon a 

raytor's Stomach, tis Poyſon to him that profanes Society 


by being a Rogue in his Cups. I wiſh, dear Madam, with all 


my Heart that you ſaw me in my preſent Circumſtances, you 
wou'd certainly fall in Love with me, for 1am not my Kell, I 
am now the pleaſanteſt fooliſh Fellow that ever gain d a Lady's 
Heart, and a Glaſs or two more will fill me with ſuch Va- 
riety of Impertinence, that T cannot fail to paſs for agreeable. 
You, Drawer, bring me a Plate of Ice Ha! How the 


Wine whizzes upon my Heart, Capid is forging his Loye-Darts 
in my Belly——lIce, you Dog, Ice——The Son of a Whore 


has brought me Anchoves. Well! This is a vexatious World, 
I wiſh I were fairly out of it, and happy in Heaven, I mean 
our dear Arms; which is the conſtant Prayer of your Hum- 
le Servant, Drunk, or Sober, y 
1 deſion to Morrow in the Afternoon 

tolbeg your Pardon for all the ill 

Manners of my Debauch, and make 

my ſelf as great as an Emperour 

by inviting your Ladyſhip to the 

Entertainment of Diocleſian. 


In 
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IN purſuance to your Order, Madam, I have ſent you here 
inclos d my Picture; and I challenge Vandile or Kueller to 


draw more to the Life. You are the firſt Perſon that ever had 


it, and if I had not ſome Thoughts that the Subſtance would 
fall to your ſhare, I wou d not part with my Likeneſs. 1 hope 
the Colours will never fade, tho you may give me ſome Hints 
where to mend the Features, having ſo much Power to correct 


the Life. 


The Picture. 
MY Outſide is neither better nor worſe than my Creator 


made it, and the Piece being drawn by ſo great an Ar- 
tiſt, twere preſumption to ſay there were many ſtroaks amiſs, 


1 have a Body qualiſ d to anſwer all the Ends of its Crea- 


tion, and that's ſufficient. 
As to the Mind, which in moſt Men wears as many Changes 


as their Body, ſo in me tis generally dreſt like my Perſon, 


in Black. Melancholy is its every Day 1 and it has 
hitherto found few Holydays to make it change its Cloaths. 
In ſhort, my Conſtitution is very Splenatick and yet very 


Amorous, both which I endeavour to hide, left the ſormer 


ſhou d offend others, and the latter might incommode my ſelf; 
and my Reaſan is to vigilant in reſtraining theſe two Fail- 


ngs, that I am taken for an eaſy-natut'd Man with my own 
Sex, and an ill-naturd Clown by yours, Hg 


*Tis true, I am very ſparing in my Praiſcs and Comple- 


ments to a Lady, out of a fear that they may affect my ſelf L 


more than her ; for the Idols that we worſhip are generally 
of our own making ; and tho' at firſt Men may not ſpeak 
what they think, yet truth may catch them on Yother Hand, 
and make them think what they ſpeak. But moſt of all am 
1 cautious of promiſing eſpecially upon that weighty Article 
of Conſtancy, becauſe in the firſt Place, 1 have never try'd the 


Strength of it in my own Experience; and, ſecondly, I ſuppoſe 


a Man can no more engage for his Conſtancy than for his 
Health, ſince I believe they both equally depend upon a cer- 
tain Conſtitution of Body, and how far, and how frequent- 


ly that may be liable to Alteration, eſpecially in Affairs of 
Love, let the more judicious determine. | 
But ſo far a Man may promiſe, that if he find not his Paf- 
ſion grounded on a falſe Foundation, and that he have a con- 
tinuance of the ſame Sincerity, Truth and Love to enge 
| bim, 
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him; that then his Reaſon, his Honour, and his Gratitude 
may prove too ſtrong for all changes of Temper and Incli- 
nation. | 

Iam a very great Epicure, for which Reaſon I hate all 
Pleaſure that's purchas'd by excels of Pain; I am quite dif- 
ferent from the Opinion of Men that value what's dearly 
bought, long Expectation makes the bleſſing always leſs to me, 
for by often thinking of the future Joy, 1 wake the Idea of. it 
familiar to me, and fo I loſe the great Tranſport of Surpriſe 
tis keeping the Springs of Deſire ſo long upon the Rack, till 
at laſt they grow looſe and enervate ; beſides, any one of a 
Creative Fancy by a Duration of Thought, will be apt to 
frame too great an Idea of the Object, and ſo make the great- 
er part of his Hopes end in a Diſappointment | 

I am ſeldom troubled with what the World calls Airs and 
Capriches; and I think it an Ideot's Excuſe for a fooliſh Acti- 
on, to ſay 'twas my Humour, I hate all little malicious Tricks 
of vexing People for Trifles, or teizing them with frighttful 
Stories, malicious lies, ſtealing Lapdogs, tearing Fans, break- 
ing China, or the like; I can't relifh the Jelt that vexes ano- 
ther in earneſt ; in ſhort, if ever I do a wilful Injury, it muſt 
be a very great one. 3 7H 

1 am often Melancholy, but ſeldom angry; for which Rea- 
ſon II can be ſevere in my reſentment, without injuring my 
ſelf : I think it the worſt Office to my Nature; to make my 


ſelf uneaſy for what another ſhou'd be puniſh'd. 


I am eaſily deceiv'd, but then I neyer fail at laſt to find 
out the Cheat; my Love of Pleaſure and Sedateneſs makes me 
very ſecure, and the ſame Reaſon makes me very diligent 
when I am alarm'd, 3 x 

I have ſo natural a Propenſity to Eaſe, that I cannot chear- 
fully fix to any Study, which bears not a Pleaſure in the Ap- 
pron „Which makes me Inclinable to Poetry above any 
thing elſe. | 

I have very little Eſtate, but what lies under the Circumfe- 
rence of my Hat ; and ſhould I by any Miſchance come to 
loſe my Head, I ſhould not be worth a Groat ; but I ought 
to thank Providence that I can by three Hours Study live one 
and twenty with Satisfaction to my ſelf, and contribute to the 
A of more Families than ſome who have thouſands 
„„ " Td ; 

1 have ſomcthing in my outward Behaviour, which gives 


Strangers a worſe Opinion of me than I deſerve ; but I am 


more recompenc'd by the Opinion of my Acquaintance 
Which is as much above my Deſert, ; 
1 2 1 hare 
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I have many Acquaintance, very few Intimates, but no 
Friend, IJ mean in the old Romantick way; I have no Secrets 
ſo weighty, but what I can bear in my own Breaſt ; nor any 
Duels to fight, but what I may engage in without a Second ; 
nor can I love after the old Romantick Diſcipline ; I wou'd 
have my Paſſion, if not led, yet at leaſt waited on by my 
Reaſon ; and the greateſt Proof of my Affection that a Lady 
muſt expect is this: I wou'd run any Hazard to make us both 
happy, but would not for any tranſitory Pleaſure make either 
of us miſerable. | | 

If ever, Madam, you come to know the Life of this 
Piece as well as he that drew it, you will conclude 

that I need not ſubſcribe the Name to the Picture. 


* 


WELL Mrs. 7: and my Charming Penelope are to 


lie together to Night; what wou'd I give now to be a 


Mouſe. (God bleſs us) behind the Hangings to hear the Chat ; 
you don't know, Madam, but my Genius which always at- 
tends you, may over-hear your Diſcourſe ; therefore not one 
Word of George. Im reſoly'd to have a Friend to lie with 
me to Night, that I may quit Scores with you ; and it ſhall 
go hard but I prove as kind to my Companion as you are to 
yours; though 1 muſt confeſs, that I had rather be in Mrs. 
J. Place, with all the little Pillows about me, or in that 
of Monſieur Adonis upon the Chair. . 


Ay Rival is a Dog of Parts, 
That captivates the Ladies Hearts; 

And yet Dore (1 ſcorn to forge) 

Adonis ſelf muſt yield to George. 

1 am a Dog as well as he, 

Can famn upon a Ladys Knee; 

Ay Ears as long, and I can bark, 

To guard my Miſtreſs in the dark: 
I han't four Legs, that's no hard Sentence, 

For I can pam, and ſcrape Acquaintance. 
4 am a Dog that admires you, 

And Im a Dog if this ben't true; 

And if Adonis does out-rival me, 

Then Im a greater Son of a Bitch than he. 

Reach my Waftcoat——bnt ne er trouble it, 

1 am already a Dog in a Doublet. 
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Was ever ſuch a poetical Puppy ſeen? But when fny Mi- 
ſtreſs is ſick, tis then Dog Days with me, tho' tis but a Cur's 
Trick, I muſt confeſs ; but I wou'd be content to bark at this 
Rate all my Life, ſo I might hunt away all Rats and Mice 
from my fair Angel, whoſe fearful Temper is the only Mark 
ok Mortality about her. The Remembrance of the Water- 
Rat laſt Night has inſpir d me with the following Lines. 


Fair Roſamond did little think, 

Her Cryſtal Pond ſhou'd turn a Sink, 

To harbour Vermin that might ſwim, 

And frighten Beauties from the Brim. 

Henceforth, deteſted Pond, no mre 

Shall Beauties crown your verdant Shore; 

Your Waves ſo fam d for am rous League, 
Are now turn d Ratsbane to Intrigue. 


Now good Morrow, my fair Creature, and 
let me know how yon are recover d from 
your Fright, OE 


i g a 4 hk 
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— 


W HY ſhould I write to my deareſt Penelope, when I onl 

trouble her with reading what ſhe won't believe; 
have told my Paſſion, my Eyes have ſpoke it, my Tongue 
pronounc'd it, and my Pen declar'd it; J have ſigh d it, {wore 
it, and ſubſcrib'd it; now my. Heart is full of you, my Head 
raves of you, and my Hand writes to you, but all in vain. 
If you think me a Diſſembler, uſe me generouſly like a Vil- 
lain, and diſcard me for ever; but if you will be ſo juſt to 
my Paſſion, as to belieye it ſincere, tell me ſo, and make me 
happy; tis but Juſtice, Madam, to do one or t'other. 


Your Indiſpoſition laſt Night, when I left you, put me in- 


to ſuch Diſorder, that not finding a Coach, I miſe'd my 
way, and never minded whither I wander'd, till I fund my 
ſelf cloſe by Tyburn. When blind Love guides, who can for- 
bear going altray ? Inſtead of laughing at my ſelf, I fell to 
pitying poor Mr. F-—#, who, whilſt he rov'd abroad among 
your whole Sex, was never out of his way ; and now by a 


ſingle She was led to the Gallows. From the Thoughts of 


Hanging, I naturally enter'd upon thoſe of Matrimony : I 
conſider d how many Gentlemen have taken a handſome 
Swing, to avoid ſome inward Ditquiets ; then why ſhou d not 
I hazard the Nooſe, to eaſe me of my Torment? Then I con- 

2 ſider d, 
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{ider'd; whether 1 ſhou d fend for the 822 of Newgate, 
or the Parſon of St. Ann's ; but conſidering my ſelf better pre- 
oy for dying in a fair Lady's Arms, than on the three-leg'd 

ree, I was the moſt inclinable to the Pariſh Prieſt: Beſides, 
if I dy'd in a fair Lady's Arms, I ſhou'd be ſure of Chriſtian 
Burial at leaſt, and ſhould have the moſt beautiful Tomb in 
the Univerſe. You may imagine, Madam, that theſe Thoughts 
of Mortality were very melancholy ; but who cou'd avoid the 
Thoughts of Death when you were ſick ? And if your Health ' 
be not dearer to me than my own, may the next News I hear 
be your Death, which wou'd be as great a Hell, as your Life 
and Welfare is a Heaven to the molt amorous of his Sex. 7 


Pray let me Inom in a Line, whether you are 
better or morſe, whether I am Honeſt or 4 
Knave, and whether I ſhall live or die. © 


—— n | os 
— ——— —„— 
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Can no more let a Day paſs without ſeeing or writing to 
muy dear Penelope, than I can ſlip a Minute without think- 
ing of her, I know no body can lay a juſter Claim to the 
Account of my Hours than ſhe who has ſo indiſputable a Tri- 
tle to my Service; and I can no more keep the Diſcovery of 
my Faults from you, than from my own Conſcience, becauſe | 
you compoſe ſo great a part of my Devotion. Let me there- 
fore confeſs to my deareſt Angel, how laſt Night I ſaunter d 
to the Fountain, where ſome Friends waited for me; one of |? 
em was a Parſon, who preaches over any thing but his Glaſs : 


Had not his Company and Saaday Night ſanctifyd the Pe- 


bauch, I ſhou'd be very fit for Repentance this Morning; the 
ſearching Wine has ſprung the Rheumatiſm in my Right Hand, 
my Head akes, my Stomach pukes, I dream'd all this Mor- 
ning of Fire, and wak'd in a Flame : To-compleat my Mi- Þ 
ſery, I muſt let you know all this, and make you angry with F 
me. I deſign tho this Afternoon to repair to St. Ann's Pray. 
ers, to beg Abſolution of my Creator and my Miſtreſs ; if 
both prove merciful, T'll put on the Reſolution of amending 

my Life, to fit me for the Joys of Heaven and you. 
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Dear Madam, 


Now I write with my aking Hand the DiRates of my aking 
Heart; my Body and my Soul are of a piece; both un- 

y for want of my dear Penelope. Excuſe me, Madam, for 
troubling you with my Diſtemper; but my Hand is fo ill, 
that it can write nothing elſe, becauſe it can go no farther, 


A n 8 A4 . * 


— — — — 


fortunes always lay hold on me, when I forſake my 
Love, or fall ſhort of my Duty; your Coach was full; 
and Mr. 4— was vaniſh d, ſo I had no pretence left to 
avoid ſome ſober Friends, that wou'd haul me into 4 Cellar to 
drink Syder ; a dark, chilly, confounded Hole, fit only for 


| Treaſon and Tobacco. Being warm with the Throng of the 


Play-houſe, I unadviſedly threw off 1 Wig; the Rawneſs 
of this curſed Place, with the Coldneſs of our Tipple, has 
ſiezd upon me ſo violently, that I'm afraid I ſhan't recover 
it in a trice; I have got ſuch a Pain in my Jaws, that 1 
ſhan't be able to eat a Bit; ſo now, Madam, I muſt either 
live upon Love or ſtarve ;- for Heav'ns Sake then, dear Madam, 
ſend me a little Subſiſtence, let not a hungry Wretch periſh 
for want of an Alms: Your Charity, for the Lord's Sake: 
Kind Words is all I crave ; and the moſt uncharitable Pre- 
late will afford a Beggar his Bleſſing— Pity my Condition, 
fair Charmer, I have got a Cold without, and a Fire within 
Love and Syder do not agree, fo I'll have no more Cellars. 
If you don't fend me ſome Comfort in my Afflictions, expect 


to have a Note to this purpoſe Be pleas'd to accompany 


the Corps of an unfortunate Lover, who dy'd of an aking 


Chops, and a broken Heart. 


we 5 2 — 
x „„ "_ » 


YouR Verſes, Madam, I have read, ſcan'd, and conſi- 
der d over and over; I muſt Rill complain of the Diffi- 
culty of your Characters; but your Senſe is like a rich Mine, 
hard to come at, but when found an infinite Treaſure. 
wou'd anſwer you in Verſe, but for the Reaſon that follows. 


— a— 


— — 


Of all the ſpecious Miles and formal Arts, 

Us'd by our young intriguing Men of Parts, 

None can their Iguorance in Love expreſs 

So much, as whining Hords in famning Verſe; 
& | A 
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The Nymph, whoſe ſofter Breaſt ſoft Numbers gain 
Auſt Love p 304 al ſerene, 5 
Seraphically bright, and ſparkling as her. Mien. 
But Momen now that Character diſown, 
They are all Mortal, very Mortal grown. 
By Verſe mas Beauty's Empire firſt ordain'd, 
And ſfubborn Man to Love by Verſe was chain d. 
Verſe gave to Love his Ouiver and his Bow, 
Nay, e en from Verſe he had his God head too. 
And now ungrateful Beauty ſcorns that Aid, 
By which its greateſt Triumphs firſt were made. 

A ſordid Blockhead, with an empty Scull, 
Shall have Acceſs, becauſe his Pockets full. 
Curſe on thee, Gold—=—why Charmer, tell me why 
Shou d that which buys a Horſe, bright Beauty buy? 
O cou d I find (Grant Heav n that once I may) 
A Nymph fair, kind, poetical and gay; 
Whoſe Love ſhou'd blaze, unſullyd, and divine, 
Lighted at firſt by the bright Lamp of mine ; 
Free as a Miſtreſs, faithful as a Wife, 
And one that lov'd a Fiddle as her Life; 
Free from all ſordid Ends, from Intereſt free, 
For my-own Sake affecting only me. 
What à ble ſt Union ſhowd our Souls combine! 
1 ws, alone, and ſhe be only mine. 
Free generous Favours ſhou'd our Flames expreſs, 
T4 write for Love, and ſhe ſhou'd love for Verſe. 
In deathleſ Numbers ſhow d my fair one ſhine, 
Her Love, her Charms ſhou'd blazon every Line 
And the whole Page be like her ſelf Divine. 
Not Sachariſſa's ſelf, great Waller's Fair, 
Showd for an endleſs Name with mine compare; 
My Lines ſhowd run ſo high, the World ſhou'd ſee 
I ſung of her, and ſhe inſpired me. — 
Vain are thy Wiſhes, wretched Damon, vain, 
Thy Verſe can only ſerve thee to complain: 
Wealth makes the Bargain, Love's become a Trade, 
Blind Love is now by blinder Fortune led. 
| Who then won d fing. or ſacred Numbers boaſt, 
Since Love, the juſt Reward of Verſe, 15 loſt ? 
Of the ſoft Sex why were the Muſes made, 
1f in ſoft Love they can't afford us Aid? 
No, Cupid, no, you have deceiv d too long, 
Ay Muſe and Love have ever done me wron 


Farewel, ungrateful Love, farentl e Song. 
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You ſee, Madam, that my Rhime has argu'd me out of 
Love; but Tor violently ſuſpicious that my Reaſon will con- 
vince me, that I am (UK as much your Captive, as ever; 
for I ha ve the greateſt Inclination in the World to intreat the 
Favour of meeting your Ladyſhip in the Park to Morrow by 
ſix ; if you tarry till Seven, you may find me at the End of the 
Lovers Walk, hanging upon one of the Trees, which will be 
the readieſt way for ought I ſee, to bring our Amour to a Con- 
cluſion. I am an Impudent Fellow; that's to prevent your 


Reflection upon my preſuming to appoint you a Place of Aſ- 


ſiggnation. 


EM 


IF any thing ſhould come to . your Hands, Madam, that 
I writ laſt Night, I humbly beg that you wou d pardon it's 
Impertinence ; for I was ſo fuddled, that I hardly remember 
whether I writ or not; you'll think perhaps that my Excuſe 
needs as much an Apology as my Fault ; but you ought to 
forgive me, when I aſſure you, that I ſhall never forgive my 
felt ; I have vow'd this Morning never to taſte Wine till I 
Lciog you, that Wine made 
me loſe; I went to the Royal-Exchange at two, and ſtay d 
in the City till Twelve at Night; I dind with Mr. B—x 
who (by the way) is a pretty Gentleman, but has a confound- 
ed Wife; ſuch Stories have I heard of her Perſecution, and 
his long ſuffering, that he deſerves to go to Heaven, and ſhe 
to Hell for ſending him; and ſo much for a Citizen's Wife. 
I come now from Mr. Dryden's Funeral, where we had an Ode 
in Horace Sung, inſtead of David's Pſalms ; whence you may 
find, that we don't think a Poet worth Chriſtian Burial 
the Pomp of the Ceremony was a kind of Rhapſody, and fit- 


t „think, for Hudibras than him; becauſe the Cavalcade was 


moſtly Burleſque ; but he was an extraordinary Man, and 
bury d after an extraordinary Faſhion; for I do believe there 
was never ſuch another Burial ſeen; the Oration indeed was 


great and ingenious, worthy the Subject, and like the Author, 


whoſe Preſcriptions can reſtore the Living and his Pen em- 
balm the Dead. And fo much for Mr. Dryden, whoſe Burial 
was the ſame with his Life; Variety and not of a Piece. The 
Quality and Mob, Farce and Heroicks; the Sublime and Ri- 


dicule mixt in a Piece, great Cleopatra in a Hackney Coach. 


And now, Madam, for the Application; let us conſider, 
that we are all mortal, that neither Wit can protect a Man, 
nor Beauty a Woman from the impertinence of a Burial: 

moon — 9 There 
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There is but one way, let us joyn our Forces to diſappoint it, 
as thus; Beauty cauſes Love, Love inſpires Poetry, and Poe- 
try makes Wit immortal: So in return, Wit is fir d with Gra- 
titude, that extols your Charms, and fo makes Beauty immor- 
tal. Now, Madam, 1f your Beauty can make as mad work 


in my Head as it bas in my Heart, I will ſhew the World 


ſuch a Copy of your Countenance; that you ſhall be as fair 
a hundred Years hence, as you are at this Inſtant ; all the 
Worms in the Church-yard ſhall not have Power to touch one 
Feature in your Face; and, for my part, if T am not more a 
Poet a hundred Years bence, than I am now, I'll be damn'd. 
And I can aſſure you, that Mr. Dryden had never dy'd, had 
he not grown too old to pleaſe the Ladies ; and if that be my 


Caſe already the Lord have Mercy upon me. 
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Your ſtrange and unexpected Declaration of your unkind 
Thoughts of me, has caſt a Damp upon. my Spirits that 
will break out either in Melancholy or Rage; I wiſh it prove 


the latter, for then I ſhall deftroy my ſelf the ſhorter way; in 


the Fervency of my Paſſion , and diligence of Courtſhip, 
which has alarm'd part of the World. To be accus'd of Cold- 
neſs and neglect is but I'll ſay no more upon that Sub- 


ject, tis too warm; and if I touch it, will ſet me in a Blaze. 


I remember the Cauſe of my Uneaſineſs t other Day, and I 
remember that Cauſe was repeated laſt Night; and in ſhort, 
I remember a Thouſand things that make me mad ; and ſince 
you have taken ſo opportune a Time of telling me of the 
Coldneſs of my Love; give me leave to tell you, that my 
Paſſion is fo violent, that twill give me Cauſe to curſe your 
whole Sex; nay, even you, tho' at the ſame time I cou'd ſtab 
my felt for the Expreſſion; now, Madam, I'll endeavour to 
ſleep, for I han t clos d my Eyes ſince I ſaw you. 


— 


— — — _ 9—»— 


Hague, October 23d. New Siyle. 


This is the fecond Poſt, dear Madam, ſince I have heard 


* from you, which makes me apprehenſive that you are not 


well, or that you bave forgot the Perſon whoſe Health and 


Welfare ſo intirely depends upon yours: I am proud to ſay, 
that all my Words, my Letters, and Endeavours, have un- 


ſrignedly run upon the ſtrain of the moſt real Paſſion that ever 


pofictt 
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poſſeſt the Breaſt of Man; and if, after all this, they ſhould 
all prove vain, I leave you to judge how poor an Opinion I 
ſhou'd have of my Underſtanding; which muft be a very 
mortifying Thought for a Perſon who is very unwilling to 
aſs for a Fool. Tis true, I have laid out all the little Senſe 
Thad in your Service, and if it ſhou'd be caſt away, I ſhou'd 
turn Bankrupt in my Underſtanding, and run ſtark mad up- 
on the Loſs. For God's ſake, Madam, let me know what I 
have to truſt to, that I may once more ſet up for a Man of 
2 — or elſe run away from my Senſes as faſt as I can; 
my Thoughts begin to be very ſevere Creditors, and 1 am per- 
fectly tir d of their Company. The King came hither laſt * 
Night about Eleven from Loo; and if the Weather prove fair, 
deſigns for England next Wedneſday. Providence has deſign d 
my ſtaying ſo long, out of its great Mercy to ſecure me from 
the violence of a terrible Storm, which has laſted here this 
Fortnight paſt, to that degree, that Holland is no more at 
preſent than a great Leaky Man of War, toſſing on the Oce- 
an, and Mariners are Forc'd to Pump Night and Day to keep 
the Veſſel above Water. I can aſſure you, without a Jeft 
that the Cellars and Canals have frequent Communication, and 
happy is he that can lodge in a Garret: There are Fellows 
planted on all the Steeples, with a conſiderable Reward to 
him that can make the firſt Land, tho they had more need 
to look out for a Rainbow, for without that J ſhall believe 
that God Almighty, in his Articles with Noah after the Flood, 
has excluded the Duteh out of the Treaty: I baye tranſerib d 
your Letter to my Lord A —ie, and will coun with Cap- 
tain oe about you Affairs, whether it be proper to men- 
tion matters now, or defer it till we come over: my Lord 
Weft——2d treated us yeſterday with a Pot of Engliſh Veniſon 
ſent him by his Mother. But never was poor Buck ſo de- 
vour d by Hungry Hounds ; we hunted him down with ex- 
ccllent Burgund Cou d this Place afford as good Toaſts as 
it does Wine, twere a Paradiſe. But we made ſhift to call 
you all over, every Beauty in London, from the D-—1s of 
G n to Mr. B— —le; and when we got drunk, we 
toaſted the Dutch Ladies; and by the time we got thro the 
whole Aſſembly, we were grown as dull and ſottiſh as if we had 
lain with them. You mult pardon my Breeding, Madam, and 
conſider where I am; but 1 do bluſh a little, and cant lay 
a Word more, but that 1 am, = h 


MADAM, 
Tour faithful and moſt humble Servant. 7 
— 94 | K 
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1 Received your Letter, Madam, with the ſtrange Relation 
of your being robb'd: 1 can't tell whether my Grief or 
Amazement was greateſt ; it ſuſpended the Pain of the 
Rheumatiſin for ſome Hours, tho I gain'd little by that, for 
it ouly gave Place to a greater. All the Conſolation I 
can afford in your Sorrow, is, that you have a Companion in 
your Afflictions that ſympathizes in every Particular of your 
Grief. I conſider my ſelf a Lady robb'd of my fine things, 


.Rrip'd of my beſt Cloaths, and what is worſe, of all my 


pretty Trinkets, that have cot me ſome Years in purchaſing ; 


. tho' this be the greateſt Misfortune a fine Lady can ſuſtain, 


yet am I till more troubled at the manner of the Action, 
than at the Greatneſs of my Loſs, that in a Houſe ſo well 
perpled as mine, in an Hour ſo early, when all the World 
was awake, that all my good Stars ſhould then be aſleep, 1s 


very provoking. T7 

y this, Madam, you may judge, whether my Heart be 
not tun'd to the very ſame Notes of Sorrow with yours ; and 
as I have the ſame Reaſons of my Grief, ſo perhaps I ſhall a- 
gree with your Ladyſhip as to the Thoughts which may afford 
you moſt Conſolation. 


+ 
* 


Religion teaches me, that nothing in this World is proper 8 


ly our own, but borrow'd ; and ſince I am oblig'd to reſign 
even my very Life without murmuring, when he that lent is 
pleas'd to rccal it, why ſhonld I repine at parting with things 
of ſo much leſs Importance? But to comfort my ſelf after a 
more worldly manner: I conſider that my Cloaths had been 
worn out in a Year or two, that my fine things had been 
out of Faſhion in a Year or two more, ſo that I have only 
loſt the uſe of thoſe things, which four or five Years wou'd 
have robb'd me of, without breaking a Lock, or opening a 
Window, Beſides, another thing which gives me no ſmall 
Comfort is, a Reflection on the Mercies of Providence in mat- 
ters of greater Moment, as in Relation to my Life, my Ho- 
nour, Cc. one Inſtance of which is pretty freſh in my Me- 


mory, I recollect that ſome few Months ago I was in a fo- 


reign Country, far from my Relations to comfort me, or 
Friends to aſſiſt me; a Stranger to the Place, more to the 


Language; like a Child among ſavage Beaſts, I had no 
Companion but a Brute more ſavage than they, who be- 


trayd me into the Hands of a Villain, that wou'd have 
ruin d me paſt Redemption, had not Providence ſent a Gen- 
tleman to my Reſcue, who 1s now at Richmond dying for Love 
of me, This Deliveranee, I think, may make ſufficient A- 


mends for the preſent Loſs, | Now, 
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Now, Madam, that I have gueſs d at your Thoughts upon 


the matter, give me leave to preſent you with my own Senti- 
ments upon this Affair; and in the firſt Place, I think that 
if the Rogues had ſtrip d you of all that you enjoy in the 


World, even the white Covering to your fair Nakeneſs, I 
would catch you in my Arms before any Dutcheſs in Chriſten- 
dum ſet out in Brocade and Jewels. 1 
I think, Secondly, that a Lady without a Husband lies ve- 
27 ry much expos d to all Abuſes from the rude World; that the 
3 Weaknels of their Conſtitution is a ſufficient Proof, that their 
Maker deſign'd Man for their Guard: Now if a Lady will 
22 negleRthe Protection which Providence has defign'd her, when 
there is one that begs ſo very earneſtly, and has ſo long ſolli- 
cited for the Honour of the Place, tis but juſt, I think, that 
*Z ſhe meet with ſome ſmall Rubs to mind her of her Inſufficien- 
cy. I know, Madam, that your Ladyſhip has a very good 
and worthy Gentleman very near you, one who is both a 
Friend and a Father to you; but yet a Husband is ſtill the 
beſt Guard du. Corp, and there are ſome Privileges annex'd to 
bis Place, which would make Rogues more cautious how the 
3 invaded your Bed-Chamber. In the third Place, Madam, 
give me leave to ask you one Queſtion : Don't you think this 
Thief that robb'd you to be a very barbarous Fellow? And 
# would you not be very ſevere upon bim, if he were taken? 
*Z Moſt certainly you would. Then what muſt I think of a 
*Z Perſon that has rob'd me of a Jewel much more precious than 
any they have taken from you, I mean, my Eaſe and Quiet? 
A little Thief has Role my Heart out ot my very Breaſt ; the 
Loſs of which has coſt me more Sighs and Uneaſineſſes thau 
all the Wealth in the World could have done. I have purſu'd- 
this charming Bandit from Place to Place, from Town to 
Country, from Kingdom to Kingdom, yet all in vain 
beg you now, Madam, to conſider this, and be not too ſe- 
yere upon the poor Rogues, tho' they ſhould be taken, 

This is the firſt Service my Hand has done me ſince ] left 
London ; and were not the Air too piercing for me to venture 
abroad after ſo much Bleeding, I would have told you all this 
perſonally ; but happen what will, three or four Days ſhall 
be the utmoſt Confinement I can lay upon my Deſire of wait- 
ing on you; and that you have been ſo long releas'd from 
my Company, you are more beholden to the Force of my 
IIlneſs, than the Strength of my Reſolution, which is always 
tco weak to encounter, the Paſſion of, 


MADAM, 
VNVur moſt ſincere and humble Scruant. 
2 ; Madam 


* 


x 
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Madam, 
T a {ad Misfortune to begin a Letter with an Adieu; but 


when my Love is croſs d, tis no wonder that my Wri- 7 


ting ſhould be revers d. I would beg your Pardon for the o- 83 
ther Offences of this Nature which I have committed, but 


that I have ſo little Reaſon to judge favourably of your Mer- 


cy; tho'I can aſſure you, Madam, that I ſhall never excuſe NW 


my ſelf my own ſhare of the Trouble, no more than I can 


pardon my ſelf the Vanity of attempting your Charms, fo 
much above the Reach of my Pretenſions, and which are re- 


ferv'd for ſome more worthy Admirers. If there be that Man L 
upon Earth that can merit your Eſteem, I pity him; for an 
Obtigation too great for a Return, muſt to any generous Soul 


be very uneaſy ; tho ſtill I envy his Miſery. 


May you be as happy, Madam, 1n the Enjoyment of your a N 


Deſires, as J am miſerable in the Diſappointment of mine; 


and as the greateſt Bleſſing of your Life, may the Perſon you e 
admire, love you as ſincerely and as paſſionately, as he whom 


you ſcorn. 


— — 


e e e a Ba my 
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In Reference to the 


 Fneliſh STAGE | 2 
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In a LETTER to a Friend. 


— 


* 


— — 


ITH Submiſſion, Sir, my Performance in the practi- 
cal Part of Poetry, is no ſufficient Warrant for 
your preſſing me in the Speculative : 1 have no 
Foundation for a Legiſlator ; and the two or three little Plays 
I have written, are caſt careleſly into the World, without 
any Bulk of Frans becauſe I was not fo learn d in the Laws, 

\ as to move in Defence of a bad Cauſe ; why then ſhould a 


Compliment go farther with me, than my own Intereſt ? 
Don't miſtake me, Sir, here is nothing that could make ſor 
my Advantage in either Preface or Dedication ; no Speculative 
Curioſities, nor Critical Remarks, only ſome preſent Sentiments 

# winch Hazard, not Study, brings into my Head, without any 
preliminary Method or Cogitation. e 


Among 
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Among the many Diſadvantages attending Poetry, none F 
ſeems to bear a greater Weight, than that ſo many ſet up for 


Judees, when ſo very few underſtand a tittle of the matter. 
oft of our other Arts and Sciences bear an awcul Diſtance 


in their Proſpect, or with a bold and glittering Varniſh dazle 
the Eyes of the weak-ſighted Vulgar : The Divine ſtands | 


wrapt up in his Cloud of Myſteries, and the amus'd Layety 


mult pay Tyths and Veneration to be kept in Obſcurity, | 
grounding their Hopes of future Knowledge, on a competent Þ 
'Stock of preſent Ignorance ; (in the greater part of the Chri- Þ 
ſtian World this is plain.) With what Deference and Reſig- Þ 
nation does the bubbled Client commit his Fees and Cauſe in- 
to the Clutches of the Law, where Aſſurance beards Jultice by] 
Preſcription, and the wrong Side is never known to make its 
Patron bluſh. Phyſck and Logick are ſo ſtrongly fortity'd by T 
0 


their impregnable Terms of Art, and the Mathematician lies 
cunningly intrench'd within his Lines and Circles, that none 
155 thoſe of their Party dare peep into their puzling De- 
igns. N 
Thus the Generality of Mankind is held at a gazing Di- 
ſtance, whoſe Ignorance not preſuming perhaps to an open 
Applauſe, is yet ſatisfy'd to pay a blind Veneration to the 
very Faults of what they don't underſtand. | 
Poetry albne, and chiefly the Drama, hes open to the Inſults 
of all Pretenders ; (he was one of Nature's eldeſt Oft-prings, 


whence by her Birthright, and plain Simplicity, ſhe pleads a 


genuine Likeneſs to her Mother; born in the Innocence of 


Time, ſhe provided not againf the Aſſaults of ſucceeding 
Ages ; and, depending altogether- on the generous End of her 
Invention, neglected thoſe fecret Supports and ſerpentine De- 
vices us'd by other Arts, that wind themſelves into Practice 
for more ſubtle and politick Deſigns: Naked ſhe came into 
the World, and 'tis to be tear'd, like its Profeſſors, will go 

naked our. . 
Tis a wonderful thing, that moſt Men ſeem to have a great 
Veneration for Poetry, yet will hardly allow a favourabl: 
Word to any Piece of it that they meet; like your Virtuoſos 
in Frnend{hip, that are fo raviſh'd with the notional Nicety 
of the Vertue, that they can find no Perſon worth their inti- 
mate Acquaintance, The Favour of being whipt at School 
for Martial's Epigrams, or Ovid s Epiſtles, is ſufficient Privi- 
lege for turning Pedagogue, and laſhing all their Succeſſors; 
and it would ſeem by the Fury of their Correction, that the 
Enl1s of the Rod were till in their Buttocks. The Scholar 
calls upon us for Decorums and Occonomy ; the Courtier crics 
OU 
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angry at me for making that the Subject of a Queſtion, whict 
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out for Wit, and Purity of Stile; the Citizen for Humour and 
Ridicule ; the Divines threaten us for Immodeſty, and the La- 
dies will have an Intrigue. Now here are a Multitude of 
Criticks, whereof the twentieth Perſon only has read Q 
Genus, and yet every one is a Critick after his own way; 
that is, Such a Play is beft, becauſe I like it. A very familiar 


Argument, methinks, to prove the Excellence of a Play, and 
to which an Author wou'd be very unwilling to appeal for 


his Succeſs ! Yet ſuch is the unfortunate State of Dramatick 
Poetry, that 1t muſt ſubmit to ſuch Judgments ; and by the 
Cenſure or Approbation of ſuch Variety it muſt either ſtand 
or fall. But what Salvo, what Redreſs for this Inconye- 
nience ? Why, without all Diſpute, an Author mult endea- 


: vour to pleaſure that part of the Audience, who can lay the 


belt Claim to a judicious and impartial Reflection. But be- 
fore he begins, let him well conſider to what Diviſion that 
Claim does moſt properly belong. The Scholar will be v 


is ſelf-evident without any Diſpute ; for, ſays he, who can 


1 pretend to underſtand Poetry better than we, who have read 


Homer, Virgil, Horace, Ovid, &c. at the Univerſity ? What 
Knowledge can out-{trip ours, that is founded upon the Cri- 
ticiſms of Ariſtotle, Scaliger, Voſſius, and the like? We are 
the better ſort, and therefore may claim this as a due Com- 


7 pliment to our Learning; and if a Poet can pleaſe us, who 


are the nice and ſevere Criticks, he cannot fail to bring in 
the reſt of an inferior Rank. 

I ſhould be very proud to own my Veneration for Learn- 
ing, and to acknowledge any Complement due to the better 


| ſort upon that Foundation; but I'm afraid the Learning of 


the Better Sort is not confin'd to College-Studies ; for there is 
ſuch a thing as Reaſon without Syllogiſm, Knowledge without 


E Ariſtotle, and Languages beſides Greek and Latin: We ſhall 


likewiſe find in the Court and City ſeveral Degrees, ſuperior 
to thoſe at Commencements. From all which I mult beg the 
Scholar's Pardon, for not paying him the Compliment of the 
Better Sort, (as he calls it;) and in the next Place enquire in- 
to the Validity of his Title from his Knowledge of Criticiſm, 
and the Courſe of his Studies. oy, 0 
I mult firſt beg one Favour of the Graduate - Sir, here 
is a Pit full of Covent-Garden Gentlemen, à Gallery full of 
Cits, a hundred Ladies of Court- Education, and about two 
hundred Footmen of nice Morality, who having been unmer- 
cifully teiz d with a Parcel of fooliſh, impertinent, irregular 
Plays all this laſt Winter, make it their humble Requeſt, that 
you 


| 
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you wou d oblige them with a Comedy of your own making, 
which they don t queſtion will give them Entertainment. O, 
Sir, replies the Square-Cap, L have long commiſerated the Con- 
dition of the Engliſh Audience, that has been forc'd to take 
up with ſuch wretched Stuff, as lately has crouded the Stage; 
your Jubilees and your Foppington's, and ſuch irregular Imper- | 
tinence, that no Man of Senſe cou'd bear the Peruſal of em: 
I have long intended, out of pure pity to the Stage, to write # 
a perfect Piece of this Nature; and now ſince I am honour d 
by the Commands of ſo many, my Intentions ſhall immedi - 
ately be put in Praftice. | y 
So to work he goes; old Ariſtotle, Scaliger, with their Com- 
mentators, are lugg'd down from the high Shelf, and the 
Moths are diſlodg d from their Tenement of Years ; Horace, 
Voſſius, Heinfius, Hedelin, Rapin, with ſome half a Dozen! 
more, are thumb'd and tols'd about, to teach the Gentleman, 
forſooth, to write a Comedy; and here is he furniſh'd with 
Unity of Action, Continuity of Action, Extent of Time, Prepara- 
tion of Incidents, Epiſodes, Narrations, Deliberations, Didattick, | 
Patheticks, Monologues, Figures, Intervals, Cataftrophes, Cho- 
0 rus's, Scenes, Machines, Decorations, & c. a Stock ſufficient te 
ö ſet up any Mountebank in Chr iſtendom; and if our new Au - 
ö thor would take an Opportunity of reading a Lecture upon 
; his Play in theſe Terms, by the Help of a Zany and a Joint-| 
ſtool, his Scenes might go off as well as the Doctor's Packets; 
L but the Misfortune of it is, he ſcorns all Application to the 
| Vulgar, and will pleaſe the better Sort, as he calls his own. 
» Purſuant therefore to his Philoſophical Dictates, he firſt choo- 
ſes a ſingle Plot, becauſe moſt agreeable to the Regularity of 
Criticiſm, no matter whether it affords Buſineſs enough for 
Diverſion or Surprize. He wou d not for the World introduce 
a Song or Dance, becauſe his Play muſt be one entire Achon, 
; | We muſt expect no Variety of Incidents, becauſe the Exact- Þ 
neſs of his three Hours won't give him time for their Prepa- 
ration. The Unity of Place admits no Variety of Painting Þ 
and Proſpect, by which miſchance perhaps we ſhall loſe the 
only good Scenes in the Play: But no matter for that; this 
Play is a regular Play; this Play has been examin'd and ap- 
prov'd by ſuch and ſuch Gentlemen, who are ſtanch Criticks, 
and Maſters of Art ; and this Play I will have acted. 
Look'e, Mr. Rich, you may venture to lay out a hundred and 
fifty Pound for dreſſing this Play, for it was written by 4 
great Scholar, and Fellow of a College. „ 
* Then a grave dogmatical Prologue is ſpoken, to inſtruct 
| the Audience what ſhould pleaſe them; that this Play has a 
| ohne new 
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new and different Cut from the Farce they ſee every Day; 


that this Author writes aſter the manner of the Ancients, and 
here is a Piece according to the Model of the Athenian Drama. 


Very well! This goes off Hum drum, So, ſo. Then the Play- 
ers go to work on a piece of hard knotty Stuff, where they 
can no more ſhew their Art, than a Carpenter can upon a 


iece of Steel, Here is the Lamp and the Scholar in every 

ine, but not a Syllable of the Poet ; here is elaborate Lan- 
guage, ſounding Epithets, Flights of Words that ſtrike the 
Clouds, whilſt the poor Senſe lags after, like the Lanthorn in 
the Tail of the Kite, which appears only like a Star, while the 
Breath of the Player's Lungs has Strength to bear it up in the 
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But the Audience, willing perhaps to diſcover his ancient 


al 4 Model, and the Athenian Drama, are attentive to the firſt Act 


or two ; but not finding a true Genius of Poetry, nor the na- 


I tural Air of free Converſation, without any Regard to his 


1 Regularity, they betake themſelves to other Work; not meet- 


ing the Diverſion they expected on the Stage, they ſhift for 
themſelves in the Pit; every one turns about to his Neighbour 
in a Mask, and for default of Entertainment now, they ſtrike. 
up for more diverting Scenes when the Play 1s done : And 
tho the Play be regular as Ariſtotle, and modeſt as Mr. Collier 
coud wiſh, yet it promotes more Lewdneſs in the Conſe- 
quence, and procures more effectually for Intriegue, than any 
Rover, Libertine, or Old Batchelor whatſoever. At laſt comes 
the Epilogue, which pleaſes the Audience very well; becauſe it 
{ends them away, and terminates the Fate of the Poet; the 
Patentees rail at him, the Players curſe him, the Town damns 
him, and he may bury his Copy in Pauls, for not a Book- 
ſeller about it will put it in Print. le, 

This familiar Account, Sir, I would not have you charge to 
my Invention, for there are Precedenis ſufficient in the World 


1 | to warrant it in every Particular: The Town has been often 


diſappointed in thoſe Critical Plays, and ſome Gentlemen 
that have been admir'd in their ſpeculative Remarks, have 


| been ridiculd in the praftick. All the Authorities, all the 


Rules of Antiquity have prov'd too weak to ſupport the Thea- 


| tre, whilſt others, who have diſpenc'd with the Criticks, and 
taken a Latitude in the Oeconomy of their Plays, have been 


the chief Supporters of the Stage, and the Ornament of the 
Drama. This is fo viſibly true, that I need bring in no In- 
Rances to enforce it; but you ſay, Sir, tis a Paradox that has 
often puzled your Underſtanding, and you lay your Com- 
mands upon me to ſolve it, if I can. 

4 Locke, 
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very much the ſame in every 


Look'e, Sir, to add a Value to my Complaiſance to you; 
I muſt tell you in the firſt Place, that I run as great a ha- 
zard in nibling at this Paradox of Poetry, as Luther did by 
touching Tran ſubſtantiation; tis a Myſtery that the World has 


ſweetly ſlept in ſo long; that they take it very ill to be wa- 
ken d, eſpecially being diſturbd of their Reſt, when there is 
no Buſineſs to be done. But I think that Bellarmine was once 


as Orthodox as Ariſtotle; and ſince the German Doctor has made 


a ſhift to hew down the Cardinal, I will have a tug with ipſe 


dixit, tho I dye for't. 


But in the firſt Piace I rauſt beg you, Sir, to lay aſide your] 
ſuperſtitious Veneration for Antiquity, and the uſual Expreſ- | 
ſions on that Score; that the preſent Age is illiterate, or theit 
Taſte is vitiated ; that we live in the Decay of Time, and the 
"Tis a Mi- | * 
ſtake, Sir; the World was never more active or youthful, þ# 
and true downright Senſe was never more univerſal than at þ* 
this very Day; tis neither confin'd to one Nation in the 

World, nor to one part of a City; J 
land as well as France, and good genuine Reaſon is nouriſh'd Þ* 
by the Cold of Swedeland as by the Warmth of 1taly ; tis nei- 
ther abdicated the Court with the late Reigns, nor expell'd 
the City with the Play-houſe Bills; you may find it in the 


Dotage of the World is fall'n to our Share 


b 


Grand Fury at Hicks's Hall, and upon the Bench ſometimes a- 


mong the juſtices; then why ſhould we be hamper'd fo in our 
Opinions, as if all the Ruins of Antiquity lay fo heavily on 


the Bones of us, that we cou'd not (tir Hand nor Foot : No, 
no, Sir, ipſe dixit is remov'd long ago, and all the Rubbiſh of 
old Philoſophy, that in a manner bury'd the Judgment of 


Mankind for many Centuries is now carry'd off; the vaſt 


Tomes of Ariſtotle and his Commentators are all taken to pie- 


ces, and their Infallibility is loſt with all Perſons of a free and | 


unprejudic'd Reaſon. 5 

Then above all Men living, why ſhould the Poets be hood- 
winke d at this rate, and by what Authority ſhould Arifotle's 
Rules of Poetry ſtand ſo fixt and immutable? Why, by the 


Authority of two thouſand Vears ſtanding, becauſe thro this f 


long Revolution of time the World has ſtill continu'd the 
ſame—— By the Authority of their being receiv'd at Athens, 
a City the very ſame with London in every Particular, their 
Habits the ſame, their Humours alike, their publick Tranſ- 
actions and private Societies Alamode France; in ſhort, ſo 

ee ee that Ariſtotle's 
Criticiſms may give Rules to Drary- Lane, the Areopagus give 
Judgment upon a Caſe in the King's Bench, and old Solon ſhall 


give Laws to the Houſe of Commons. But 


tis remarkable in Eng- 
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But to examine this Matter a little farther : All Arts and 
Profeſſions are compounded of theſe two parts, a ſpeculative 
Knowledge, and a practical Uſe ; and from an Excellency 


in both theſe any Perſon is rais'd to Eminence and Authority 


in his Calling. The Lawyer has his Years of Student in-the 
ſpeculative Part of his Buſineſs ; and, when promoted to Bar 


; he falls upon the practick, which is the Trial of his Ability. 


Without all Diſpute the great Cook had many a tug at 
the Bar, before he could raiſe himſelf to the Bench; and had 


| made ſufficiently evident his Knowledge of the Laws in his 


Pleadings, before he was admitted to the Authority of giving 
Judgment upon the Caſe. | 


The Phyſician, to gain Credit to his Preſcriptions, muſt - 


labour for a Reputation in the Cure of ſuch and ſuch Diſtem- 


| 3 pers; and before he ſets up for a Galen or Hippocrates, muſt 


make many Experiments upon his Patients. Philoſophy it 
ſelf, which is a Science the molt abſtract from Practice, has 
its publick Acts and Diſputations ; it is rais'd gradually, 
and its Profeſſor commences Doctor by degrees; he has the 


Labour of maintaining Theſes, methodizing his Arguments, 


and clearing Objections; his Memory and Underſtanding is 
often puzled by Oppoſitions couch'd in Fallacies and So- 
phiſms, in ſolving all which he muſt make himſelf remarka- 
ble, before he pretends to impoſe his own Syſtems uporfthe 
World, Now if the Caſe be thus in Philoſophy, or in an 

Branch thereof, as in Ethicks, Phyſicks, which are call'd Sci- 


2 ences, what mult be done in Poetry, that is denominated an 
Art, and conſequently implies a Practice in its Perfection? 
Is it reaſonable, that any Perſon that has never writ a di 
ſich of Verſes in his Life, ſhould ſet up for a Dictator in Po- 


etry ; and without the leaſt Practice in his own Performance, 
mult give Laws and Rules to that of others? Upon what 


Foundation is Poetry made ſo very cheap and ſo eaſy a Tas 


by theſe Gentlemen? An excellent Poet is the ſingle Production 


of an Age, when we have Crowds of Philoſophers, Phyſici- 


ans, Lawyers, Divines, every Day, and all of them compe- 
tently famous in their Callings. In the two learned Common- 
wealths of Rome and Athens, there was but one Virgil and one 
Homer, yet have we above a hundred Philoſophers in each, and 
molt part of em, forſooth, muſt have a touch at Poetry, 
drawing it into Diviſions, Subdiviſions, &c. when the Wit of 


em all ſet together would not amount to one of Martial's 
Epigrams. 


Of all theſe I ſhall mention only Ariſtotle, the firſt and 


great Lay-giver in this ReſpeR, gu upon whom all that fol- 


low'd 
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low'd him are only Commentators. Among all the vaſt 
Tracts of this voluminous Author, we don't find any Fragment 
of an Epick Poem, or the lealt Scene of a Play, to authorize his 


Skill and Excellence in that Art. Let it not be alledg d, that 


for. ought we know he was an excellent Poet, but his more 


ſerious Stud ies would not let him enter upon Affairs of this 


Nature; for every body knows, that Ariſtotle was no Cinick, | 


but liv'd in the Splendor and Air of the Court, that he lov'd | 


Riches as much as others of that Station, and being ſufficient- 
ly acquainted with bis Pupil's Affection to Poetry, and his 
Complaint that he wanted an Homer to aggrandize his Acti- 
ons, he would never have ſlipt ſuch an Opportunity of far- 
ther ingratiativg himſelf in the King's Favour, had he been 
conſcious of any Abilities in himſelf for ſuch an Underta- 
king; and having a more noble and copious Theme in the 
Exploits of Alexander, than what inſpir' d the blind Bard in 


his Hero Achilles. If his Epiſtles to Alexander were always 


anſwer d with a conſiderable Preſent, what might he have 
expected from a Work like Homer's upon ſo great a Subject, 
dedicated to ſo mighty a Prince, whoſe greateſt Fault was his 
yur Glory, and that took ſuch Pains to be deify'd among 
en. | 
It may be objected, that all the Works of Ariſtotle are not 
recever d; and among thoſe that are loſt, ſome Eſſays of this 


kind might have periſh'd. This Suppoſition is too weakly 
founded ; for altho the Works themſelves might have ſcapd] 
us, tis more than probable that ſome Hint or other, either in 
the Life of the Conqueror or Philoſopher, might appear, to 
convince us of ſuch a Production: Beſides, as tis believ'd he By 


writ Philoſophy, becauſe we have his Books; ſo I dare ſwear 


he writ no Poetry; becauſe none is extant, nor any mention 


made thereof that ever I could hear of. 
But ſtay Without any farther Enquiry into the Poetry 


of Ariſtotle, his Ability that way is ſufficiently apparent by > 
that excellent Piece he has leſt behind him upon that Subject 
hy your Favour, Sir, this is Petitio Principii, or, in plain 


Engliſh, give me the Sword in my own Hand, and Ill fight 
with you Have but a little Patience till I make a Flouriſh 
or two, and then, if you are pleas d to demand it, 111 grant 
Fou that and every thing elſe. : 

Hor eaſy were 1t for me to take one of Doctor Tillotſon 
_ Sermons, and out of the Oeconomy of one of theſe Diſcourſes, 
tramp you up a Pamphlet, and call it, The Art of Preaching, 
In the firſt Place I maſt take a Text, and here I mult be ve- 


ry lcarn'd upon the Etymology of this Word Text ; _ 1 
2 c 
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Text muſt be divided into ſuch and ſuch Partitions, which 
Partitions muſt have their hard Names and Derivation: ; then 
theſes muſt be ſpun into Subdiviſions, and theſe back d by 
Proofs of Scripture, Ratiocinatio Oratoris, Ornamenta Figararum 
Rhetoricarum , and Authorit as Patrum Eccleſiæ, with ſome 
Rules and Directions how theſe ought to be manag d and ap- 
ply'd; and cloſing up this difficult Pedantry with the Dimen- 
ſions of Time for ſuch an Occaſion, you will pay me the Com- 
pliment of an excellent Preacher, and affirm, that any Ser- 
mon whatſoever, either by a Presbyter at Geneva, or Feſuit in 
Spain, that deviates from theſe Rules, deſerves to be butt, and 
the Prieſt kick'd out of his Pulpit. I muſt doubt your Com- 
plaiſance 1n this point, Sir ; for you know the Forms of E- 
loquence are divers, and ought to be ſuited to the different 
Humour and Capacities of an Audience: - You are ſer ſible, 
Sir, that the fiery cholerick Humour of one Nation muſt be 


| 7 | entertain d and mov d by other Means, than the heavy fleg- 
matick Complexion of another; and I have obſerv'd in my 
3 little Travels, that a Sermon of three Quarters of an Hour, 


3 


. ² . , /“ Ed 


that might pleaſe the Congregation at St. James s, would ne- 
ver ſatisfy the Meeting- houſe in the City, where People expect 
more for their Money; and having more Temptations of Ro- 
guery, muſt have a larger Portion of Inſtruction. CE 
Be pleas'd to hear another Inſtance of a different kind, 
tho to the ſame Purpoſe : I go down to Woolnich, and there 
upon a Piece of Paper I take the Dimenſions of the Royal 
Sovereign, and from hence I frame a Model of a Man of 
* War: I divide the Ship into three principal Parts, the Keel, 
the Hull, and the Rigging; I ſubdivide theſe into their proper 
Denominations, and by the Help of a Sailor, give you all the 
Terms belonging to every Rope, and every Office in the whole 
Ship; will you from hence infer, that Lam an excellent Ship- 
wright, and that this Model is proper for a Trading Funck up- 
on the Volga, or a Venetian Gally in the Adriatick Sea? 

But you'll object, perhaps, that this is no parallel Caſe, 
becauſe that Ariſtoles Ars Poetica was never drawn from ſuch 
{light Obſervations, but was the pure Effect of his immenſe 
Reaſon, thro' a nice Inipection into the very Bottom and 
Foundation of Nature, 

To this I anſwer, That Verity is eternal, as that the Truth 
of two and two making four was as certain in the Days of 
Adam as it is now; and that, according to his own Poſition, 
Nature is the ſame apud omnes Gentes, Now if his Rules of 
Poetry were drawn from certain and immutable Principles, 
and fix'd on the Baſis of Wer, why ſhould not his - 
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Poetica be as efficacious now as it was two thouſand Years 
ago ? And why ſhould not a ſingle Plot, with perfect Unity 
of Time and Place, do as well at Lincolns-Inn-Fields, as at 
the Play-houſe in Athens ? No, no, Sir, 1 am apt to believe 
that the Philoſopher took no ſuch Pains in Poetry as you 1- 
magine ; the Greek was his Mother Tongue, and Homer was 
read with as much Veneration among the School-boys, as we 
learn our Catechiſm Then where was the great Buſineſs for a 
Perſon, ſo expert in Mood and Figure as Ariſtotle was, to 


range into ſome Order a parcel of Terms of Art, drawn from 


bis Obſervation upon the Jliads, aud theſe to call the Model of 
an Epick Poem. Here, Sir, you may imagine that I am 
caught, and have all this whtle been been ſpinning a Thread 
to ſtrangle my ſelf: One of my main Objections againſt A- 


riſtotles Criticiſms, is drawn from his Non- performance in Po- 


etry; and now I affirm, that his Rules are extracted from 
the greateſt Poet that ever liv'd, which gives the utmoſt Vali- 
dity to the Precept, and that is all we contend for. 

Look'e, Sir, I lay it down only for a Suppoſition, that A- 
riſtotle's Rules for an Epick Poem were extracted from Ho- 


mers Iliads; and if a Suppoſition has weigh'd me down, I 


have two or three more of an equal Balance to turn the 


Scale. | 


The great Eſteem of Alexander the Great for the Works of 
old Homer, is ſufficiently teſtify d by Antiquity, inſomuch 


that he always ſlept with the Hiads under his Pillow; Of this 
the Stagyrite to be ſure was not ignorant; and what more 


proper way of making his Court could a Man of Letters de- 


.  vite, than by ſaying ſomething in Commendation of the 


King's Favourite? A Copy of Commendatory Verſes was 


too mean, and perhaps out of the Element; then ſomething 


he would do in his own way, a Book mult be made of the 
Art of Poetry, wherein Homer is prov'd a Poet by Mood and 
Figure, and his Perfection tranſmitted to Poſterity : And if 


»Prince Arthur had been in the Place of the Nliads, we ſhould 


bave had other Rules for Epick Poetry, and Doctor B——-r: 
had carry'd the Bays from Homer, in ſpight of all the Cri- 
ticks in Chriſtendom. But whether Ariſtotle writ choſe Rules to 
complement his Pupil, or whether he would make a Stoop at 
Poetry, to ſhe that there was no Knowledge beyond the Flight 


of his Genius, there is no Reaſon to allow, that Homer com- 


id his Heroick Poem by thoſe very Rules which Ariſtotle 
as laid down: For granting that Ariſtotle might pick ſuch 
and ſuch Obſervations from this Piece, they might be mere 
Accidents reſulting caſually from the Compoſition 0 4 
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Work, and not any of the eſſential Principles of the Poem 
How uſual is it for Criticks to find out Faults, and create 
Beauties, which the Authors never intended for ſuch ; and how 
frequently do we find Authors run down in thoſe very Parts, 
which they deſign'd for the greateſt Ornament, How natu- 
ral is it for aſpiring ambitious School-men to attempt Matters 
of the higheſt Reach; the wonderful Creation of the World 
(which nothing but the Almighty Power that order'd it can 
deſcribe) is brought into Mood and Figure by the Arrogance 
of Philoſophy. But till I can believe that the Vertigo's of Car- 


teſus, or the Atoms of Epicurus can determine the Almighty , 


Fiat, they mult give me leave to queſtion the Infallibility of 
their Rules in reſpect of Poetry, | 


Had Homer himſelf, by the ſame Inſpiration that he writ - 


his Poem, left us any Rules for ſuch a Performance, all the 
World muſt have own'd it for authentick. But he was too 
much a Poet to give Rules to that, whoſe Excellence he knew 
conſiſted in a free and unlimited Flight of Imagination; and 
to deſcribe the Spirit of Poetry, which alone is the True Art 


ef Poetry, he knew to be as impoſſible, as for humane Reaſon 


to teach the Gift of Prophecy by a Definition. 
Neither is Ariſtotle to be allowd any farther Knowledge in, 


Dramatick, than in Epick Poetry: Euripides, whom he ſeems 


to Compliment by Rules adapted to the Model of his. Plays, 
was either his Contemporary, or liv'd but a little before him ; 
he was not inſenſible how much this Author was the Darling 


of the City, as appear'd by the prodigious Expence disburs d 


by the Publick for the Ornament of his Plays; and 'tis pro- 
bable, he might take this Opportunity of improving his 
Intereſt with the People, indulging their Inclination by refi- 
ning upon the Beauty of what they admir'd. And beſides all 
this, the Severity of Dramatick Rage was ſo freſh in his Me- 


mory in the hard Uſage that his Brother Soph not long before 
met with upon the Stage, that 1t was convenient to humour 
3} the reigning Wit, left a ſecond Arifophanes ſhould take him 


to task with as little Mercy, as poor Socrates found at the 
Hands of the firſt, | 

I have talk d ſo long to lay a Foundation for theſe follow- 

ing Concluſions; Arifotle was no Poet, and conſequently 

not capable of giving Inſtructions in the Art of Poetry; his 

Ars Poetica are only ſome Obſervations draw from the Works 


of Homer and Euripedes, which may be meer Accidents re- 


ſulting caſually from the Compoſition of the Works , and 


not any of the eſſential Principles on which they are Com- 


pil'd, That without giving himſelf the Trouble of ſearching 
| | |S eee into 
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into the Nature of Poetry, he has only complemented the 
Heroes of Wit and Valour of his Age, by joining with them 
in their Approbation; with this Difference, that their Ap- 
plauſe was plain, and bis more Scholaſtick. 

But to leave theſe only as Suppoſitions to be reliſh'd by every 
Man at his Pleaſure, I ſhall without Complementing any 
Author, either Ancient or Modern, inquire into the firſt In- 
vention of Comedy; what were the true Deſigns and honeſt 
Intentions of that Art; and from a Knowledge of the End, 
ſeek out the Means, without one Quotation of Ariſtotle, or 

In all Productions either Divine or Humane, the final Cauſe 
is the firſt Mover, becauſe the End or Intention of any rational 
Action muſt firſt be conſider d, before the material or efficient 


Cauſes are put in Execution. Now to determine the final 


Cauſe of Comedy we muſt run back beyond the material and 
formal Agents, and take it in its very Infancy, or rather in 
the very firſt Act of its Generation, when its primary Parent, 
by propoſing ſuch or ſuch an End of his Labour, laid down the 
firlt Scetches or Shadows of the Piece. Now as all Arts and 
Sciences have their firſt riſe from a final Cauſe, ſo tis certain 
that they have grown from very {mall beginnings, and that 


the current of time has ſwell'd em to ſuch a Bulk, that no 


Body can find the Fountain, by any. Proportion between the 


Head and the Body; this, with the Corruption of time, *| 


which has debauch'd things from their primitive Innocence, 
to ſelfiſn Deſigns and Purpoſes, renders it difhcult to find the 


Origin of any Offspring ſo very unlike its Parent. 


This is not only the Caſe of Comedy, as it ſtands at preſent, 
but the Condition alſo of the ancient Theatres, when great 


Men made ſhows of this Nature a riſing Step to their Ambi- 


tion, mixing many lew'd and laſcivious Repreſentations to 


ment the Plays were chiefly adapted. We mult therefore go 
higher than either Ariffophanes or Menander td diſcover Come- 
dy in its primitive Inſtitution, if we wou'd draw any moral 
Deſign of its Invention to warrant and authoriſe its Continu- 
ance, 

I have already mention'd the difficulty of diſcovering the 
Invention of any Art, in the different Figure it makes by Suc- 


ceſion of Improvements ; but there is ſomething in the Na- 


ture of Comedy, even in its preſent Circumſtances, that bears 
ſo great a Reſemb lance to the Philoſophical Mrhology of the 
Ancicnts, that old Æſop muſt wear the Bays as the firſt and 
driginal Author; and whatever Alterations or ay 

a arther 


gain the Favour of the Populace, to whoſe Taſte and Entertain- L 
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farther Application may have ſubjoia'd, his Fables gave the 
rſt Riſe and Occaſion. | 
a Comedy is no more at preſent than a well-fram'd Tale hand- 
= : ſomly told, as an agreeable Vehicle for Counſel or Reproof. This 
Z 75s all we can ſay for the Credit of its Iiftitution, and is 
the Streſs of 1ts Charter for Liberty and Toleration. Then 
where ſhou'd we ſeek for a Foundation, but in AÆſops ſym- 
bolical way of moralizing upon Tales and Fables, with this 
difference, That his Stories were ſhorter than ours: He had 
his Tyrant Hon, his Stateſman Fox, his Beau Magpy, his 
* coward Hare, his Bravo Aſs, and his Buffoon Ape, with all 
the Characters that crowd our Stages every Day, with this 
Diſtinction nevertheleſs, That e/£ſop made his Beaſt ſpeak 
good Greek, and our Heroes ſometimes can't talk Engliſh. 
But whatever difference time has producd in the Form, 
we muſt in our own Defence ſtick to the End, and Intention 
olf his Fables, Utile Dulci was his Motto, and muſt be our 
3 Buſineſs; we have no other Defence againſt the Preſentment 
cl the Grand Fury, and for ought I know it might prove a good 
means to mollity the Rigour of that Perſecution, to inform 
the Inquiſitors, that the great e/&ſop was the firſt Inventor of 
3} theſe poor Comedies that they are proſecuting with ſo much 
Fäagerneſs and Fury, that the firſt Laureat was as juſt, as pru- 
dent, as pious, as reforming, and as ugly as any of them- 
ſelves. And that the Beaſts which are lug d upon the Stage 
phy the Horns are not caught in the City, as they . e but 
brought out of Æ ſops own Foreſt. We ſhou'd inform them 
beſides, that thoſe very Tales and Fables which they appre- 
hend as obſtacles to Reformation, were the main Inſtru- 
ments and Machines us d by the wiſe Æſop for its Propa- 
gation; and as he would improve Men by the Policy of 
Beaſts, ſo we endeavour to reform Brutes with the Examples 
of Men. Fondlewife and his young Spouſe are no more than 
the Eagle and Cockle; he wanted Teeth to break the Shell him- 
ſelf, ſo ſomebody elſe run away with the Meat. The Fox 
in the Play, is the ſame with the Fox in the Fable, who (tuft 
his Guts ſo full, that he cou'd not get out at the ſame Hole he 
came in; fo both Reynards being Delinquents alike, come to 
be truſs d up together. Here are Precepts, Admonitions, and 
Salutary Ianuendo's for the ordering of our Lives and Conver- 
{ations couch d in theſe Allegories and Alluſiunt. The Wiſdom 
of the Ancients was wrapt up in Veils and Figures; the Æ- 
2yptian Hlerogliphicks, and the Hiſtory of the Heathen Gods are 
FF nothing elſe; but if theſe Pagan Authorities give Offence to 
\ © their ſcrupulous Conſciences, let _ but conſult * Ta 
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and Parables of our Saviour 1n holy Writ, and they may find 
this way of Inſtruction to be much more Chriſtian than they 
imagine; ' Nathan's Fable of the Poor Man's Lamb had more 


Influence on the Conſcience of David, than any force of down- 


right Admonition. So that by ancient Practice and modern 
Example, by the Authority of Pagans, Jews, and Chriſtians, 
the World is furmiſh'd with this ſo ſure, fo pleaſant, and ex- 
pedient an Art, of ſchooling Mankind into better Manners, 
Now here is the primary Deſign of Comedy illuſtrated from 
its firſt Inſtitution ; ri be any 
its daily Practice and Continuance Then without all 
Diſpute, whatever means are moſt proper and expedient for 
compaſſing this End and Intention, they muſt be the 7 
Rules of Comedy, and the true Art of the Stage, + 
We muſt conſider then, in the firſt place, that our Buſineſs 
lies not with a French or a Spaniſh Audience; that our Deſign 
18 not to hold forth to ancient. Greece, nor to moralize upon 


the Vices and Defaults of the Roman Commonwealth: No, 


no——An Engliſh Play is intended for the Uſe and Inſtru- 


ction of an Enghſh Audience, a People not only ſcparated 5 


from the reſt of the World by Situation, but different alſo 
from other Nations as well in the Complexion and Tempe- 
rament of the Natural Body, as in the Conſtitution of our 


Body Politick : As we are a Mixture of many Nations, ſo we 


have the moſt unaccountable Medley of Humours among us 
of any People upon Earth; theſe Humours produce Variety 


of Follies, ſome of um unknown to former Ages; theſe new 


Diſtempers muſt have new Remedies, which are nothing but 
new Counſcls and Inſtructions, | 


Nov, Sir, if our Utiſe, which is the End, be different from 
the Ancients, pray let our Dulce which is the Means, be ſo too; 


for you know that to different Towns there are different ways; 
or if you wou d have it more Scholaſtically, ad diver ſos fines 
non idem conducit medium; or Mathematically, One and the 
ſame Line cannot terminate in two Centers. But waving 
this manner of concluding by Induction, I ſhall gain my 


Point a nearer way, and draw it immediately from the firſt 


Principle I ſet down: That we have the moſt unaccountable Med- 
ley of Humours among us of any Nation upon Earth; and this 
is demonſtrable from common Experience: we ſhall find a 
Wildair in one Corner, and a Moroſe inanother; nay, the ſpace 
of an Hour or two ſhall create ſuch Viciſſitudes of Temper 


an the ſame Perſon that he can Hardly be taken for the ſame 


Man. We ſhall have a Fellow beſtir his Stumps from Choco- 
lare to Ciffee- Houſe with all the Joy and Gayety nne 
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= tho he want a Shilling to pay for a Hack; whilſt another, 
drawn about in a Coach and Six, is eaten up with the Spleen, 
and ſhall loll in State, with as much Melancholy, Vexation, 
and Diſcontent, as if he were making the Tour of Tybarn. 
Then what ſort of a Dulce, (which 1 take for the Plealantry * 
of the Tale, or the Plot of the Play) muſt a Man make 
* uſe of to engage the Attention of ſo many different Humours 
and Inclinations: Will a ſingle Plot ſansy every Body? Will 
the turns and Surprizes that may reſult naturally from the an- 
22 cient Limits of Time, be ſufhcient to rip open the Spleen 
of ſome, and Phyſick the Melancholy of others, ſcrew up the 
Attention of a Rover and fix him to the Stage, in ſpight of 
his Volatile Temper, and the Temptation of a Mask? Io 
make the Moral Inſtructive, you mult make the Story diver- 
ting; the Splenatick Wit, the Beau Courtier, the heavy Ci- 
'2 tizen, the fine Lady, and her fine Footman, come all to 
be inſtructed, and therefore muſt all be diverted ; and he 
that can do this beſt, and with moſt Applauſe, writes the beſt 
Comedy, let him do it by what Rules he pleaſes, ſo they 
be not offenſive to Religion and good Manners. 
But hic labor, hoc opus, How muſt this ſecret of pleaſing 
ſo many different Taſtes be diſcovered? Not by tumbling , 
over Volumes of the Ancients, but by ſtudying the Humour 
of the Moderns: The Rules of Engliſh Comedy don't lie in 
the Compals of Arifto;le, or his followers, but in the Pit, 
Box, and Galleries. And to examine into the Humour of an 
2 Engliſh Audience, let us ſee by what means our own En- 
glich Poets have ſucceeded in this Point. To determine a 
3 Suit at Law we don't look into the Archives of Greece or 
| þ7 Kome, but inſpect the Reports of our own Lawyers, and the 
Acts and Statutcs of our Parliaments ; and by the ſame Rule, 
we have nothing to do with the Models of Menander or Plau- 
tus, but muſt conſult Shale ſpear, Fohnſon, Fletcher, and others, 
who by Methods much different from the Ancients have ſup- 
ported the Engliſh Stage; and made themſelves famous to 
3 Poſterity: We ſhall find that theſe Gentlemen have fair- , 
ly diſpenc'd with the greateſt part of Critical Formalities ; 
= the Decorums of Time and Place, ſo much cry d up of late, 
had no force of Decorum with them, the Economy of their 
Plays was ad libitum, and the extent of their Plots only limi- 
ted by the Convenience of Action. I would willingly under- 
ſtand the Regularities of Hamlet, Mackbeth, Harry the fourth 
= and of Fletcher's Plays; and yet theſe have long been the 
= Darlings of the Engliſh Audience, and are like to continue 
with the ſame Applauſe, in Defiance of all the Criticiſms 
that ever were publiſh'd in Greek and Latin. But 
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State of Anarchy ? No, Sir 


of one, ſo ſhall preſent you an Example of the t'other, 


But are there no Rules, no Decorums to be obſerv'd in Co- 
medy ? Muſt we make the Condition of the Engliſh Stage a 
For there are Extreams in 
Irregularity , as dangerous to an Author, as too Scrupulous a a 
Deference to Criticiſm ; and as I have given you an Inſtance | 


There are a fort of Gentlemen that have had the Jaunty = 


Education of Dancing, French, and a Fiddle, who coming 


to Ape before they arrive at Years of Diſcretion, make a 


ſhift to ſpend a handſom Patrimony of two or three Thouſand | 7 
Pound, by ſoaking in the Tavern all Night, lolling a Bed all! 
the Morning, and ſauntring away all the Evening between 
the two Play-houſes with their Hands in their Pockets; you 
ſhall have a Gentleman of this ſize, upon his Knowledge of 


Covent-Garden, and a knack of witticiſing in his Cups, ſet up 


immediately for a Play-wright. But beſides the Gentleman's | 
Wit and Experience, here is another Motive: There are | 


arcel of ſaucy impudent Fellows about the Play-houſe call'd 


qor-keepers, that can't let a Gentleman ſee a Play in Peace, 


without jogging, and nudging him every Minute. Sir, will 


you pleaſe to pay? Sir, the Acts done, will you pleaſe to pay, Sir? 
I have broke their Heads all round two or three times, yet | 


the Puppies will ſtill be troubleſome. Before gad, Ill be 
plagued with em no longer; I'll een write a Play my ſelf ; 


by which means, my Character of Wit ſhall be eftabliſh'd, 


I ſhall enjoy the Freedom of the Houſe, and to pin up the 


Basket, pretty Miſs——— ſhall have the Profits of my third 
Night for her Maidenhead. Thus we ſee, what a great Bleſ- Þ* 


ſing is a Coming Girl to a Play-houſe : Here is a Poet ſprung 


from the Tail of an Actreſs, like Minerva from Fupiter's | 
Head. But my Spark Proceeds My own Intreagues are 


ſufficient to found the Plot, and the Devil's int, if I can't 
make my Character talk as wittily as thoſe in the Trip to the 


Jubilee But ſtay what ſhall I call it firſt? Let me 


ice The Rival Theatres- Very good, by gad, be- 
cauſe I reckon the two Houſes will have a Conteſt about this 
very Play Thus having found a Name for his Play, 
in the next place he makes a Play to his Name, and thus he 


begins. 


ACT 
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ACT I. Scene Covent-Garden, Enter Portico, Piaza, 
and Turnſtile, 


4 2 = ©, 
CCC 


Nleere you muſt note, that Portico being a Compound of pra- 
cCiical Rake and ſpeculative Gentleman, is ten to one the 
'Z Author's own Character, and the leading Card in the Pack. 
= Piaza is his Miireſs, who lives in the Square, and is Daugh- 
ter to old Pillariſo, an odd out o'the-way Gentleman, ſome- 
ting between the Character of Alexander the Great and Hlon, 
2 which muſt pleaſe becauſe tis new. | 
Turntile is Maid and Confident to Piaza, who, for a Bribe 
ol ten Pieces, lets Portico in at the Back-door ; fo the farſt 
Act concludes, : 
In the ſecond, enter Spigotoſo, who was Butler perhaps to 
the Czar of Myuſcovy, and Foſſetana his Wife. After theſe 
Characters are run dry, he brings you in at the third Act 
2 Whinenell and Charmarillis for a Scene of Love to pleaſe the 
Ladies; and ſo he goes on without Fear or Wit, till he 
comes to a Marriage or two, and then he writes 
Anis. 5 TOE 
"3 'Tis then whiſper'd among his Friends at Will's and Hippo- 
lito s, that Mr. Such- a- one has writ a very pretty Comedy; and 
ſome of em, to encourage the young Author, equip him pre- 
tently with Prologue and Epilogue. Then the Play is ſent to 
Mr. Rich or Mr. Betterton, in a fair legible Hand, with the Re- | 
3 commendation of ſome Gentleman, that paſſes for a Man of l 
Parts, and a Critick : In ſhort, the Gentleman's Intereſt has | 
the Play acted, and the Gentleman's Intereſt makes a Preſent 
to pretty Miſs———ſhe's made his Whore, and the Stage bis 
Cully, that for the Loſs of a Month in Rehearſing, and a 
Hundred Pound in dreſſing a confounded Play, muſt give 
the Liberty of the Houſe to bim and his Friends for ever 
alter. | | 1 

Now ſuch a Play may be written with all the Exactneſs i- 
maginable, in reſpect of Unity in Time and Place; but if you 
enquire its Character of any Perſon, tho of the meaneſt Un- 
derſtanding of the whole Audience, he will tell you tis into- 
lerable Stuff; and upon your demanding his Reaſons, his 
Anſwer is, / don't like it: His Humour is the only Rule that 
he can judge a Comedy by, but you find that mere Nature is 
oftended with ſome Irregularities ; and though he be not ſo | 
learn d in the Drama, to give you an Inventory of the Faults, I 
yet J can tell you, that one part of the Plot had no Depen- | 
dence upon another, which made this ſimple Man drop His 
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Attention, and Concern for the Event; and ſo diſengaging Þ 
his Thoughts from the Buſineſs of the Action, he ſat there very 
uneaſy, thought the time very tedious, becauſe he had nothing 
to do: The Characters were ſo incoherent in themſelves, and I 
compos'd of ſuch Variety of Abſurdities, that in his Know- 
ledge of Nature he could find no Original for fuch a Copy ; 
and being therefore unacquainted with any Folly they re- 
prov'd, or any Vertue that they recommended, their Buſineſs © 
was as flat and tireſome to him, as if the Actors had talk'd 
Arabick. | "4 
Now theſe are the material Irregularities of a Play, and 
theſe are the Faults which down-right Mother-Senfe can cen- 
{ure and be offended at, as much as the moſt learn'd Critick 
in the Pit. And altho' the one cannot give me the Reaſons 
of his Approbation or Diſlike, yet I will take bis Word for 
the Credit or Diſrepute of a Comedy, ſooner perhaps than 
the Opinion of ſome Virtuoſos; for there are ſome Gentlemen 
that have fortify d their Spleen ſo impregnably with Criticiſm, 
and hold out fo ſtiffly againſt all Attacks of Pleaſantry, that 
the moſt powerful Efforts of Wit and Humour cannot make 
the leaſt Impreſſion. What a Misfortune is it to theſe Gen- 
tlemen, to be Natives of ſuch an ignorant, felf-will'd, imper- | 
tinent Iſland, where let a Critick and a Scholar find never ſo 
many Irregularities in a Play, yet five hundred ſaucy People 
will give him the Lie to his Face, and come to ſee this wic- | 
ked Play forty or fifty times in a Year, But this Vox Populi 
is the Devil, tho' in a Place of more Authority than Ariforle 8 
it is call'd Vox Dei. Here is a Play with a Vengeance, (ſays | 
a Critick) to bring the Tranſaction of a Year's time into the 
Compaſs of three Hours; to carry the whole Audience with | 
him from one Kingdom to another, by the changing of a 
Scene: Where's the Probability, nay, the Poſſibility of all | 
this? The Devil's in the Poet ſure, he don't think to put Con- 
tradictions upon us? | | 
Look'e, Sir, don't be in a Paſſion, the Poet does not impoſe 
Contradictions upon you, becauſe he has told you no Lie; 
for that only is a Lie, which is related with ſome fallacious | 
Intention that you ſhould believe it for a Truth: Now the 
Poet expects no more that you ſhould believe the Plot of his 
Play, than old A ſop deſign'd the World ſhould think his | 
Eagle and Lyon talk'd like you and I; which, 1 think, was 
every Jot as improbable as what. you quarrel with; and yet 
the Fables took, and I'll be hang d if you your ſelf don't like 
em. But beſides, Sir, if you are ſo inveterate againſt Impro- 
babilities, you muſt never come near the Play-houſe at 1 4 
| pions | | for 
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for there are ſeveral Improbabilities, nay Impoſſibilities, that 
all the Criticiſms in Nature cannot correct: As for Inſtance; 
ln the part of Alexander the Great, to be affected with the 
2 I Tranſactions of the Play, we muſt ſuppoſe that we ſee that 
d great Conqueror, after all his Triumphs, ſhunn'd by the Wo- 
man he loves, and importun'd by her he hates; croſs d in his 
Cups and Jollity by his own Subjects, and at laſt miſerably 
ending his Life in a raging Madneſs: We muſt ſuppoſe, that 


0 ne {ec the very Alexander, the Son of Philip, in all theſe un- 
d happy Circumſtances, elſe we are not touch'd by the Moral, 
which repreſents to us the Uneaſineſs of Humane Life in the 
d greateſt State, and the Inſtability of Fortune in reſpe& of 
- 2X8 Worldly Pomp; yet the whole Audience at the fame time 
k know, that this is Mr. Berterton, who is ſtrutting upon the 
Stage, and tearing his Lungs for a Livelihood: And that the 
lame Perſon ſhould be Mr. Betterton and Alexander the Great 
n at the ſame time, is ſomewhat like an Impoſſibility in my 
n Mind. Yet you mult grant this Impoſſibility in ſpight of your 
5% Teeth, if you han't Power to raiſe the old Hero from the 
t FF Grave to act his own Part. 
e Now for another Impoſſibility: The leſs rigid Criticks al- 
- FF low to a Comedy the Space of an artificial Day, or twenty 
four Hours; but thoſe of the thorough Reformation will con- 
0 fine it to the natural or Solar Day, which is but half the time. 
No admitting this for a Decorum abſolutely requiſite ; this 
Play begins when it is exactly Six by your Watch, and ends 
; X preciſely at Nine, which is the uſual time of the Repreſenta- 
© IF tion. Now is it feiſible in rerum natura, that the ſame Space 
5 or Extent of Time can be three Hours by your Watch, and 
© twelve Hours upon the Stage, admitting the ſame Number of 
bh Minutes, or the {ame Meaſure of Sand to both. I'm afraid, 
ir, you muſt allow this for an Impoſſibility too; and you 
l may with as much Reaſon allow the Play the Extent of a whole 
Lear; end if you grant me a Year, you may give me ſeven, 
and ſo to a thouſand : For that a thouſand Years ſhould 
come within the Compaſs of three Hours, is no more an Im- 
poſſibility, than that two Minutes ſhould be contain'd in 
| _ ; 3 minus continet in ſe majus, is equally applicable 
to both. 
So much for the Decorum of Time, now for the Regularity . 
of Place. I might make the one a Conſequence of t other, 
and alledge, That by allowing me any Extent of Time, you 
muſt grant me any Change of Place, for the one depends 
upon t other; and having five or fix Years for the Action of 
a Play, I may travel from Conftantinople to Denmark, fo to 
I 2 | | Franc, 
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France, and home to England, and reſt long enough in each 


Country befides. But you'll ſay, How can you carry us i 
with you? Very eaſily, Sir, if you be willing to go? As for 
Example: Here is a new Play, the Houſe is throng d, the 
Prologue's ſpoken, and the Curtain drawn repreſents you the 
Scene of Grand Cairo. Whereabouts are you now, Sir? Were 
not you the very Minute before in the Pit in the Engliſh Play- 
| houſe talking to a Wench, and now preſto paſs you are ſpiri- 
ted away to the Banks of the River Nile. N Sir, this is 
a moſt intolerable Improbability; yet this you muſt allow me, 
or elſe you deſtroy the very Conſtitution of Repreſentation: 
Then in the ſecond Act, with a Flouriſh of the Fiddles, '% 
change the Scene to Aſrachan. O this is intolerable ! Looke, 
Sir, tis not a Jot more intolerable than the other ;- for you 
find that tis much about the ſame Diſtance between «Egypt i 
and Afrachan, as it is between Drary-Lane and Grand Cairo; 
and if you pleaſe to let your Fancy take Poſt, it will per;orm 8 
the Journey in the ſame moment of Time, without any Di- 
Rurbance in the World to your Perſon. You can follow 
Quintus Curtius all over Aſia in the Train of Alexander, and 

trudge after Hannibal like a Cadet, through all Tal, Spain, 
and Africk, in the Space of four or five Hours; yet the Devil 
a one of you will ſtir a Step over the Threſhold for the beſt 
Poet in Chriſtendom, tho he make it his Buſineſs to make He- 
Toes more amiable, and to ſurprize you with more wonderful 
Accidents and Events  _ | L 
I am as little a Friend to thoſe rambling Plays as any bo- 
dy, nor have I ever eſpous d their Party by my own practice; 
yet I could not forbear ſaying ſomething in Vindication f 
the great Shakeſpear, whom every little Fellow that can form 
an Aoriſtus primus will preſume to condemn for Ind corums 
and Abſurdities ; Sparks that are o 1pruce upon their Greek 
and Latin, that, like our Fops in Travel, they can reliſh no- 
thing but what is foreign, to let the World know they have 
been abroad forſooth ; but it muſt be ſo, becauſe Arifo. IR 
tle ſaid it; now I {ay it muſt be otherwiſe, becauſe Shakeſpear | 
faid it, and I'm fare that Shaleſpear was the greater Poet of 
the two. But you'll ſay, that Ariſtotle was the greater Cr 
tick—— That's a Miſtake, Sir, for Criticiſm in Poetry is no 
more than Judgment in Poetry; which you will find in your 
Lexicon, Now if Shake ſpear was the better Poet, he mult | 
have the moſt Judgment in his Art; for every body knows, | 
that judgment is an eſſential par! of Poetry, and without it 
no Writer is worth a Farthing. But to ſto p ro the Autho- 
rity of either, without conſulting the Reaſou of t? Conle- | 
| qucnce, 
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quence, 18 an Abuſe to a Man's Underſtanding ; and neither 


| the Precept of the Philoſopher, nor Example of the Poet, 
# ſhould go down with me, without examining the Weight of 
© their Aſſertions. We can expect no more Decorum or Regu- 
larity in any Buſineſs, than the Nature of the thing will 
bear; now if the Stage cannot ſubſiſt without the Strength of 


WS Suppoſition, and Force of Fancy in the Audience, why 


ZE ſhould a Poet fetter the Buſineſs of his Plot, and Rarve his 


i Action for the Nicety of an Hour, or the Change of a Scene 


ſince the Thought of Man can fly over a thouſand Years with 
the ſame Eaſe and in the ſame Inſtant of Time, that your; 


Eye glances from the Figure of fix to ſeven on the Dial-plate z 


PI 
> 8 meds 


and can glide from the Cape of Good Hope to the Bay of St. Ni- 


cholas, which is quite croſs the World, with the ſame Quick- 
neſs and Activity, as between ent- Garden Church and Will's 


s Coffee- Houſe. Ihen I mult beg of theſe Gentlemen to let our 


old Engliſh Authors alone If they have left Vice unpu- 


| niſh'd, Vertue unrewarded, Folly unexpos'd, or Prudence 


unſucceſsful, the contrary of which is the Heile of Comedy, 


let them be laſh'd to ſome purpoſe ; if any part of their 


Plots have been independent of the reſt, or any of their Cha- 
racters forc d or unnatural, which deſtroys the Dulce of Plays, 
let them be biſe'd off the Stage: But if, by a true Decorum 
in theſe waterial Points, they have writ ſucceſsfully, and an- 
ſwer'd the End of Dramatick Poetry in every Reſpect, let 


them reſt in Peace, and their Memories enjoy the Encomiums 
due to their Merit, without any Reflection for waving thoſe 


Nicet ies, which are neither inſtructive to the World, nor di- 


verting to Mankind; but are like all the reſt of Critical 


Learning, fit only to ſet People together by the Ears in ridi- 
culous Controverſies, that are not one Jot material to the 
Goc! of the Publick, whether they be true or falſe. 

And ibus you {ce, Sir, I have concluded a very unneceſſary 
Piece ut Work; which is much too long, if you don't like 


it: But let it happen any way, be aflurd, that I intended to 


pleaſe you, which ſhould partly excuſe, 
SIX, 
Your moFt humble Servant. 


FINIS. 


BOOKS printed for Bernard Lintott, between the two 
Temple-Gates in Fleetſtreet. 


; Juft publiſhed, | 
Dialogue between Timothy and Philatheus, in which the Principles 
and Projects of a late whimfical Book, entitled, The Rights of the 

Chriſtian Church, &c. are fairly ſtared and anſwer'd in their kind; and 

ſome Attempts made towards the Diſcovery of a new way of Reafon- i* 

ing, entirely unknown both to the Ancients and Moderns. Writreti by i 

a Lay-man. Vol. I. | | E: 

The Second Volume of a Dialogue between Timothy and Phi. 
latheus, containing a complete Anſwer to the remaining Chap. 
ters of the Rights of the Chriſtian Church. In this Volume the Doctrine 
of Paſſive Obedience and Non-Reſiſtance is impartially ſtared, and provd 
from Reaſon, Antiquity and Scripture ; the Revolution juſtify'd , and 
reconcil'd with that Principle; the Republican Scheme Hiſtorically tra. 
ced from its Original, and chroughly examin'd and confuted, the Rights 

Account of Epiſcopacy, of Univerſity-Learning, of the Toleration, of 

Parties, of Morality, Occaſional Conformity, Ordination, with all his 

other material Objections to the Civil and Kccleſiaſtical Conſtiturion, 

are fairly ſtared, and reply'd to. | X 

The Third and Laſt Volume of a Dialogue between Timothy and Phila. 
theus, in which the remaining Parts of the Rights of the Chriſtian 

Church are fairly ſtated, and fully anſwered. A true Account is given 

of the Conſtitution of the Engliſh Church, and its Agreement with the 

State. The Reformation vindicated. The Parity of Church-Orders 

diſproved from Antiquity. The Dignity of Biſh-ps ſtated and aſſerted, 

The Royal Supremacy in Matters Eccleſiaſtical adjuſted, and made a- | 

greeable to the Deſign of Chriſtianity. The Conſtitution of our Church 

compared with the primitive, and confirmed by our Laws. An Account 
of the Abolition of Epiſcopacy in 42. And all the Arguments of the 

Preface to the Rights is produced and examined. His Meth d of Rea. | 

ſoning enquired into, and adjuſted by the ſeveral Rules of Logick and 

Grammar. His Terms explained. A juſt Regard paid to his Excellencies 

and Beauties. Inſtances given of his mifquoring the Bible, the Fathers, 

the Church - Hiſtorians, the Claſſical and Modern Writers, the Councils, Yi 

Foreign Authors, and even thoſe that are Heterodox and Heretical. To 

which are added, ö 
1. A Letter from Mr. Slitſleeves to Mr. Timothy, in Anſwer to the 
Firſt Defence of the Rights, occaſion d by Dr. W's Viſitation Sermon. | 

' 2. The Trial of the Rights, with the Indi&ment and Ple adings; de- 

dicared to the Lord S. in Anfwer to the Second Defence of the Rights. | 

3. A Vindication of Dr. W. Tind—, in Anſwer to che Miſrepreſenta- 
tions of the Author of the Rights. | 

4. The Country Parſon's Anfwer to the Country Attorney, WT 

5. The Judgment and Opinion of Hugo Grotius, concerning the Prin- 
ciples of the Rights, | 

6. Some Account of Mr. Hales of Eaton, in Anſwer to thoſe Trads 
quoted by the Defender of the Rights. | 

7. Timothei ad Fohannem Clericum Epiſtola; in qua Judicium ejus 
& Encomia, ſuper Libello infami, cui Titulus (The Rights of the 
Chriſtian Church) nuperrimè prolata, ſeriò refelluntur. 
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1 To the Right Honourable „ 
| PEREGRINE, 
; Lord M arquiſs of Carmartben, &c. : 


My Loxp, „ 
Ps equally a Stranger to your Lordſhip, and the 
whole Nobility of this Kingdom, ſomething of a 
natural Impulſe and aſpiring Motion in my Inclina- 
tions, has prompted me, tho' I hazard a Preſumption, 
to declare my Reſpect. And be the Succeſs how it 
will, I am vain of nothing in this Piece, but the 
Choice of my Patron; I ſhall be ſo far thought a judi- 
cious AuthJr>'Yhdfe principal Buſineſs is to deſign his 
Works an Offering to the greateſt Honour and Merit. 
I cannot here, my Lord, ſtand accuſed of any ſort 
of Adulation , but to my ſelf, becauſe Compliments 
due to Merit return upon the Giver, and the only Flat- 
tery is to my ſelf , whilſt I attempt your Lordſhip's 
= P:aiſe. I dare make no Eſſay on 22 Lordſhip's 
vpouthful Bravery and Courage, becauſe ſuch is always 
guarded with Modeſty, but ſhall venture to preſent 
you ſome Lines on this Subject, which the World wall 
undoubtedly apply to your Lordſhip. 


| Courage the bigheſt Gift, that ſcorns to bend 
Jo mean Devices for a ſordid End. | Throne, 
Courage — an independent work from Heaven's bright 
| By which the Soul ſtands rais d, triumphant, bigh, alone, 


| Great in it ſelf, not Praiſes of the Crowd, 
| Above all Vice, it ſtops _ zo be proud, 


Courage 


The Epiſtle Dedicatorj. 


Courage, the mighty Attribute of Powers above, 


By hieb thoſe great in W. ar, are preat in Love. L 1 
The Spring of all brave Acts is ſeated here, = 
As Falſboods draw their ſordid Birth from fear, j 


The beſt and nobleſt part of Mankind pay Homage 
to Royalty, what Veneration then is due to thoſe Ver: ; 
tues an? Endowments which even engag'd the Reſpet 
of Royalty it ſelf, in the Perſon of one of the greateſt 
Emperors in the World, who choſe your Lordſhip not 
only as a Companion, but a Conductor. 4 
He wanted the Fire of ſuch a Briton to animate I 
his cold Riaſians, and wou'd therefore chuſe you his 
Leader in War, as in Travel: He knew the Fury of 
the Turk cou'd be only ſtopt by an Eugliſb Nobleman 
as the Power of France was by an Engliſh King. AV 
Senſe of this Greatneſs Which might deter others, ani. 
mates me to addreſs your Lorſhip ; reſolv'd that my | 
firſt Muſe ſhou'd take an high and daring Flight, I 
aſpir'd to your Lordſhip's Protection for this Trifle, ® 
Which I muſt own my ſelf now proud of, affording me 
this Opportunity of humbly declaring my ſelf, : 


My Lonp, 
Your Lordſhip's / 


moſt devoted Servant, 


ey tied Tg hd Po #hiocittrc Prog fm kb RY ns ta tas e 


G. FarqQuayarÞ 
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PROLOGUE 


By 7. H. ſpoken by Mr. Powell, a Servant attend- 
ing with a Bottle of Wine. 


= AS ſtubborn Atheiſts, who diſdain d to pray, 
= Repent, tho late, upon their dying Day, 
Hin their Pangs, moſt Authors rack'd with Fears, 
; = Inplore your Mercy in our ſuppliant Pray rs. 
But our new Author has no Cauſe maintain d, 
Let him not loſe what he has never gain d. 
Cove and a Bottle are his ao Arms, 
Lies, and Gallants, have not theſe ſome Charms? 
VF Love, all Mankind to the Fair muſt ſue. 
| 75 And Sirs, the Bottle he preſent to you. 
3 Health to the Play, (drinks.) een let it fairly paſs, 
"3 Sare none ſit here that will refuſe their Glaſs ! 

O there's a damning Soldier let me thin! 

Ef looks as he were ſworn——to what? To drinks 
13 Come on then; Foot to Foot be boldly ſet, 

And our young Author's new Commiſſun wet. 

He and his Bottle here attend their Doom, 
I From you the Poets Helicon muſt come; 

= If he has any Foes, to make amends, ' 

He give his Service (drinks) ſure you now are Friends. 

M Critick here will he provoke to fight, | 

De Day be theirs, he only begs his Night. 

Pran pledge him nom, ſecur d from all Abuſe, 

= Then name the Health von love, let none refuſe, 


N | But each Man's Miſtreſs be the Poets Maſe. 
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1 Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| 5 kn Fiſh Centleman, of a | 
Roebuck wild roving Temper ; I Mr. Williams. 
: newly come to London. | 


| | : His Friend, ſober and mo-? 
Lovewell deſt, in love with Lu- Mr. Malls, 


cinda. 


A young 8 Ken. 
; newly from the Uni- 
Moc mode. pr 3. and ſetting up Mr. Bullock. 
for a Beau. ; 


Lyrick.. A Feet. Mr. Fohnſon. 
Pamphͤlet. A Bookſeller. bo hs. 
Rigadoon. A Dancing-Maſter, ORG AY 

i Nimblewriſt. A Fencing-Maſter, Mr. Aſhton. 

If ub. Servant to Mockmode. Mr. Pinkethman. 
= Bruſh. Servant to Lovewell. Mr. Fairbank. 


W OM E N. 


A Lad f conſide ble T Mrs 
F — of En: Fur. Rogers, 
v5 to Lovewell, in love 


| Lucinda: 
| with Roeback, and . e Maria Ahn. 


Leanthe. 
ous d as Lucindas Page 


| Trulge, Whore to Roebuck, ls. Alla. 
| Bullfinch Landiady to e tn. Poxell. : 


| Lyrick, and Trudge. 
g 12 Attendant 
| pit. J Arendantand Confident & hin. Ab 


Bailiffs, Beggar, Porter, Maſques, and Attendants. 
SCENE, LONDON. 
| 5 LOVE 
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A C3 . | 
SCENE, Lincolns-Inn-Fields, 


Enter Roebuck in a Riding A Solus, repeating the follow- 

ing Line. 

HUS far > Arms have with Succeſs been 
Cown'd, — Heroically ſpoken, faith, of a 
Fellow that has not one Farthing in his Pocket. 
If I have one Penny to buy a Halter withal 
in my preſent Neceſſity, may I be hang'd ; tho, 

: I'm reduc'd to a fair way of obtaining one me- 

thodically very ſoon , if Robbery or Theft will purchaſe the 


Gallows. But hold Can't 1 rob honourably, by turning 


Enter a Cripple begging. 
_ Crip, One Farthing to the poor old Soldier, for the Lord's ſake, 
Koeb. Ha! a Glimpſe of Damnation juſt as a Man is 
entring into Sin, is no great Policy of the Devil. But how 


long did you bear Arms, Friend? 


Crip, Five Years, an't pleaſe you, Sir. 
Roeb. And how long has that honourable Crutch born 
you? 8 | 
Crip. Fifteen, Sir. . | 
Roeb. Very pretty! Five year a Soldier, and fifteen a Beg- 


gar! This is Hell right! An Age of Damnation, for a mo- 
mentary Offence. Thy Condition , Fellow, is preferable to 
mine; the mercifal Bullet, more kind than thy ungrateful | 
Country, has given thee a Debenture in thy broken Leg, from 

| which thou cant draw a more plentiful Maintenance than 
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1 Love and a Bottle. 


I from all my Limbs in Perfection. Prithee, Friend, why 
wouldſt thou beg of me? Doſt think Via rich? | 
Crip. No, Sir, and therefore I believe you Charitable. Your 


warm Fellows are as much above the Senſe of our Miſery, that 


they can't pity us; and J have always found it, by ſad Ex- 


perience, as needleſs to beg of a rich Man as a Clergy-man. 


Our greateſt Benefactors, the brave Officers, are all disban- 


ded, and muſt now turn Beggars like my ſelf; and fo, Times 


are very hard, Sir, 


Roeb. What! Are the Soldiers more charitable than the ; 


Clergy? 


Crip. Ay, Sir, a Captain will ſay Damme, and give me 
. Six-pence z and a Parſon ſhall whine out God bleſs me, and 
give me not a Farthing: Now I think the Othcer's Bleſſing 


much the belt. 
Roeb. Are the Beau's never compaſſionate ? 


Crip, The great full Wigs they wear ſtop their Ears ſo cloſe, | 


that they can't hear us; and if they ſhou'd they never have 
any Farthings about em. 

Roeb. Then I am a Beau, Fricnd ; therefore pray leave me. 
Begging from a generous Soul that has not to beſtow, is more 
tormenting than Robbery to a Miſer in his Abundance. Pre- 
thee, Friend, be tl on claritable for once; I beg only the fa- 
vour which rich Friends beſtow, a little Advice. I am as 
poor as thou art, and am deſigning to turn Soldier. | 

Crip, No, no, Sir, See what an Honourable Pct I am 
forc'd to ſtand to, my Rags are Scare-crows ſufficient to 


frizhten any one from the Field; rather turn Bird of Prey at 
home. [ Shewing his Cratch. 


Roeb. Grammercy, old Devil; I find Hell has its Pimps of 
the poorer fort , as well as of the wealthy. I fancy, Friend, 
thou has got a Cloven-foot inſtead of a broken Leg. Tis a 
hard caſe that a Man muſt never expect to go nearer Heav'n 
than ſome ſteps of a Ladder. But tis unavoidable : I have 
my Wants to lead, and the Devil to drive; and if I cant 
meet my Friend Lovewell (which I think impoſſible, being ſo 
great a Stranger in Town) Fortune, thou haſt done thy worſt; 
I proclaim open War againk thee. | 


Tl fßab thy next rich Darling that I ſee; 
And killing bim, be thus reveng d on thee. 


g 1 
[Goes to the back part of the Stage, as into the 
Walks, making ſome turns croſs the Stage in 
Diſorder, while the next ſpeak, Eit Beggar 
eee Enter 
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Love and a Bottle. 3 


Enter Lucinda and Pindreſs. | 
Luc, Oh! theſe Summer Mornings are ſo delicately fine, 
Pindreſs, it does me good to be abroad. # 
| Pin. Ay, Madam, theſe Summer Mornings are as pleaſant 
to young Folks, as the Winter Nights to marry'd People, or 
as your Morning of Beauty to Mr. Lovewell. 


* = 


Lac, I'm violently atraid the Evening of my Beauty will | 


fall to his ſhare very ſoon ; for I'm inclinable to marry him. 
I ſhall ſoon lie under an Eclipſe, Pindreſs. | 


Pin. Then it muſt be full Moon with your Ladyſhip. But 


why wou'd you chuſe to marry in Summer, Madam? 
Luc. 1 know no cauſe, but that People are apteſt to run 
mad in het Weather, unleſs you take a Woman's Reaſon. 
Pin. What's that, Madam? | 
Luc. Why, I am weary of lying alone. = 
Pin, Oh dear Madam ! Lying alone is very dangerous; tis 


apt to breed (trange Dreams. 


Luc. I bad the oddeſt Dream laſt Night, of my Courtier 
that is to be, Squire Moc mode. He appear d Crowded about 
with a Dancing-Maſter, Puſhing-Miſter, Muſick-Maſter, and 


all the Throng of Beau- makers; and methought he mimickd 


Foppery fo awkardly, that his Imitation was downright 
burleſquing it. I burſt out a laughing ſo heartily, that 1 wa- 
ken'd my felf. 


Pin, But Dreams go by contraries, Madam. Have not you 


ſeen him yet. 


Luc. No; but my Uncle's Letter gives account that he's 
newly come to Town from the Univerſity, where his Education 


could reach no farther than to guzzle fat Ale, ſmoke Tabac- 


co, and chop Logick——Faugh——it makes me ſick. 
Pin, But he's very rich, Madam; his Concerns joyn to 
yours 1n the Country. | 1 
Luc. Ay, but his Concerns ſhall never joyn to mine in the 
Cuy: For ſince I bave the Diſpoſal of my own Fortune, 
Lovenell's the Man for my Money. 1 
= Pin, Ay, and for my Money; for I've had above twenty 
pieces from him ſince his Courtſhip began. He's the prettieſt 
ber Gentleman; I have ſo ſtrong an Opinion of his Mo- 


deſty, that I'm afraid, Madam, your firſt Child will be a 


Fool. 


Luc. Oh God forbid ! I hope a Lawyer underſtands Buſi- 
neſs better than to beget any thing non copos—— The Walks 
fill apace ; the Enemy approaches, we mult ſet out our falſe 
Colours. [ Put on the ir Mast. 

Pin. We Masks arc the pureſt Privateers! Madam, how 
would you like to cruiſe about a little? Tuc. 


* - 
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4 Love and a Bottle. I 
Luc. Well enough, had we no Enemies but our Fops and 


Cits : But 1 dread theſe bluſtring Men of War, the Officers, | 
who after a Broad-ſide, of Dam'me's and Sinkme's , are for 


boarding all Masks they meet as lawful Prize. 


Pin, In truth, Madam, and the moſt of em are lawful | 


Prize, for they generally have French Ware under Hatches, 


Luc. Oh hideous ! O' my Conſcience, Girl, thou'rt quite 
ſpoil'd. An Actreſs upon the Stage would bluſh at ſuch Ex- L 


preſſions. | 


Pin. Ay, Madam, and your Ladyſhip wou'd ſeem to 


bluſh in the Box, when the Redneſs of your Face proceeded 
from nothing but the Conſtraint of holding your Laughter, 


Didn't you chide me for not putting a ſtronger Lace in your 
Stays , when you had broke one as ſtrong as a Hempen Cord 
with containing a violent Tihee at a ſmutty Jeſt in the lat Þ 


Play? 


odd Figure! Some Gentleman in Diſguiſe, I believe. 


Pin. Had he a finer Suit on, I ſhou'd believe him in Diſ- 1 
guiſe; for I fancy his Friends have only known him by that 


this Twelve-month, 


Luc. Go, go, thou'rt a naughty Girl; thy impertinent Chat 
has diverted us from our Bus'neſs. I'm afraid Lovewell has 
miſs'd us for want of the Sign. But whom have we here? An 


Luc. His Mien and Air ſhew him a Gentleman, and his 


Cloaths demonſtrate him a Wit. He may afford us ſome 2 


ſport. I have a Female Inchnation to talk to him. 


Pin. Hold , Madam, he looks as like one of thoſe dange- 4 
rous Men of War you juſt now mention d as can be; you 
had beſt ſend out your Pinnace before, to diſcover the 


Enemy 
Luc. No, III hale him my ſelt. 


Luc. Of what? | 

Roe b. Of the Devil, and now my Dream's out 

Luc. What! Do you dream ſtanding ? 3 

Roeb. Ves faith, Lady, very often when my Sleep's haunted 


by ſuch pretty Goblins as you. You are a fort of Dream 


1 wou'd fain be reading: I'm a very good Interpreter indeed, N 


Madam. 5 
Luc. Are you then one of the Wiſe- men of the Eaſt? 
Roeb. No, Madam; but one of the Fools of the Weſt: 

Luc. Pray, what do you mean by that. GE 


Reb. An Iriſh-man, Madam, at your Service, 
1 2 


: [ Moves towards him. | I 
What, Sit, dreaming? [Slaps Him o th Shoulder with her Fan. 
Koe. Yes, Madam. „„ L 


Love and 4 Bottle. . 


Luc. Oh horrible! an Iriſh-man ! a meer Wolf-Dog , I 
proteſt. . 


Roeb. Ben't ſurpriz d, Child; the Wolf-Dog is as well na- 


tur'd an Animal as any of your Country Bull-Dogs, and a 
much more fawning Creature, let me tell ye. [Lays hold on her. 
Luc. Pray, gcod Ceſar, keep off your Paws; no ſcraping ac- 
uaintance for Heaven's ſake. Tell us ſome news of your 
untry ; 1 have heard the ſtrangeſt Stories. that the Peo- 

le wear Horns and Hoofs. | 8 
Reb. Ves, faith, a great many wear Horns: but we had 


4 that among other laudable Faſhions, from London. I think 


it came over with your Mode of wearing high Topknots; for 
erer ſince, the Men and Wives bear their Heads exalted alike. 
bey were both Faſhions that took wonderfully. 
Luc. Then you have Ladjes among you. 
EKoeb. Yes, yes, we have Ladies, and Whores; Colleges, 
and Playhouſes ; Churches, and Taverns; fine Houſes, and 
3 Bawdy- Houſes: in ſhort every thing that you can boaſt of, 
but Fops, Poets, Toads and Adders. 
= Lac, But have you no Beau's at all? 
Reb. Yes, they come over like the Woodcocks, once a Year. 
Luc. And have your Ladies no Springes to catch em in? 
'* KFZeeb. No, Madam our own Country affords us much bet- 
ter Wild-fowl. But they are generally ſtripp'd of their Fea- 


1 thers by the Play-houſe and Taverns ; in both which they pre- 


tend to be Criticks; and our ignorant Nation imagines a full 
= Wig as infallible a token of a Wit as the Laurel. 

Luc. Oh Lard! and here tis the certain ſign of a Block- 
head. But why no Poets in Ireland, Sir? © 9 
= AFXeeb. Faith, Madam I know not, unleſs St. Patrick ſent 
them a packing with other venemous Creatures out of Ireland. 
Nothing that carries a Sting in its Tongue can live there. But 
ſince I have deſcribed my Country, let me know a little of 
England, by a ſight of your Face. 

Luc. Come you to particulars firſt. Pray, Sir, unmaſque, 
Z oy telling who you are; and then I'll unmaſque, and ſhew 
who J am. | | 


Reeb. You muſt diſmiſs your Attendant then, Madam ; for 


the diſtinguiſhing particular of me 1s a Secret. 
Pin. Sir, 1 can keep a Secret as well as my Miſtreſs ; and 
the greater the Secrets are, I love em the better. 
Luc. Can't they be whiſper'd, Sir? | 
= AKceb. Oh yes, Madam, I can give you a hint, by which you 
may undcritand em.  [Pretends to whiſper, and kiſſes ber. 
Luc. Sir, you're impudent.— 


Koeb. 
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Rob. Nay, Madam, ſince you're ſo good at minding folks, 
have with you. [Catches her faſt, carrying her off, 


Fin. Help! help! belp ! 
Enter Lovewell. 


Love. Villain, unhand the Lady, and defend thy ſelf. Dram, 
Roeb. What! Knight- Errants in this Country! Now has 
the Devil very opportunely ſent me a Throat to cut; pray 
[ Qits em they go off. 
Have at thee—St. George for England. — They fight after ſome paſſe: | 
My Friend Lovewell ! [Roeb. fart; back, and pauſes. | 
| Lowe, My dear Roebuck! [Fling down their Snords, and embrace. | 


Heaven bis Pockets be well lin'd. 


Shall I believe my Eyes? 
Roch. You may believe your Ears; tis I, be gad. 


Love. Why, thy being in London is ſuch a myttery, that 1 
mult have the evidence of more Senſes than one to confirm me 


of its truth. —— But pray unfold the Riddle. | 


Reb, Why faith tis a Riddle. You wonder at it before : 
the Explanation, then wonder more at your ſelf for not guel- 
{ing it. What is the univerſal Cauſe of the continued Evils FR 


of Mankind ? 


Love. The univerſal Cauſe of our continued Evils, is the 


Devil ſure. 


Roeh. No, tis the Fleſh, Ned——That very Woman that 3 
drove us all out of Paradiſe, has ſent me a packing out of Ire - 4 


land. 
Love. How ſo? | 
Roeb. Only taſting the forbidden Fruit, that was all. 
Love. Is ſimple Fornication become ſo great a Crime there, 
as to be puniſhable by no leſs than Baniſhmeni ? 


Roeb. 1 gad, mine was double Fornication , Ned.— The 


Jade was ſo pregnant to bear Twins, the Fruit grew in clu- 
ſters; and my unconſcionable Father, becauſe 1 was a Rogue 
in debauching her, wou'd make me a Fool by wedding her: 


But I wou'd not marry a Whore, and he wou'd not own a 


dilobedient Son, and fo—— 
Love. But was ſhe a Gentlewoman ? 

Roeb. Pſhaw ! No, ſhe had no Fortune. She wore indeed 
a Silk Manteau and High-Head ; but thele are grown as little 
ſigns of Gentility now-a-days, as that is of Chaſtity. 

Love. But what neceſſity forc'd you to leave the Kingdom? 

Roeb. III tell you.——To ſhun th'inſulting Authority of an 
incens'd Father, the dull and often-repeated Advice of imper- 
tinent Relations, the continual Clamours of a furious Woman, 
and the ſhrill Bawling of an ill natur d Baſtard. From all 
which, Good Lord deliver me. 5 Love. 
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Love. And ſo you left them to grand Dada !— -A, ha, ha. 

Koeb. Heaven was pleaſed to leſſen my Affliction, by taking 
away the She-brat; but the tother is, 1 hope, well, becauſe 
a brave Boy, whom I chriſten d Edward, after thee, Lowewell ; 


a I made bold to make my Man ſtand for you, and your Siſter 


ſent her Maid to give her Name to my Daughter. 
Love. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does ſhe! 
== AFXoeb. Dear Lovewell, a very Miracle of Beauty and Good- 
' FS neſs —But I don't like her. 8 
= Love. Why? | | | 
Roeb. She's Virtuous ;——and I think Beauty and Virtue 
are as ill joined as Lewdnefs and Uglineſs. 
[3 Low, But I hope your Arguments could not make her a Pro- 
felyte to this Profeſſion. N 
EFTioeb. Faith I endeavour d it; but that plaguy Honour 
Damn it for a whim. Were it as honourable for Women 
to be Whores, as Men to be Whore-malters, we ſhou'd have 


 F# Lewdneſs as great a Mark of Quality among the Ladies, as 
tis now among the Lords. | 


Lowe. What! do you, hold no innate Principle of Vertue 
in Women ? 


Roch. I hold an innate Principle of Love in them: Their 
Paſſions are as great as ours, their Reaſan weaker. We ad- 


mire them, and conſequently they muſt us. And 1 tell thee 


once more, That had Women no ſafe-guard but your innate 


4 Principle of Vertue, honeſt George Roebuck wou'd have lain 
with your Siſter, Ned, and ſhou d enjoy a Countels before 


night, fn 
eg But methinks, George, twas not fair to tempt my 
i[ter, 

Roeb. Methinks *twas not fair of thy Siſter, Ned, to tempt 
me. As ſhe was thy Silter, I had no deſign upon her; but as 
ſhe's a pretty Woman, I could ſcarcely forbear her, were ſhe 
my own. 85 ; 

Love. But, upon ſerious reflection, Cou'd not you have hv'd 
better at home by turning thy Whore into his Wife, than here 
by turning other Mens Wifes into Whores? There are Mer- 


chants Ladies in London, and you mult trade with them, for 
ought 1 ſee. | 


Koeb. Ay, but is the Trade open? Is the Manufacture in- 


courag d, old Boy? f 
Lwe. Oh, wonderfully ?——a great many poor people live 


by't. Tho' the Husbands are for engroſſing the Trade, the | 
Wives are altogether for encouraging Intcrlopers. Bur I hope 


you have brought ſome ſmall Stock to ſet up with, ws 
ch, 
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Brats. 
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Koeb. The greatneſs of my wants, which wou'd force me to 
diſcover 'em, makes me bluſh to own em. [4fde.] Why 
faith, Ned, 1 had a great Journey from Ireland hither, and] 
wou'd burthen my felt with no more than juſt neceſſary 
Charges. 5 | 


Love. Oh, then you have brought Bills. 3 


Rveb, No faith. Exchange of Money from Dallin hither, ? 


15 ſo unreaſonable high, that—— 
Love, What ! 


Roeb. That——Loons, I have not one farthing——Non | } 


you underſtand me. 


Lowe. No faith, I never underſtand one that comes in for- 


.»:4 pauperis; I han't ſtudyd the Law fo long for nothing, . : 


But what Proſpect can you propoſe of a Supply? 


Koeb. I'll tell you. When you appear'd, I was juſt thank- 
ing my Stars for ſending me a Throat to cut, and conſequent- 
ly a Purſe: But my knowledge of you prevented me of that 
way, and therefore I think you're oblig d in return to aſſiſt me 
by ſome better means. You were once an honeſt Fellow ; 
but ſo long ſtudy in the Inns may alter a Man ſtrangely, as 


you fay. 


Love. No, dear Roebuck, I'm till a friend to thy Vertues, 
and eſteem thy Follics as Foils only to ſet them off, I did 
but rally you; and to convince you, here are ſome Pieces, 
ſhare of what J have about me: Take them as earneſt of my 
farther ſupply ; you know my Eſtate ſufficient to maintain 

iE you will either reſtrain your Extravagancies „or! . 


retrench my neceſſaries. mY 
 Roeb. Thy profeſſion of Kindneſs is ſo great, that I cou'd al- 


moſt ſuſpect it of Deſign. But come, Friend, 1 am heartily | 
tir'd with the fatigue of my Journey, beſides a violent Fit of 


Sickneſs, which detain'd me a Month at Coventry, to the ex- 

hauſting of my Health and Money. Let me only recruit by a 

Reliſh of the Town in Love and a Bottle, and then 

Oh Heav'ns! and Earth! {As they are going off, Roebuck 
a tk ſtarts back ſurpri v d. 


Love. What's the matter, Man? | 
Koeb. Why! Death and the Devil; or, what's worſe, a Wo- 
man and a Child. Oons! don't you fee Mrs, Tradge with 
my Baſtard in her Arms croſſing the Field towards us? —— 
On indefatigable Whore, to follow me all the way to 
ndon | | 
Love. Mrs. Trudge my old Acquaintance ! 
Rgeb. Ay, ay, the very ſame; your old Acquaintance ; and 
for ought I know, you might have clubb d about —_ the 
| ok eh e. 
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rern. 


Love and a Bottle. ”" 
Love: Tis but reaſonable then I ſhou'd pay ſhare at the 


, Reckoning. III help to provide for her; in the mean time, 

vou had beſt retire —Bryſh, conduct this Gentleman to my 

| Lodgings, and run from thence to Widow Bullfinch's, * 
A provide a Lodging with her for a Friend of mine. 


7 
and come back preſently—— [Exit Roeb. and Bruſh. 
o; my Friend comes to Town like the Great Tyrk to the 
Field, attended by his Concubines and Children; and I'm 
afraid theſe are but part of his Retinue.— But hold 
Il ſhan't be able to ſuſtain the ſhock of this Woman's Fury. 
rn 1 till ſhe has diſcharged her firſt Volley, then ſur- 
prize her. | 
'Y , Enter Trudge, with a Child crying. 

F% Huſh, huſh, huſh——And indeed it was a young Travel- 
8 ler.— And what woud it ſay? It.ſays that Daddy is a 
falſe Man, a cruel Man, and an ungrateful Man.——In troth 
Creature? Huſh, huſh, huſh——Was ever poor Woman 
in ſuch a lamentable condition? immediately after the pains 
ol one Travail, to undergo the fatigues of another! — But 
m ſure, he can never do well; for tho I can't find him, my 
Curſes, and the Miſery of this Babe, will certainly reach him. 

Love. Methinks I ſhou'd know that Voice Moving forward. 


: 0 thou got there? „ N 
Fund. Oh Lord! Mr. Lovewell ! I'm very glad to fee you, 
| | — and yet am aſham'd to ſee you. But indeed he promis d 


A | to marry me, [Crying] and you know Mr. Lyvewell, that he's 
ſuch a handiome Man, and has ſo many ways of inſinuating, 


| that the frailty of Woman's Nature could not reſiſt him. 
öõw Love, What's all this: A handſome Man! Ways of in- 
ſinuating! Erailty of Nature! — I don't underſtand theſe 
, FE ambiguous Terms, ; 

Trad. Ah, Mr. Lovewell! I'm ſure you have ſeen Mr. Roe- 


buck, and I'm ſure would be the firſt thing he wou'd tell you. 
refer it to you, Mr. Lovewell, if he is not anungrateful Man, 
. 8 deal. ſo barbarouſly with any Woman that had us d him 
10 civilly. I was kinder to him than 1 woud have been to 
my own born Brother, b 

| Love. Oh then I find kiſſing goes by favour, Mrs. Trudge. 

= _Trd. Faith you're all alike, you Men are alike. — Poor 
Child! he's as like his own Dadda, as if he were ſpit out of 
bis mouth, See, Mr. Lovewell, if he has not Mr. Reebuck's Noſe 
# 2 a hair; and you know he has a very good Noſe; and the 
By little Pigſnye has Mamma's Mouth. — Oh the little Lips! 

| an 


= 


bo he is, my dear Child. — What ſhall I do with it, poor 


What! Mrs. Trudge! and in London! whoſe brave Boy haſt 
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and *tis the beſt natur'd little Det ng and Riſes it.] 
er 


And wou d it ask its God- father Bleſſing ?2-— Indeed, 
Mr. Lovewell, I believe the Child knows you. | 
Lowe, Ha, ha, ha! Well, I will give it my Bleſſing. [Gives 

| 3 it Gold. 
(As he gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and Pindrefs, 
8 w/o ſeeing them ſtand, abſcond. | 
Come, Madam, Tl firſt ſettle you in a Lodging, and then 
find the falſe Man, as youcall him. exit Love. 
lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. : = 
Tuc. The falf: Men 1s found already. Was there ever | 
ſuch a lucky Diſcovery ?—My care for his preſervation 
brought me back, and now beholdqhow my kindneſs is re- 
turn d Their Fighting was a downright trick to frighten 
me from the p!:ce, thereby to afford him opportunity of en- 
tertaining his Whore and Brat. —_ 
Pin, Your conjecture, Madam, bears a colour; for lookin; 
back, I could perceive em talking very familiarly ; fo that 
they cou'd not be Strangers as their pretended Quarrel would 
intimate. Ss | 
Luc. Tis all true as he is falſe. — What! lighted ! de- 
ſpis d! my honourable Love truck d for a Whore | Oh Vil- 
lain! Epitome of thy Sex !——But IIl be reveng d. I'll mar- 
ry the firſt Man that asks me the Queſtion; nay; though he te 
a disbanded Soldier, or a poor Poet, or a ſenſeleſs Fop ;— IE 
Nay, tho impotent, Vil marry im. 
Pin. Oh Madam! that's to be reveng d on your ſelf. 5 
Luc. I care not, Fool! I deſerve puniſhment for my Cre- 
dulity, as much as he for his Falſhood.— And you deſerve 
it too, Minx ; your perſuaſions drew me to this Afſſignation : 
I never lov'd the falſe Man. | "TY 'F 
Pin. That's falſe, Im ſure. 5 [Aj 
Luc. But you thought to get another piece of Gold, We 
ſhall have him giving you Money on the fame ſcore, he wasſo 
hberal to his Whore juſt now, [Walks abont in Paſſun. p 
Enter Lovewell. . 5 


Love. So much for Friend ſhip now for my Love.— 15 
han't trangreſſed much. Ob, there ſhe is. Oh my An- 
gel! [ Runs to ber. 
Luc. Oh thou Devil [ Starts back, hi 
Love. Not unleſs you damn me, Madam. | 


Lac. You're damn'd already; you're a Man. 
[Exit puſhing Pindrels, 
Lowe. You're a Woman, I'll be ſ\worn,——Hey day! what 
giddy Female Planet rules now! By the Lord, theſe Women 
= 


Love and a Bottle. 11 
are like their Maidenheads, no ſooner found than loſt.— Here, 
Bruſh, run after Pindreſs, and know the occaſion of this. 
[Bruſh run. Stay, come back. Zoons, I'm a Fool; 

a th That's the firſt wiſe word you bave ſpoken thele two 
months. Tl | | | : | 

en Trouble me with your untimely Jeſts, Sirrah, and 
11. — 5 4 
5 Bruſh. Your Pardon, Sir; I'm in down-right earneſt, — 
lis a leſs Slavery to be Apprentice to a famous Clap-Surgeon, 
than to a Lover. He falls out with me, becauſe he can't fall 
in with his Miſtreſs. 1 can bear it no longer. 

. Love. Sirrab, what are you mumbling ? 

Bruſh. A ſhort Prayer before I depart, Sir. 1 have been 
= theſe three Years your Servant, but now, Sir, I'm your humble 
Servant. [ Bows as going. 
1 Love. Hold, you ſhan't leave me. 

Bruſh, Sir, you can't be my Maſter, 

Love, Why ſo ? e 3 

Bruſh. Becauſe you're not your own Maſter ; yet one would 


F | think you might, for you bave loſt your Miſtreſs. Oons, Sir, 


let her go, and a fair riddance. Who throws away a Teſter 
and a Miſtreſs , loſes Six pence. That little Pimping Cupid 
1s a blind Gunner, Had he ſhot as many Darts as I have 


| ff | carry'd Billets Deux, he wou'd bave laid ber kicking with her 


heels up &er now. In ſhort, Sir, my Patience is worn to the 
ſtumps with attending ; my ſhoes and Stockings are upon their 
laſt Legs with trudging between you, I bave ſweat out all 
my Moiſture of my Hand with palming your clammy Letters 
upon her. I have — _ „ 

Love. Hold, Sir, your trouble is now at an end, for I deſign 
to marry her. ; TE 
Bruſh. And have you courted her theſe three Years for no- 
thing but a Wife ? 5 | | 

Love, Do you think, Raskal, 1 wou'd have taken ſo much 
pains to make her a Miſs? Os 

Bruſh. No, Sir; the tenth part on't wou'd ha' done. 
But if you are reſolvd to marry, God b'w'ye: 

Love. What's the matter now, Sirrah ! _ 5 
= Bruſh, Why, the matter will be, that 1 muſt then Pimp for 
her. Hark ye, Sir, what have you been doing all this while, 
but teaching her the way to Cuckold ye ?—— Take care, Sir; 
& look before you leap. You have a tickliſh Point to manage. 
= ——Can you tell, Sir, what's her Quarrel to you now? ; 
* Love, 1 can't imagine, I don t remember that ever I of- 


© fended her, h h 
_— Bruſh, 
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Bruſh, Thar's it, Sir. She reſolves to put your eaſineſs to 
the Teſt now , that ſhe may with more ſecurity rely upon't 
hereafter. Always ſuſpect thoſe Women of Deſigns that 
are for ſearching into the Humours of their Courtiers ; for 
they certainly intend to try them when they're marry d. 

Love. How cam'ſt thou ſuch an Engeneer in Love? 

Bruſh. I have ſprung ſome Mines in my time, Sir; and ſince 
I have trudg'd fo long about your amcrous Meſſages, I have 
more Intrigue in the Sole of my Feet, than ſome Blockheads 
in their whole Body, t 1 8 

Love. Sirrah, have you ever diſcover'd any Behaviour in this 
Lady, to occaſion this ſuſpicious Diſcourſe ? 2 

Bruſh. Sir, has this Lady ever diſcover d any Behaviour of 
yours to occaſion this ſuſpicious Quarrel ? I believe the Lady 
has as much of the innate Principle of Virtue (as the Gentle- 
man ſaid) as any Woman: But that Baggage, her Atten- 
dant, is about raviſhing her Ladies Page every hour. *Tis 
an old Saying, Like Maſter, like Man; why not as well, li 
Miſtreſs, like Maid? = 

Love. Since thou art for trying Humours , have with you, 
Madam Lucinda. Beſides, ſo fair an opportunity offers, that 
Fate ſeem'd to deſign it. Have you left the Gentleman at 
my Lodgings? | | : 

Bruſh. Yes, Sir, and Sent a Porter to his Inn to bring his 
things chither. Fes 

Love. That's right. Love, like other Diſeaſes, muſt ſome- 
times have a deſperate Cure. The School of Venus impoſcs 
the ſtrict Diſcipline ; And awful Czpid is a chaſtning Gd; 


_ He whips ſeverely. 


Bruſh. No, not if we kiſs the Rod. [Exeunt, 
| The End of the Fir ACT. 
4 


"We ws 
SCENE, Lovewel's Lodgings. 


Enter Lovewell, Rocbuck dreſs'd, and Bruſh. 
Love. O' my Conſcience, the tawning Creature loves you. 
Roe b. Ay, the conſtant effects of debauching a Wo- 
man are, that ſne infallibly loves the Man for doing the bu- 
ſineſs, and he certainly hates her, — But what Company b 
{he like to have at this ſame Widow's, Braſh. I 
. : 7h. 
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Bruſh. Oh the beſt of Company, Sir; a Poet lives there, Sir, 
Koeb. They re the worſt Company, for they're ill natur d. 


Bruſh. Ay, Sir, but it does no Body any harm ; for theſe 


Fellows that get Bread by their Wits are always forc'd to eat 
their words. They muſt be good natur'd, ipigſit of their 


Teeth, Sir. Tis ſaid he pays his Lodging by cracking fome 


ſmutty Jeſts with his Land lady over-night ; for ſhe's very well 
pleas d with his Natural Parts. [While Reb. a α Bruſh talk, 
Lovewell ſeems to project ſomething by himſelf. 

Roeb. What other Lodgers are there? 


Bruſh, One newly enter d, a young Squire, juſt come from 


the Univerſity. 


Koch. A meer peripatetick, I warrant hin. A very pret- 


ty Family; a Heathen Philoſopher, an Engliſh Poet, and an 
Iriſh Whore. Had the Landlady but an Highland Piper to 
join with em, ſhe might ſet up for a Collection of Monſters. 
Any body within? [Slap Lovewell on the Shoulder. 

Love. Yes, you are my Friend. All my Thoughts were 
employ'd about you. In ſhort, 1 have one Requeſt to make, 
That you would renounce your looſe wild Courſes, and lead 
a ſober Life, as 1 do. 1 

Roeb. That I will, if you'll grant me a Boon. 

Love. You ſhall Have it, be't what it will. * 

Reb, That you wou'd relinquiſh your preciſe ſober Beha- 
viour, and live hke a Gentleman, as I do. | 

Love. That I can't grant. 185 . 

Roeb. Then we're off: Tho ſhou'd your Women prove no 
better than your Wine, my Debaucheries will fall of them- 
ſelves, for want of Temptation. 

Love. Our Women are worſe than our Wine; our Claret 
has but little ot the French in't, but our Wenches have the De- 
vil and all: They are both adulterated; to prevent the in- 
res of which, I'll provide you an honourable Mi- 

reſs. , | | 

Reeb. An honourable Miſtreſs! what's that? 

Lowe, A vertuous Lady, whom you mult love and court; 


the ſureſt method of reclaiming you. As thus :—— Thoſe 


ſuperfluous Pieces you throw away in Wine, may be laid 


Roeb. To the Poor? 


Love. No, no: In Sweet-Powder. Cravats, Garters, snuff- 


: boxes, Ribbons, Coach-mre, and Chair-bire. Thoſe ile Hours 
which you miſpend with lewd ſophiſticated Wenches, mui 
: be dedicated | | | 


Rob, To the Church? 
* 5 C „ Love. 
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To. No; to the innocent and charming Converſation of 
your vertuous Miſtreſs; by which means, the two moſt exor- 
—_ on Drinking and Whoring , will be re- 
trench 1 
Roeb. A very fine Retrenchment truly! I muſt firſt deſpiſe : 
the honeſt jolly Converſation at the Tavern, for the foppiſh, 
affected, dull, inſipid Entertainment at the Chocolate-houſe; 
mult quit my freedom with ingenious Company, to harneſs 
my ſelf to Foppery among the fluttering crowd of Cupids Li- 
very- boys. —The ſecond Article is, That I muſt reſign the 
Company of lewd Women for that of my innocent Miſtreſs; 
that is, I muſt change my eaſie natural ſin of Wenching, to 
that conſtrain'd debauchery of Lying and Swearing. 
The many Lies and Oaths that I made to thy Siſter, will go 
nearer to damn me, than if 1 had enjoy'd her a hundred 
times over. 8 5 | [2 
Lov. Oh Roebuck! your Reaſon will maintain the contra- | * 
ry, when you're in Love. 
Roeb. That is, when I have loſt my Reaſon ; Come, come, 
a Wench, a Wench! a ſoft, white, eaſie, conſenting Crea- 
ture Prithee, Ned, leave Muſtineſs, and ſhew me the 
Varieties of the Town. 
Tov. A Wench is the leaſt Variety Look out — See 
what a numerous Train trip along the Street there.! : 
[ Pointing outwards. Þ 
Roeb. Oh Venus! all theſe fine ſtately Creatures : 
Fare you well, Ned. — [Runs out; Lovew. catches him, 
: and palls him back. ; 

Prithee let me go; 'Tis a Deed of Charity; Im quite 
Rarv'd, III juſt take a ſnap, and be with you in the twink - 
ling As you're my Friend — 1 mult go. Þ 
Lov. Then we muſt break for all together. [ Ouits him.) 
—— He that will leave his Friend for a Whore, I reckon 2 
Commoner in Friendſhip as in Love. 

Roeb. If you ſaw how ill that ſerious Face becomes a Fel- 
low of your Years, you wou'd never wear it again, Youth is 
taking 1n any Maſquerade but Gravity. | | 

Lov. Tho Lewdneſs ſuits much worſe with your Circum- 
ſtances, Sir. ; 

Reeb. Ay, theſe Circumſtances! Damn theſe Circumſtan- 
ces. There he has hamſtring d me. This Poverty! bow 
it makes a Man ſneak !-— Well; prithee let's know this de- 


viliſh Vertuous Lady. By the Circumſtances of my Body, 1 
ſhall ſoon be off or on with her, | 
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Tov. Know then for thy utter Condemnation, that ſhe's 


a Lady of Eighteen, Beautiful, Witty, and nicely Ver- 
tuous. 

Roe b. A Lady of Eighteen ! Good, —Beautiful! Better 
Witty ! —Beſt of all——Now with theſe three Qualifications, 
if ſhe be nicely vertuous, then Tl henceforth adore every 
things that wears a Petticoat—Witty and Vertuous ! Ha, ha, 
ha. Why, tis as inconſiſtent in Ladies as Gentlemen; and 
were I to debauch one for a Wager, her Wit ſhould be my 


Bawd— Come, come the forbidden Fruit was pluck'd from 


the Tree of Knowledge, Boy. „ 
Love. Right. But there was a cunninger Devil than vou, to 


C 


tempt,—T'll aſſure you George, your Rhetorick wou d fail you 


here; (he wou'd worſt you af your own Weapons. 
Roeb. Ay, or any Man in England, if ſhe be Eighteen, as 
r F a 
Love, Have a care, Friend, this Satyr will get you torn in 
pieces by the Females; you'll fall into Orpheus s Fate. 
Roeb. Orpheus was a Blockhead, and deferv'd his Fate, 
Low, Why? CNL EN 
Koch. Becauſe he went to Hell for a Wife. 1 2 
Lov. This happens right (Aſide. But you ſhall go to 
Heav'n for a Miſt 
I don't deſire you to fall in Love with her; 1 don't intend 
you ſhou'd marry her neither : But you muſt be convinc'd of 
the Chaſtity of the Sex; tho' if you ſhou'd conquer her, the 
Spoil, you Rogue, will be glorious, and infinitely worth the 
pains in attaining. | 1 5 


Roeb. Ay, but Ned, my Circumſtances, my Circum- | 


Ranres,——— | 
Lov. Come, you ſhan't want Money. ; | 
Roeb. Then I dare attempt it. Money is the Sinews of Love, 


as of War. Gad, Friend thou art the braveſt Pimp I ever | 


heard of. Well, give me Directions to fail by, the Name 
Nen, Port, lade my Pockets, and then for the Cape of Good 
Lov, You need no Directions as to the manner of Court - 
Ip. Ae 
Roch, No; I have ſeen ſome few Principles, on which my 


Courtſhip's founded, which ſeldom fail. To let a Lady rely 


upon my Modetty, but to depend my felf altogether upon 
my Impudence; to uſe a Mikreſs like a Deity in publick , 


but like a Woman in private: To be as cautious then of 


ASS 
IV. 
Wh 


asking an impertinent Queſtion, as afterwards of telling a 
Story ; remembring , that the Tongue is the only Member 
45 C 3 that 


reſs, you ſhall court this Divine Creature | 
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that can't hurt a Lady's Honour, tho touch d to the tenderſt 
Ke. , 1 n „ | 
8 Lov. Oh! but to a Friend, George; you'll tell a Friend 
your Succeſsz. TT OE : Nh : 3 
Rhe hb. No, not to her very ſelf; it muſt be as private as De- 
votion. No blabbing unleſs a ſqua w ling Brat peeps out to 
tell Tales. But where lies my Courſe ? 
Tov. Bruſh (hall ſhew you the Houſe; tue Lady's Name 
is Lucinda; her Father and Mother dead; ſhe's Heireſs to 
Twelve Hundred a Year :. But above all, obſerve this: She 
has a Page which you mult get on your {ide ; Iis a very 
pretty Boy; I preſented him to-the Lady about a Fortnight 
ago; he's your Country-man too; he brought me a. Letter 
from my Siſter, which I have about me. Here, you may 
read it. el I | | 
Roch. Ay, tis her hand; I know it well; and 1 almoſt 
bluſhto' ſe f:. de Cl i (Aſide, 
[Reads] Dear Brother, . _ - . © | 
A Lady of my Acquaintance lately dying, begg'd me as her lf 
Requeſt, to provide for this Boy, who was her Page. I hope 1 
Have obey d my Friend's laſt Command, and oblig d a Brother, by 
ſending him to you. Pray diſpoſe of him as much as you can for 
bis Advantage. All Friends are well, and Iam  _ 


Your affectionate Siſter, Leanthe. 


4 - 


4 


* 


(While he reads, Lovewell talks to Bruſh, and gives 
A Lo im ſome Directions ſeemingly. . 

All Friends are well; Is that all? Not a word of poor 
Roebuck, — I wonder ſhe mention'd nothing of my Misfor- 


iunes to her Brother. But ſhe has forgot me already. True 


Woman ſtill — Well, T may excuſe her, for I'm making all 
the haſte 1 can to forget ler. 0 i 
:. - Lyv: Be ſure you have an Eye upon him, and come to me 
preſently at Widow Bullfinchs— (To Bruſh.) — Well, 
George, cu won't communicate your Success? (Aft. 
Koeb. You may gueſs what you pleaſe.- I'm as merry 
after a Miſtreſs as after a Bottle. All Air; brunfell of Joy, 
like a Bumper of Claret, ſmiling and ſparkling, 
Lav. Then youll certainly run over. 1 

- - Roeb, No, no, nor ſhall I drink to any body.— 

"Fo ; . | Fo pet (Extunt ſeverally. 
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SCENE changes to a Dining-room in Widow Bulfinch's Houſe, 
A Flute, Muſick-book upon the Table; a Caſe of Toys hanging 
up,—— NRC 1 

Enter Rigadoon the Dancing- Maſter , leading in Mockmode by 
both hands; as teaching him the Minuet; 7A ſngs and Mock- 
mode dances awkardly; Club follows, + 4 
Rig. Tal dal——deral——One——Two.——Tal—-- 

dal dera. Coupe Tal dal deral Very 

Well—dal——deral——Wrong.-—Tal-— dal—--deral 

Joes out ——Tal——dal——deral— Obſerve Time 

Very well indeed, Sir; you ſhall dance as well as any Man 


in England; you have an excellent Diſpoſition in your Limbs, 


Sir Obſerve me, Sir. 
(Here the Maſter dances a new Minuet; and at every 


Cur Club makes an awkard Imitation by leaping up. 

And ſo forth, Sir. | 
Mock, I'm afraid we ſhall diſturb my Landlady. 
Rig. Landlady! You muſt have a care of that; ſhe'll ne- 

ver pardon you.-—— Landlady |! ——Every Woman, from a 


Counteſs to a Kitchin-wench, is Madam; and every Man, 


from a Lord to a Lacquey, Sir. ES. | 

_ Muſt I then loſe my Title of Squire, Squire Mock- 
mode. Kee 

Rig. By all Means, Sir; Squire and Fool are the ſame 
thing here. | 1 1 | 
Mock. That's very Comical, Faith But is there an Act 
of Parliament for that, Mr. Rigadoon 2—— Well, ſince I can't 
be a Squire, III do as well; 1 have a great Eſtate, and want 
only to be a great Beau to qualifie me either for a Knight or a 
Lord. By the Univerſe, I have a great mind to bind my ſelf 
Prentice to a Beau.—— Cou'd I but dance well, puſh well, 
play upon the Flute, and ſwear the molt modiſh Oaths, I 
wou d ſet up for Quality with e er a young Nobleman of em 
all. Pray what are the moſt faſhionable Oaths in Town? 


£Loons, I take it, is a very becoming one. 


Rig. Loons is only us'd by the disbanded Officers and Bul- 
lies : But Zauns is the Beaux Pronunciation. 
Mock. Launs.—— 
Jab. Zauns. ha i 
Rio, Yes, Sir, we ſwear as we dance; ſmooth, and with 
a Cadence — Zauns! Tis harmonious , and pleaſes the La- 
dies, becauſe 'risſoft.——Zauns, Madam—--18 the only Com- 


pliment our great Beaux paſs * a Lady. Meck. 
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0 Meck, But ;ſuppoſe a Lady ſpeaks to me, what muſt 1 
1 | 25 
Rig. Nothing, Sir vou muſt take Snuſh, grin, and make 
her an humble Cringe— Thus: 
[He bows Foppiſhly, and takes Snuſb; Mockmode imi- 
' tates him awkhardly; and taking Snuſh, ſneezes, 
Rig. O Lard, Sir, you mult never ſneeze ; tis as unbecom- 
ing after Orangere, as Grace after Meat. 
Mock, 1 thought People took it to clear the Brain. 1 
Rig. The Beaux have no Brains at all, Sir; their Skull is a 
perfect Snuſh-box; and 1 heard a Phyſician ſwear, who 
open'd one of 'em, that the three Diviſions of his Head were 
filld with Orangere, Bourgamct, and Plain-Spaniſh. 
Mock. Zauns, I muſt — rents Bleſs me. 
Rig. O fie, Mr. Mockmode ! What a ruſtical Expreſſion 


that is ?——Bleſs me ——You ſhou'd upon all ſuch Occa- 4 


ſions. cry, Dem me. You wou'd be as nauſeous to the La- 


dies, as one of the old Patriarchs, if you us d that obſolete | 


Expreſſion, 


Cub. J find that going to the Devil is very modiſh in this 0 


Town. — Pray, Maſter Dancing-Maſter, what Religion may 


theſe Beaux be of > 


Rig. A ſort of Indians in their Religion, they worſhip the 
Ful thing they ſee in the Morning, 

Mock. What's that, Sir? 

Rig. Their own Shadows in the Glaſs; and fome of em 
ſuch Helliſh Faces, that may frighten em into Devotion. 

i Then they are Indians right, for they worſhip the 
evil, | | | 
Rig. Then you ſhall be as great a Beau as any of em. But 

you mult be ſure to mind your Dancing. Ds 

Mack, Is not Muſick very convenient too? I can play the 


Bells and Maiden Fair already. Alamire, Bifabemi, Ceſolfa, F 


Delaſol, Ela, Effant, Geſolreut. I have em all by heart al- 
ready. But I have been plaguily puzzl'd about the Etymo- 
logy of theſe Notes; and certainly a Man cannot arrive at 
70 Perfection, unleſs he underſtands the Derivation of the 
erms, | 
Rig. O Lard, Sir! That's eaſie. Effaut and Geſolreut were 
two famous German Muſicians, and the reſt were [alians. 
Mock. But why are they only ſeven ? 3 
Rig. From a prodigious great Baſs-Viol with ſeven Strings, 


that play'd a Jig call'd the Muſick of the Spheres\'; The ſeven 
Planets were nothing but Fiddle-ſtrings. 


Mock, Then your Stars have made you a Dancing Maſter? 
| 12 
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Rig. O Lard, Sir! Pythagoras was a Dancing-Maſter; he 
ſhews the Creation to be a Country-Dance, where after ſome 
Antick Changes, all the Parts fell into their places, and there 
they ſtand ready, till the next ſqueak ofa Philoſopher's Fiddle 
ſets them a dancing again. = | 

Jub. Sir, here comes the Puſhing-Maſter. 

Rig. Then I'll be gone. But you muſt have a care of 


puſhing, twill ſpoil the Niceneſs of your Steps. Learn a 


Flouriſh or two; and that's all a Beau can have Occaſion 
for. 


Sour Nimdtewrilt. 


N 2 Ack. Oh, Mr. Nimblenriſt! I crave you ten thouſand Par- 
2 dons, by the Univerſe, 


Nimb. That was a home Thruſt. Good Sir, I hope you're 


1 for a Breathing this Morning. [Takes down a Foyl.] —T'll aſ- 


ſre you, Mr. Mockmode, you will make an excellent Sword(- 


man; you're as well ſhap'd for Fencing as any Man in Es- 
EF rope. The Duke of Burgundy is juſt of your Make; he puſhes 
the fineſt of any Man in France. 
ming. 0 ; BE OT 
Mock. Im much in love with Fencing : But, I think, Back- 
2 ſword is the beſt Play. | | | 


Sa, ſa—— like Light- 


4 Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir !——Haye you ever been in France, 
ir? 1 8 | | 
Mock. No, Sir; but J underſtand the Geography of it.—-- 


4 France is bounded on the North with the Rhine. 


Nimb. No, Sir; a Frenchman is bounded on the North with 


= Quart, on the South with Tierce and fo forth, *Tis a Noble 
Art, Sir; and B that wears a Swcrd is oblig' d by his 
K: e Rules of Honour are engrav d on my 


Tenure to learn. 
Hilt, and my Blade muſt maintain em. My Sword's my 
Herald, and the bloody Hand my Coat of Arms. a 
8 mw And how long have you profeſs d this Noble Art, 
ir | 

Nimb. Truly, Sir, I ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip to this 
Trade, Sir. 

Mock. What are ye a Corporation then ? . 
Nim. Yes, Sir; the Surgeons have taken us into theirs, 


becauſe we make ſo much Work for em.— But, as I was 


telling you , Sir, I profeſs'd this Science till the Wars broke 


out: But then, when every body got Commiſſions , I put in 


for one, ſerv'd the Campaigns in Flanders ; and when the 
Peace broke out, was disbanded; ſo among a great many 
other poor Rogues, am forc'd to betake to my old Trade. 


Now the publick Quarrel's ended, I live by private ones. 1 


live 


— 
— 
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diſcompoſe my ſteps. 


in your whole Body. 


your Heels, which makes you carry ſuch empty Noddles 
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grand Pimp to Foppery and Lewdneſs ; and the Devil and 
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live ſtill by dying, as the Song goes, Sir. While we have a 
Engliſh Courages, French Honour and Spaniſh Blades among di 
us, I ſhall live, Sir. 
Mock. <uxely your Sword and Skill did the King great Ser- to 
vice abroad. V 
Nimb. Ves, Sir; 1 kill'd above fifteen of our own Officers e 
171 private Duels in the Camp, Sir; killd 'em fairly; kill'd g. 
em 8 Sir, —— da, fa, fa, ſa. Parry, parry, parry, — [| w 
He puſhes. Mockmode on the Ribs ; he /irikes Nimble- 
wrilt over the Head, and breaks the Foil. © 
Cub. What's the Name of that Thruſt, pray, Sir? e 
Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir! the did not touch me not in the leaſt, 1 D 


Sir, The Foil was crack d, a palpable Crack. 


Blood runs down bis Fat, I 
 Oub. A very palpable Crack, uu. Your Skull is only 
crack'd, palpably crack d thats all. 
Mack. Well, Sir, if you pleaſe to teach me my Honours 
My Dancing-maſter has forbid me any more, leſt 1 ſhould 


N mb. Your Dancing-maſter is a Blockhead, dir. 
; Enter Rigadoon., | 
Rig. I forgot my Gloves, and ſo 
Mock. Oh Sir! he calls you Blockhead by the Univerſe, 
Rig. Launs, Sir [Foppiſply 
Nimb. Zoons. Sir.  [Bluffſhly. 
Rig. I have more Wit in thc Sole of my Foot, than you lan 


Nimb. Ay, Sit; you Caperers dance all your Brains into 


Your Rationat's revers'd, carrying 2 Underſtandings in 
your Legs. Your W is the perfec t - Antipodes to other 


Rig. And what are you, good Monſteur, ſa, ſa? Stand 


his Art; he'll fill your Head fo full of French Principles of 
Honour , that you won't have one of Honeſty. left. His 
Breaſt-plate there he calls the But of Horiour , at which all 


the Fools in the e ſhoot, and not one can hit the « 


Mark. Ev 1 
Nimb. You talk of Robin Hood, who never ſhot i in * Bow, 
Sir You Dancers are the Battledoors of the Nation, that 

toſs the light Poppin Shuttlecocks to and agen, to get your WW 
ſelves 1n heat. Have a care, Mr. Mockmode ; j this Fel- 
low will make a mere Graſhopper of you, ir, you're thc 


a Dan- 
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Dem me, I mean. 


Love and a Bottle. 21 


2 Dancing -maſter, dance a Corante over the whole King- ' 
dom. | 
Rig. A Pimp, Sir! What then, Sir? I engage Couples in- 


to the Bed of Love, but you match em into the Bed of Honour. 
We only jugele People out of their Chaſtity, but you cheat 
em out of their Lives. We ſhall have you, Mr. AMockmode, 
grinning in the Bed of Honour, as if you laugh'd at the Fool 
who muſt be hang'd for you.— Which is beſt, Mr. Nimble- 
® zrif, an eaſie Minuet, or a Tyburn Jig? 


Nimb. Don't provoke my Sword, Sir, left that Art you ſo 


. rerile ſhou'd revenge it ſelf; for every one of you that live by 
Dancing ſhould die by Puſhing, Sir. 


Rig. And every Man that lives by Puſhing, ſhou'd die 


Dancing, I take it. 


Nimb. Loons, Sir! What d'ye mean? 


Rig. Nothing, Sir ;——Tall—Jal—deral —( Dances.) — 


This takes the Ladies, Mr. Mockmode ; this runs away with 
all the great Fortunes in Town. Tho' you be a Fool, a Fop, 
> a Coward, dance well, and you captivate the Ladies. The 
moving a Man's Limbs plianily , does the buſineſs. If 
you want a Fortune, come to me Tal- dal dera 


1 
* „ 


| q ; e ( Dances.) 
Nimb. No, no, to me, Sir.- ſa, ſa,--———does your 


bs buſineſs ſooneſt with a Woman. A clean and manly Exten- 
ſion of all your parts—Ha—Carryiog a true Point is the mar + 
ter.—8a, fa, fa, fa,—Defend your felt. (Puſhes at Rigadoon, 


who dances and ſings, retiring off the Stage. 
Enter Bullfinc hh. 2 
Bull. Oh Goodneſs | What a Room's here! Cou'd not theſe 


2 Fellows wipe their Feet before they came up? And here's ſuch 
a tripping and ſuch a ſtamping, that they have broke down 


all the Cieling. You Dancing and Fencing-maſters have 


been the Downfal of many Houſes, Get out of my Doors; 
my Houſe was never in ſuch a pickle—— You Cyuntry Gen- 


tlemen, newly come ta Landon, like your own Spaniels out 


ol ſa Pond, mult be ſhaking the Water off, and, belpatter 


(Mockmode having taken Snyſh, 
offering to ſneeze, ſneezes in her Face, 
Mock. Zauns, Madam ( Sneezes..) Bleſs nie — 


every body about yon. 


Bull. He's tainted, Theſe curſed Flies have blown upon 
him already. F | N 
Mock. Sa, ſa— Defend Flankonade, Madam. | 
Bull. Ab, Mr. Moclmode, my Puſhing and Dancing Days 
are done: But I had a Son, Mr. Moch node, that wou d match 
72. x | you— 
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you—— Ah, my poor Robin !/—— He dy'd of an Apoplexy; 

he was as pretty a young Man as ever ſtep'd into a Black. du. 
Leather Shoe : He was as like you, Mr. Mockmode, as one 
Egg is like another; he dy'd like an Angel-— But I am ſure i. .. 
he might have recover'd but for the Phyſicians —— Oh theſe 


Doctors! theſe Doctors! = 


Mock. Bleſs the Doctors; I ſay ; for J believe they killed 4 lo 
my honeſt old Father. = ww 
Bull. Ay, that's true. If my Robin had left me an Eſtate, 

I ſhould have ſaid fo too. | [Cries, a . 
Mack. Zauns, Madam, you muſt not be melancholy, Ma- 8 


dam. 5 


Bull. Well, Sir, I hope you'll give us the Beverage of you] 4 
fine Cloths. I'll aſſure you, Sir, they fit you very well, and | 
I like your Fancy mightily. ; 4 
Mock. Ay, ay, Madam. But what's moſt modiſh for Be. 
verage ? For, I ſuppoſe, the Faſhion of that alters always ! ). 
with the Cloaths. peed 4 
Bull. The Tay lers are the beſt Judges of that But Cham. 
paigne, I ſuppoſe. ES | | F 
Mack, Is Champaigne a Taylor? Now, methinks, that. 
were a fitter Name for a Wig- maker. I think they call 
my Wig a Campaigne. = 3 
Bull. You're clear out, Sir, clear out. Champaigne is a fine“ 
Liquor, which all your great Beaux drink to make em witty. |" 
Mock. Witry ! Oh by the Univerſe, 1 muſt be witty. III. 
drink nothing elſe; I never was witty in all my Life. I love F7 
Jokes dearly.—— Here, Club, bring us a Bottle of what dye 
call it; the witty Liquor. [Exit Club. 
Bull, But J thought all you that were bred at the Univerſi- 
ty ſhou'd be Wits naturally. 5 
Mock. The quite contrary, Madam, there's no ſuch thing 
there. We dare not have Wit there, for fear of being count- Þ* 
ed Rakes, Your ſolid Philoſophy is all read there, which! 
is clear another thing. But now I will be a Wit, by the Uni- 
verſe. I muſt get acquainted with the great Poets. Landla- 
dy, you mult introduce me. | Eg: 
Bull. Oh dear me, Sir! Wou'd you ruine me? I introduce 
you! No Widow dare be ſeen with a Poet, for fear ſhe 
thou'd be thought to keep him. | On 
Mock. Keep him! What's that? They keep nothing but 
Sheep 1n the Country; I hope they don't fleece the Wits ? 
Bull. Alas, Sir; They have nb Fleeces ; there's a great 
Cry, but little Wooll. However if you wou'd be acquainted 
wich the Poets, I can prevail with a Gentleman of my Ac- 
| | quaintance 


; | : 'Six-pence for Snuſh. — One Shilling for Butterd Ale. 
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quaintance to introduce you; tis one Loveyell, a fine Gentle- 


man that comes here ſometimes, 
= Mock. Lovewell ! By the Univerſe, my Rival; I heard of 
him in the Country. This puts me in mind of my Miſtreſs. 
= ——Zauns, I'm certainly become a Beau already; for I wag 
ſo in love with my ſelf, 1 quite forgot her. — I have a Note 
in my Pocket-Book to find her out by. 


[ Pulls out a large 
Pocket- Book ; turning over the Leaves, reads to bunch 
Six-pence for Waſhing. 


Two-pence to the Maid. 


By the Univerſe, I have loſt the Directions. Hark ye, Ma- 


dam; does this ſame Lovewell come oſten here, ſay you? 


Bull. Yes, Sir, very often. Theres a Lady of his Ac- 


quaintance, a Lodger in the Houſe juſt now. 


Mack. A Lady of his Acquaintancy a Lodger inthe Houſe, 


jut now; of his Acquaintanee, do you ſay? 


Bull. Ves, and a pretty Lady too. 1 
Mock, And he comes often here, you ſay : By the Univerſe! 


chou d I happen to lodge in the ſame Houſe with my Miſtreſs: 


122% 


A 
85 


| I gad, it muſt be the ſame. Can you tell the Woman's Name? 


——Stay——ls her Name Lucinda? 
Bull. Perhaps it may, Sir; but I believe ſhe's a Widow, 
for ſhe has a young Son, and I'm ſure tis legitimately begot- 


ten; for it is the braveſt Child you ſhall fee in a Summer's 
Day: Tis not like one of our puling Brats o'th' Towa here, 
born with the Diſeaſes of half a dozen Fathers about it. 


Mock. By the Univerſe, I don't remember whether my Mi- 


4 ſtreſs is Maid or Widow: But a Widow, ſo much the better; 
for all your London Widows are deviliſh rich, they ſay. She 


came in a Coach, did ſhe not, Madam? 

Bull. Ves, Sir, yes. 5 

Mock. Then tis infallibly ſne.— Does ſhe not always go 
out in her Coach? | 

Bull. She has not ſtirr'd abroad ſince ſhe came, Sir. 

Mock. Oh, I was told ſhe was very reſerv d, tho tis very 
much of a Widow. I have often heard my Mother ſay, that 
ſitting at home, and ſilence, were very becoming in a Maid; 
and ſhe has often chid my Siſter Dorothy for gadding out to the 
Meadows, and tumbling among the Cocks with the Hay-ma- 


kers. I gad, I'm the moſt lucky Son of a Whore ; I was wrapt 
in the Tail of my Mother's Smock, Landlady. 
Enter Servant. 
Bull. Oh but this Lady, Sir. | 
Ser. Madam, here's a 
you inſtantly. 


bl 
* 


2 Bull. 


entleman below wants to ſpeak with | 


- > — * 5 
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Ball. With me, Child! Sir, PIl wait on you in 2 minute. 
[Exit i: Servant, 
Enter Club with Wine and Glaſſes. 
Mock. Is that the witty Liquor? Come, fill the Glaſſes, 
ow that I have found my Miſtreſs, I muſt next find my 
its. — | 
Cub. So you had need, Maſter ; for thoſe that find a Miſtreſs, 


are generally out of their Wits. (Gives him a Glaſi. 


Meck. Come, fill for your ſelf. (T hey jingle and drink, 
But where's the Wit now, Club? Have you found it? 

Clab. J gad, Maſter, I think tis a very good Jeſt. 

Mock. What? . 

Club, What! why, Drinking. You'll find, Maſter, that 
this {ame Gentleman in the Straw-Doublet , this ſame Will 
1th Wiſp, is a Wit at the bottom. (Fill...) — Here, bete 
Maſter ; how it puns and quibbles in the Glaſs ! 

Mock. By the Univerſe, now I have it; the Wit lies in the 
Jingling : All Wit conſiſts moſt in Jingling, Hear how the 
Glaſſes rhime to one another. TH 
ub. What, Maſter, are theſe Wits ſo apt to claſh ? (Fin- 
gle the Glaſſes, 

Mock. Oh by the Univerſe, by the Univerſe, this is Wit. 
(Breaks em) My Landlady is in the right. [ have often 
heard, there was Wit in breaking Glaſſes. It would be a ve- 
ry good Joke to break the Flask now. 

Club. 1 find then, that this fame Wit is very brittle Ware,— 
Bur 1 think, Sir, 'twere no Joke to ſpill the Wine 
Mock. Why, there's the Jeſt, Sirrah ; all Wit conſiſts“ in 
loſing; there was never any thing got by't. I fancy this ſame 
Wine is all fold at Will's Coffee-houic. Do you know the 
way thither, Sirrah? I long to ſee Mr. Comick and Mr. Tag- 
rhime, with the reſt of em. I wonder how they look! Cer- 
tainly theſe Poets muſt have ſomething extraordinary 1n their 
Faces. Of all the Rarities of the Town, I long to ſee nothing 
more than the Poets, and Bedlam. Come in, Cub; i muſt 
go practiſe my Honours. Tal — dal --deral. 


Enter Lovewell and Bullfnch. 
Bull. Oh Mr. Lovewell! you come juſt in the nick ; I was 
ready to ſpoil all, by telling him that ſhe was a Stranger, and 
juſt now come, i 
Love. Well, dear Madam, be cautious for the future; tis the 
molt fortunate chance that ever befel me. Twere convenient 
we had the other Lodgers of our fide. 


Bull, 


Exit dancing, and Clup toping . 
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Bull. There's no body but Mr. Lyrick ; and you had as ſafe- 


ly tell a Secret over a Groaning-Cheele, as to him. 


Lov. How ſo? | | Fs 
Bull. Why, you muſt know, that he has been Lying-in 


: theſe four Months of a Play; and he has got all the Muſcs about 
bim; a parcel of the mot? tattling Goſſips. 


Lov. Come, come; no more words; But to our Buſineſs: 


2 I will certainly reward you. But have you any good hopes 
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ol its ſucceeding? 


Ball. Very well of, the 'Squire's ſide, But I'm afraid, your 
8 will never play her part, ſhe's io awkard, and ſo 
ullen. | 18 5 5 
Lw. Go you and inſtruct her, while I manage Affairs a- 

road. . 

Bull. She's always raving of one Roebuck. Prithee, who is 
this ſane Roebuck ?——Ahb, Mr. Lovewell, I'm afraid this Wi- 
dow of yours is ſomething elſe at the bottom; I'm atraid there 
has been a Dog in the Well. | Exit. 


Enter Bruſh. 


Lov. So, Sirrah! where have you left the Gentleman? 

Bruſh, In a Friend's Houſe, Sir. 

Lov. What Friend? . 

Bruſh. Why, a Tavern. 

Lov, What took him there ? 

Bruſh. A Coach, Sir. | 

Lov, How d'ye mean? | | 

Bruſh. A Coach and Six, Sir, no leſs, V'il aſſure you, Sir. 

Lov. A Coach and Six! ! ; 
Bruſh, Ves, Sir, ſix Whores and a Carted Bawd. He pick d 
em all up in the ſtreet, and is gone with this ſplendid Retinue 


into the Sun by Covent-Garden. I ask'd him what he meant? 


He told me, That he only wanted ro Whet, when the very 


ſight of em turn'd my Stomach. 
Love. The Fellow will have his ſwing, tho he hang fort. 
However, run to him, and bid him take the Name of Mock- 


de ; call himſelf Moclnode upon all occaſions; and tell 


him that he ſhall find me here about Four in the Afternoon. 

Ask no Queſtions, but fly,——So : —His uſurping that 

Name, gives him a Title to Court Lucinda, by which 1 ſhall 

diſcover her Inclination to (Exit Bruſh ) this Mocſ mode, 

whole coming to Town has certainly occaſion d her Quarrel 

with me; while I ſet the Hound himſelf upon a wrong n 
| an 


I 
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and ten to one provide for Miſtreſs Tradge by the barpain, 
*Tis faid, one can't be a Friend, and a Lover. 


But oppoſite to that, this Plot ſhall prove, ; 
Til ferve my Friend by whas aſſiſts my Love, [Exit, 


The End of the Second ACT. 
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LET MK 
SCENE, Lucinda's Houſe. 


Enter Leanthe Sola, dreſs d like a Page. : 

Ethinks this Livery ſuits ill my Birth: but {lave to Love, 

II muſt not diſobey ; his Service is the hardeſt Vaſſallage, 
forcing the Powers Divine to lay their Godſhips down, to be 
more Gods, more happy here betow.——Thus I, poor Wan- 
derer, have left my Country, diſguis d my ſelf ſo much, I hard- 
ly know whether this Habit, or my Love, be blindeſt; to fol- 
low one, perhaps, that loves me not, tho' every Breath of his 
ſoft Words was Paſſion , and every accent Love. Oh Koe 


back! | [Weeps, 
Enter Roebuck. | 
Roeb. This is the Page, Love's Link-boy, that muſt light me 
the way.——How now, pretty Boy; bas your Lady beaten 
vou? ha!——This Lady mult be a Venus, for ſhe has got x 
Cupid in her Family. IIis a wondrous pretty Boy, — 
(Leanthe farts, and ſtares at him.) but a very comical Boy. 
What the Devil does he ſtare at ? 55 | 
Lean. Oh Heav'ns ! is the Object real, or are my Eyes falſe? 
Is that Roebuck, or am I Leanthe? I am afraid he's not the 
ſame; and too ſure I'm not my ſelf. [Weeps, 
Roeh. What Offence cou'd ſuch pretty Innocence commit, 
to deſerve a Puniſhment to make youcry ? 
Lean, Oh Sir? a wondrous Offence, 
Koeb. What was it, my Child? | 
Lean, I prick d my Finger with à Pin, till 1 made it bleed. 
. Roeb. Such little Boys as you, ſhou'd have a care of ſharp 
things. 7 | 
Lian. Indeed, Sir, we ought ; for it prick'd me ſo deep, that 
the Sore went to my very Heart. 
Roeb. Poor Boy |—here's a Plaiſter for your ſore Finger. 
[Gives hins Gold, 
Lean, 
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: ſomething between Love and Spight, 


| you belt, | 


[ 


Love and a Bottle. 27 


Lean. Sir, you had belt keep it for a ſore Finger. [ Returns it. 
Roeb. O' my Conſcience the Boy's witty, but not very wiſe 
in returning Gold. Come, come, you ſhall take it. 
| | Forces it upon him and kiſſes him. 
Lean. That's the fitter cure for my ſore Finger. The 
ſame dear Lips ſtill. Oh that the Tongue within them were 
as true! | | [ A/ide. 
Roeb. By Heavens, this Boy has the ſofteſt pair of Lips I 
ever taſted, I ne er found before, that Ladies kiis d their Pages; 
but now if this Rogue were not too young, I ſhou d ſuſpect 
he were before hand with me. I gad, I muſt kiſs him again, 
— Cone, you ſhall take the Money. | [ Kiſſes. 
Lean. Oh how he bribes me into Bribery! —— But what 


= mult 1 do with this Money, Sir? 


Reeb. You muſt get a little Miſtreſs, and treat her with it. 
Lean. ir, I have one Miſtreſs already; and they ſay, no 
Man can ſerve two Maſters, much leſs two Miſtrefles. How 
many Miſtreſſes have you, pray? 2 
Roeb. Umh! ——1 gad, the Boy has pos d me. How 
many, Child? Why, let me fee, —— There was Mrs, Mary, 
Mrs. Margaret, Mrs. Lucy, Mrs. Suſan,, Mrs. Judy, and fo 
forth ; to the number of Five and twenty or thereabouts? 
Lean. Oh ye Powers! and did you love em all? _ 
Roeb. Yes, defperarely. — 1, wou'd have drank and fought 


for any one of em: I have ſworn and ly d to every one of em, 


and have lain with 'em all: That's for your Encouragement, 
Boy, Learn betimes, Youth ; young Plants ſhou'd be water'd. 
Your Smock-face was made for a Chamber-Utenſil. 

Lean, And did not one eſcape e? 

Reb. Yes, one did; the Devil take her. 

Lean. What, don't you love her then? 

Roeb. No, faith; but I bear her an amorous grudge ſtill ; 
I coud kill her 


with kindnels. 


Lean, I don't believe it, Sir; you cou'd not be ſo hard- 


bearted ſure: Her honourable Paſſion, I think, ſhou d pleaſe 


Re:b. O Child! Boys of your Age are continually reading 


c Romances, filling your Heads with that old bombaſt of Love 
and Honour : But when you come to my Years, you'll un- 
| deritand better things. / 1 


Lean. And mult I be a falſe treacherous Villain, when I 


come to your Years, Sir? Is Falſhood and Peyury eſſential to 
the pertect ate of Manhood? D \ 0 


Koeb. 


* 
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Roeb. Pſhaw, Children and old Men always talk thus fooliſh- 
ly. You underſtand nothing, Boy. | 
Lean. Ves, Sir, I have been in Love, and much more than 
you, I perceive. | 
- Reeb. It appears then, that there's no Service in the World 
ſo educating to a Boy, as a Lady's. —— By Fove, this Spark 
may be older than 1 imagine. Hark ye, Sir; do you never | 
| pull off your Ladies Shoes and Stockings? Do you never reach | 
| her the—Pincuſhion? Do you never ſit on her Bedſide, and 
ſing to her? Ha !-- Come, tell me, that's my good Boy. — 
_ LE [Makes much of him. 
Lean. Yes, I do ſing her aſleep ſometimes. 
Koeb. But do you never waken her again? 
Lean, No, but 1 conſtantly wake my ſelf; my Reſt's al- 
ways diſturbed by Viſions of the Devil, 
Roeb, Who wou'd imagine now, that this young Shaver 
cou'd dream of a Woman fo ſoon ?——But what Songs does 
your Lady delight in moſt ? _- 1 
1 Lean. Paſſionate ones, Sir; I Il ſing you one of em, if you'll 
ſtay. | 
Roeb., With all my heart, my little Cherubim. The Rogue 
is fond of ſhewing his Parts —— —Come, begin. 


A SON G: Set by Mr. Richardſon. 


How bleſſed are Lowers in diſguiſe ! 
5 he Gods, they ſee, 4 | 
As I do thee, 
Unſeen by humane Eyes. 
Expos d to view, 
Im hid from you, 
| Im alter d, yet the ſame : 
The dark conceals me, 
Love reveals me; 


Love, which lights me by its Flame. 
2 
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| Mere you not falſe, you me wou d know; 5 
For tho your Eyes 1 = 
Cou d not deviſe, 7 WM 
Tour. Heart had told you ſo. 2 
Wur Heart won d beat 
With eager Heat, E 
And me by Sympathy wou d find: | 
True Love might ſee, = 1 
One chang d like me, 


Falſe Love is only blind. Voc. 


Ani 


8 


Love and a Bottle. 


ber.] I cou'd with my ſelf a Female for thy ſake. 
Lean. Youre much better as you are for my ſake — [Aſide. 
Roeb. Or, if thou wert a Woman, I wou'd En 
Lean. What wou d you? marry me? wou'd you marry me? 
Reeb. Marry you, Child! no, no; I love you too well for 


that, you ſhou'd not have my Hand, but all my Body at once. 


hut to our buſineſs : Is your Lady at home? 
Lean. My Lady! What bus'neſs have you with my Lady, 
ray Sir! | | 
. Rock. Don't ask Queſtions. You know Mr. Lovewell. 
Lean. Ves, very well. He's my great Friend, and one I 
wou'd ſerve above all the World, but his Siſter. 
Reeb. His Siſter— Ha that gives me a twinge for my Sin. 
Pray, Mr. Page, was Leanthe well when you left her? 
Lean. No, Sir; but wondrous melancholy , by the depar- 
ture of a dear Friend of hers to another World. 
Roeb. Oh that was the Perſon mention'd in her Letter, whoſe 
departure occaſion d your departure for England. _ 
Lean. That was the occaſion of my coming, too ſure, Sir: 
—Oh, 'twas a dear Friend to me! the loſs makes me weep. - 
Roeb. Poor tender-hearted Creature! —— But ] ſtill find 


there was not a word of me.—— Pray, good Boy, let your 


Miſtreſs know, here's one to wait on her. 


Lean. Your buſineſs is from Mr, Lovewell, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 
Reb. Ves, yes. 


Lean, Then III go. | 3 LExi. 
Roeb. I've thrown my Caſt, and am fairly in for't. But 


ant Jan impudent Dog? Had I as much Gold in my 


Breeches, as Braſs in my Face, I durſt attempt a whole Nun- 
nery. This Lady is a reputed Vertue, of good Fortune and 
Quality; I am a Rakehelly Raſcal not worth a Groat; and 
without any farther Ceremony, am going to debauch her.— 
But hold ; She does not know that I'm this Rakehelly 
Raſcal ; and I know that ſhe's a Woman, one of eighteen 
too; beautiful, witty. O' my Conſcience, upon ſecond 
thoughts, L am not ſo very impudent neither. Now as to 


my management, I'll firſt try the whining Addrefles, and ſce 
= it ſhell bleed in the ſoft Vein. | 


Enter Lucinda. 
Luc. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? 
Koeb. Thus look'd the forbidden Fruit, luſcious and temp- 
ting. 'Tis ripe, and will ſoon fall, if one will ſhake ger 2 
ide. 
Luc. Have you any Bus 'neſs with me, Sit? [Comes _ 
2 oeh. 


29 
Reb. Oh my little Angel in Voice and Shape ! — [Kiſes 


* — 2 1 


. What! Gone! | 
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Roeb. Ves, Madam, the bus'neſs of Mankind; to adore you 
My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro' my Veins, and 
at every Pulſe of my Heart, animates me with a freſh Paſſion, 
Wonder not, Madam, at the power of your Eyes, whoſe 

painted Darts have (truck on a young and tender Heart, which 
they eaſily pierced, and which, unaccuſtomed to ſuch Wounds, 
finds the ſmart more painful. | 

[ Lean. pee ps.] Oh Traytor ! Juſt ſuch Words he ſpake to me. 

Luc. Heyday ; I was never ſo attack'd in all my Life. In 
love with me, Sir! Did you ever fee me before? 

Roeb. Never, by Fove. — [Aſide] Ob, ten thouſand times, 
Madam. Your lovely Idea is always in my view, either aſleep 
or awake, eating or drinking, walking, fitting or ſtanding ; 
alone, or in company, my fancy wholly feeds upon your dear 
Image, and every Thought is you. — Now have I told about 
_ fifteen Lics in a Breath. | [ Aſide, 

Luc. I] ſuppoſe, Sir, you are ſome conceited young Scribler, 
who has got the Benefits of a Firſt-Play in your Pocket, and 
are now going a Fortune-hunting, | 
 Roeb. But why a Scribler, Madam? Are my Cloatbs fo 
coarſe, as if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy Spinſters the Muſes ? 
Does the parting of my Fore-top ſhew 1o thin, as if it reſem- 
bled the two wither d Tops of Parnaſſus? Do you ſee any 
thing peculiarly whimſical or ill natur d in my Face? Is my 
Countenance ſtraind, as if my Head were diſtorted by a 
Strangury of Thought ? 1s there any thing proudly, flovenly, 
or affectedly careleis in my Dreſs? Do my Hands look like 


Paper-moths? I think, Madam, I have nothing Poetical a- 


bout me. . 0 

Luc. Yes, Sir, you have wit enough to talk like a Fool; 
and are Fool enougti to talk like a Wit. 

Roch. You call'd me Poet, Madam; and I know no better 
way of Revenge, than to convince you that I am one by my 
Impudence. [Offers to kiſs her Hand. 

Luc. Then make me a Copy of Verſes upon that, Str. 

Hits him on the Ear, and Exit. 
Leanthe Entring. 

How d' ye like the Subject, Sir? 112 

Roeh. Tis a very cobious one. [ Spitting.]—lIt has made my 
Jolls rbime in my Head. Thie it is to be thought a Poet; eve- 
rv Minx muſt be caſting his Profeſſion in his Teeth, —— 


0 


Lean. Ay, (he knows that making 

and Retirement. 
Roeb. She certainly was afraid I intended to beg leave to 
dedicate 


Verſes requires Solitude 
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dedicate ſomething If ever I make Love like a Poetical 
Foo! again, may I never receiye any Favour but a Subject for 
a Copy of Verſes. | 


| © Re-enter Lucinda. „ 
Luc. I won't diſmi& him thus, for fear he Lampoon me.— 

Well, Sir, have you done them? 3 
Roch. Ves, Madam, will you pleaſe to read. [Catches her 


ey” and kiſſes her three or four times. 
Lean. Oh, Heaven! I can never bear it. 


I nuult deviſe ſome means to part em. 9 
Luc. Sir, your Verſes are too rough and conſtrain d. Ho.]ẽ - 


ever, becauſe I gave the occaſion, I'll pardon whar's paſt. 
Roeb. By the Lord, ſhe was angry only becauſe I did not 
make theffirſt Offer to her Lips. LAſide.— Then, Madam, the 
Peace 1s concluded ? 
Luc. Yes; and therefore both Parties ſhould draw out of 
the Field. | lcoing. 
Roeb. Not till we make Reprizals. I make peace with 


Sword in hand, Madam, and till you return my Heart, 


which you have taken, or your own in Exchange, I will not 
put up. And ſo, Madam, I proclaim open War again.— 
[Catches her. 

| Enter Leanthe. 
Lean. Oh, Madam! Yonder's poor little Gab, your Lap- 


dog, has got his Head between two of the Window-bars, and 


15 like to be ſtrangl d. [The Dog honls hehind the Scenes. 
Luc. Oh Lard, my poor Crabby ! I muſt run to the reſcue 


of my poor Dog; I'll wait on you inſtantly.— Come, come, 


Page 


Poor Crabby ! [Exit with Leanthe. 
3 Roeb. Oh the Devil choak Crabby Well, I find there's 
much more Rhetorick in the Lips than the Tongue. 
Nad Buſs been the firſt word of my Courtſhip, I might have 
gain d the Out-works by this. Impudence in Love, is like 
Courage in War; tho both blind Chances, becauſe Women 
and Fortune rule them. | 

| Re-enter Leanthe. 


Lean. Sir, my Lady begs your pardon ; there's ſomething 


as ſhe promis d. 5 
Roeb. What, bas Monſieur Crabby rubb'd ſome of the Hairs 
off his Neck? Has he diſorder'd his pretty Ears? She won't 
come again then? | 
Lean. No, Sir ; you mult excuſe her. : 
Reeb, Then I'li go and be drunk. Harke, Sirrah; I 
have half a dozen delicious Creatures waiting for me at the 
| | | | D 3 Sun; 


8 extraordinary happen d, which prevents her waiting on you, 
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Sun; you ſhall along with me and have your Choice. Tl 


enter you into the School of Venus, Child. Tis time you had 

loſt your Maiden-head, you're too old for Play-things, * 
Lean. Oh Heavens! I had rather he ſhou'd ſtay than 80 

there. [ Aſide.] But why will you keep fuch e Sir? : 
eue Nay, if you re for Advice, nt | 


Men of ripe Underſtanding ſbon d a deſpiſe 
What Babes only prattiſe, and Dotards adviſe. 


Lean. Wild as Winds, and unconfind as Air. — Vet I may 


reclaim him. His Follies are weakly founded, upon the 


Principles of Honour, where the very Foundation helps to 
undermine the Structure. How charming wou'd Vert ue look 
in him, whoſe Behaviour can add a Grace to the Unſeemli- 
er of Vice! 

Enter Lucinda. 

158 What is the Gentleman gone? 

Lean. Yes, Madam. He was inſtantly taken ill with a vio- 
{ent Pain in his Stomach , and Was forc d to hurry away in a 
Chair to his Lodging. 

Luc. Oh poor „Gentleman | He's one of thoſe conceited 
Fools that think no Female can reſiſt their Temptations, 
Blockheads, that imagine all Wit to conſiſt in blaſpheming 
_ n and Women ——T Il feed his Vanity, but ſtarve bis 

ve 

And may all Cæcombs meet no better Fate, | 
Who doubt our Sexes Virtue, or dare prompe er Hat. [Exit 


SCENE Lyrick Chamber in Widow. Bullfinch' s Houſe ; Pa- 


pers ſcatter 7 about the Table, himſelf ſitting writing in a a N 1 | 


Gown and Cap. 


Dyr. Two as 200d 11555 as ever were written, 0 ng, 

1 SAC I ſhall maul theſe Topping Fellows. — Says Mr. Lee, 

Let there be not one Glimps, one Starry Spark, 
B Gods meet Gods, and juþle i in the Dark. 
Says little Lyrick, - 

Let all the Lights be burnt out to a Snuff, 

And Gods mee: Gods, and play at Blind-man's- buff. 
Very well! 


Let Gods meet Gods, and fl out and cuff. 


That's much mended. They're as noble Lines as ever were 


penn d. Oh ! Here comes my damn'd Muſe; I'm always in 
210 Humourof Writing Elegy after a little of her W 
ater 


[Exit ſing ing. 
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Enter Bullfinch. 


Bull. Mr. Lyrick, what do you mean by all this? Here you 
have lodg d two Years in my Houſe, promis d me Eighteen- 
pence a Week for your Lodging, and I have ne'er received 
eighteen Farthings, not the Value of that, Mr. Lyrick, [ Snaps 
with her Fingers. ] you always put me off with telling me of 

our Play, your Play.—Sir you ſhall play no more with me, 
m in earneſt, 2 . 

Dr, This living on Love is the deareſt Lodging —a Man's 
eternally dunn d, tho perhaps he has leſs of one ready Coin 
than t'other.— There's more Trouble in a Play than you ima- 


gine, Madam. 


Bull. Theres more Trouble with a Lodger than you think, 
— 5 5 
Hir. Firſt, There's the Decorum of Time. e 
Bull. Which you ncver obſerve : for you keep the worſt 
Hours of any Lodger in TWw m. F 

Lyr. Then there's the Exactneſs of Characters. 

Bull. And you have the moſt ſcandalous one 1 ever heard. 

Hr. Then there's laying the Drama.—— | 

Ball. Then you foul my Napkins and Towels —=_ 

Hr. Then there are Preparations. of Incidents, working the 
Paſſions, Beauty of Expreſſion, Cloſeneſs of Plot, Juſtneſs of 
Place, Turn of Language, opening the Cataſtrophe.—— 

Bull. Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my Fire and 
Candle, dirty my Houſe, eat my Meat, deſtroy my Drink, 
wear out my Furniture I have lent you Money out of my 


Pocket, 


Lyr. Was ever poor Rogue ſo ridden? If ever the Muſes had 
a Horſe, I am he.——Faith, Madam, poor Pegaſus is Jaded. 
Bull. Come, come, Sir, he ſhant {lip bis Neck out of the Col- 


lar for all that. Money I will have, and Money I mult have; 


let you're Play and you both be damn d. 
Hr. Well, Madam, my Bookſeller is to bring me ſome 
twenty Guineas for a few Sheets of mine preſently, which I 
hope will free me from your Sheets Eo 
Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Lyrick ! Pray what dye mean? Lll 
aſſure you, Sir, my Sheets are. finer than any of your Muſes 
ipinning Marry come up. 


fm 


sr. Faith you have ſpun me ſo fine, that you have al- 
molt crack'd my Thread of Life, as may appear by my Spin- 
dle-ſhanks. | 

Bull. Why ſure— Where was your Thalia, and your Mel. 
mene, when the Taylor wou'd have ſtripp d you of your 


abroad, I'll promiſe you that, Sr. 
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Silk Waſtcoat , and have clapp'd you on a Stone Doublet ? 

Wou'd all your Golden Verſe have paid the Serjeant's Fees? 
Lyr. Truly, you: freed me from Goal, to confine me in a 

Dungeon; you did not ranſom me, but bought me as a 


Slave; fo. Madam, Tl purchaſe my Freedom as ſoon as 


poſſible. Fleſh and Blood cant bear it. 1 
Bull. Take your Courſe, Sir.—— There were a couple of 
Gentlemen juſt now to enquire for you; and if they come 
again, they ſhan't be put off with the old Story of your being 
LE. 
Lyr. Zoons! If this Bookſeſ ler does not bring me Money 
% ² A ˙ 5; 
Ou! Mr. Pamphlet, your Servant. Have you perus d my 


Poems? | 


Pam. Yes, Sir; and there are ſome things very well, ex- 
traordinary well, Mr, Zyrick : But I dont think em for my 
purpoſe.— Poetry is a meer Drug, Sir. \ 

Lyr. Is that becauſe 1 take Phyſick when I write? 

"gg this coſtive Fellow, now he does not apprehend the 
Oke. | 


Pam. No, Sir; but your Name does not recommend em. 
One muſt write himſelf into a Conſumption before he gain 


Reputation. = | 
Hr. That's the way to lie abed when his Name's up. Now 


I lie abed before 1 can gain Reputation. 


Pam. Why fo, Sir? i 

Lyr. Becauſe I have ſcarcely any Cloaths to put on.—lf 
ever any Man did Penance in a white Sheet 

Pam. You Rand only ſometimes in a white Sheet for your 
Otfences with your Landlady. Faith, I have often wonder d 
how your Muſe cou'd take ſuch Flights, yoak'd to ſuch a 


'Cartload as (he is. 


Dr. Ob! They are like the liſh Horſes, they draw belt 
by thc Tail. Have you ever ſeen any of my Burleſque, 


Mr. Pamphlet! 1 have a Project of turning three or four of our 
moſt topping Fellows in Doggrel. As for e oy 
| | Rea 5. 


Conqueſt with Laurels has our Arms adorn dl, 
And Rome in Tears of Blood our Anger mourn d. 
Now, Burchers with Roſemary have our Beef adorn'd, 
Which has in G ravy Tears our Hunger mourn d. 
How d'ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha? — Well | 
| Like Gods, we paſsd the rugged Alpine Hills ; 
Melted our way, and drove our hiſſing Wheels ; 
Thro cloud) Deluges, Eternal Kills. 


3 
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mn is very well laid. 
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Now obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet; pray obſerve. 
Like Razors keen, our Knives cut Paſſage clean 
Through Rills of Fat, and Deluges of Lean. 
Pam. Very well, upon my Soul. 1) 
Dr. Hurl'd dreadful Fire and Vinegar infusd, _ SE 
Pam. Ay, Sir, Vinegar | how patly that comes in for the 


Z Bet, Mi. Lyrick ! Tis all wondrous fine indeed. 


Lyr. This is the moſt ingenious Fellow of his Trade that I 
have ſeen; he underſtands a good thing. — [ Afde.]— But as 
to our Bus neſs. What are you willing to give for-theſe Po- 
ems! Prithee ſay ſomething. There are about three thouſand 
Lines. Here, take em for a couple of Guineas. 

Pam. No, Sir; Paper is ſo exceſſive dear, that I dare not 
venture upon em. 11 155 1 

Lyr. Well becauſe you're a Friend, I'll beſtow em upon 
you,— Here, take 'em all,—There's the hopes of a Dedica- 
tion ſtill. TIP Be. of Aide. 

Pam. I give you a thouſand Thanks, Sir; but I dare not 
venture the hazard; they'll never quit colt indeed, Sir; 

Lyr. This Fellow is one of the greateſt Blockheads that 
ever was Member of a Corporation. How ſhall 1 be 
revengd ? = | 


Enter Boy. e WED > 
Boy. Sir, there are two Men below deſire to have the Ho- 

nour of kiſſing your hand. PE TOP 33 
Hr. They muſt be Knaves or Fools, by their fulſome Com- 

plement. Hark ye—{[Whiſpers the Boy. Bid 'em walk up. 

a Pam. Since you have got Company, Sir, III take my 
eave. e * Cd i 
Hr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means! We mult drink 

before we part. Boy, a Pint of Sack and a Toaſt. Theſe 


are two Gentlemen out of the Country, who will be for all 
the new things lately publiſh'd ; they'll be good Cuſtomers— 
Come, ſit down——You have not ſeen my Play yet ?— 

Heere take the Pen, and if you ſee any thing amiſs correct it; 
Ill go bring 'em up. Stay, lend me your Hat and Wig, 
or! ſhall take cold going down Stairs. [He takes Pamphlet's 


Hat and Wig, and puts his Cap on Pamphlet's Head. 
Pam. FSolus.] This is a right Poetical cap; tis Bays the out- 
ide, and the Lining Fuſtian,—— [ Keading.] ——This is all 


© 


: tuff, worſe than his Poems. | 


Enter two Bailiff s behind him, and clap him on the Shoulder. 
1Bal You're the King's Priſoner. 1: 
Pam. That's a good Fancy enough, Mr. Lyrick. But pray 

dcn't interrupt me, I'm in the belt Scene. gad the ow 

2 Bail. 
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2 Bail, Come, Sir. 


Pam. Well, well, Sir, Tl pledge ye. Prithee now, 8000 


Mr. Lyrick, don't diſturb me. 
And furious Lightnings brandiſh'd in her Eyes. 


That's true Spirit of Poetry. A} 


I Bail, Zoons, Sir, d' ye banter us? [Takes him under ea 


Arm, and hauls him » 


Pam. Gentlemen — I beg your pardon. How dye ſike the ; 
City, Gentlemen? If you have any occaſion for Books to ca- 
ry into the Country, I can furniſh you as well as any Mu 


about Pauls. Where's Mr. Lyrick? | 


I Bail. Theſe Wits are damnable cunning. I always har | 
double Fees for arreſting one of you Wits, All your Evaſion 
won't do; we underſtand trap, Sir; you muſt not think u 


catch old Birds with Chaft, Sir. 


Pam. Loons, Gentlemen, I'm not the Perſon ; I'm a Fre: p 
man of the City; I have good Effects, Gentlemen, good E. 
fects. D'ye think to make a Fool of me? I'm a Bookſeller, 


no Poet. . TEES FT 
2 Bail. Ay, Sir, we know what you are by your Fool's Cap 


chere. | 


I Bail. Ves, one of you Wits wou'd have paſs'd upon us for 
a Corn-cutter Yeſterday ; and was ſo like one, we had almol 
bidien him: 7 ff 7 etnt r tots [ Hanls hin, 
Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, Officers, have a littl: 


Patience, and Mr. Lyrick will come up Stairs. 


1 Bail. No, no; Mr. Lyrick ſhall go down Stairs. He woud 


have us wait till ſome Friends come in to reſcue him. Ah 


Theſe Wits are Deviliſh cunning.— — 5 
HP get - [Execunt hauling Pa mphͤle. 
Enter Lyrick, Mockmode, and Club; Lyrick dreſ- d. 
Hr. Ha, ha, ha. Very Poetical, Faith; a good Plot fo! 


a Play, Mr. Fockmode ; a Bookſeller bound in Calves-Lea- ; 
ther. —Ha, ha, ha. — How they walk'd along like the thi 
Volumes of the Engliſh Rogue ſqueez d together on a Shelf. 


Noch. What was it? What was it, Mr. Lyrick ? 


Ly. Why, Jam a Stateſman, Sir. I cant but laugh, 3 
to think how they l ſpunge the Sheer before the Errata b: 


bletted out; and then how he'll hamper the Dogs for falle 
Impriſonment. if Far 


f 


Moch. But pray, what's the matter, Mr. Lyrick ? | b 


Dr. Nothing, Sir, but a ſhirking Bookſeller that q d nt 


1 4 


about forty Guineas for a few Lines. He wou d Rave put 


we off, ſo I ſent for a couple of Bull-dogs, and arrefid 
um. 2 129 1 9+ 


2 | | , / > 
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Mock. Oh Lord! Mr. Lyrick, Honeſty's quite out of Doors; 
tis a e thing to find a Man that's a true Friend, a true 


| Friend is a rare thing indeed! — Mr. Lyrick, will you be my 
Friend? I only want that Accompliſhment. I have got a 


35 

A 
= _ 
* 


| Miſtreſs. 2 Dancing and Fencing-Maſter; and now I want 


only a Fricnd, to be a fine Gentleman. 

Hr. Have you never had a Friend, Sir? 

Mock. Yes, a very honeſt Fellow; our Friendſhip com- 
menc'd in the College-Cellar, and we lov'd one another like 
why” — till we unluckily fell out afterwards at a Game 
at Iables. | | 

Lyr. I find then that neither of ye loſt by the ſet, .{ 4/;de. 
— uy ſhort Acquaintance can't recommend me to ſuch a 

ruſt. - 


Mick. Plhaw, Acquaintance !— You muſt be a Man of 


Honour, as you're a Poet, Sir? 1 i 
Lyr. But what uſe would you make of a Friend, Sir? 
Mock, Only to tell my Secrets to, and be my Second. 
Now, Sir, a Wit muſt be beſt to keep a Secret, becauſe what 


you {ay to one's Prejudice will be thought Malice. Then you 
= mult have a Deviliſh deal of Courage by your Heroick Wri- 


. o : 
= 
Gb. : 
. tl ——— — 
MY - 
SY 


But know, that J alone am King of Ae. 


© Heav'ns! Sure the Author of that Line muſt be a plaguy Rout 
= Fellow; it makes me valiant as Hector when 1 read it. 


Lyr. Sir, we (tick to what we write as little as Divines to 


* what they preach.——Beſides, Sir, there are other Qualifica- 


tions requiſite in a Friend , he muſt lend you Money, Now, 
Sir, Ican't be that Friend, for I want forty Guineas. 
Mock. Sir, I can lend you fifty upon good Security, —— 


: Twas the laſt word my Father ſpoke on his Death-bed, that 1 


ſhou'd never lend Money without Security. 
Dr. Fie, Sir! Security from a Friend, and a Man of Ho- 


& nour by his Profeſſion too! 


Mock. By the Univerſe: that's true, you are my Friend. 


Then I'Il tell you a Secret—— — [ hey whiſper, 


Club, Now will this plaguy Wit turn my Noſe out of Joynt 


: — | was my, Maſter's Friend before, tho I never found the 
Knack of borrowing Money; tho I have received ſome Marks 
| of his Friendſhip, ſome ſound Drubs about the Head and 


Shoulders, or ſo. I haye'been bound for him too in the Stocks, 


* . 


bor his breaking Windows, very often, 


Lyr. Mr. Mockmode, you' may be impos'd upon. 1 wou'd ſee 


| this Lady you court. I know Mr. Lovewell has a Miſtreſs nam'd 


Lucinda; but that ſhe lodges in this Houſe, I much — | 
| ; EO | 1 Ss gs | Ven, 


} 
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Mock, Impos d upon ! That's very comical, — Ha, ha, ha 
You ſhall ſee, Sir ; come——Pray Sir, you're my Friend. 

Lyr. Nay, pray; Indeed, Sir, I beg your ['7hey comple. 
gent for the Door.) Pardon; you re a Squire, Sir. 

Mock. Zauns, Sir, you he, I'm not a Fooll ; I'll take an 
Affront from no Man. Draw, Sir. Dram 

Cub. Draw, Sir.——1 gad III put his Noſe out of joynt 


Lyr. Unequal Numbers, Gentlemen, 
dub. Im only my Maſter's Friend , his Second , or ſo, 


Fir. 


Dr. What's the matter, noble Squire ? 
Mock. You lie again, Sir, Zauns, draw—{ſþrites hin 
with his Sunn 


Tyr. Ha 2 Blow! Eſſex, a Blow yet 
1 will be calm. | 
Club. Zoons, draw, Sir, [Strikes hin 


Lyr. Oh Patience Heaven! ——— Thou art my Friend 
R1ll. 
Mock. You lie, Sir. 
Lyr. Then thou art a Traytor, Tyrant, Monſter. 
Mech, Tauns, Sir, you're a Son of a Whore, and a[Raſcal, 
ub. A Scribier. 
yr. Ab, ab, -— That ſtings home,- Scribler! 
Mock, Ay, Scribler, Ballad- maker. 
Lyr. Nay, then: | 
Land the Gods will ficht i it with ye all. Dran. 


Enter Roebuck drunk, and ſinging. 


France ue er will ny . 

Till her Claret runs dry; 
Then let's pull away to 0 her : 
He hinders the Peace, 

Who refuſes his Glaſs, 375 
And deſerves to be hang d for a Traytor. 


Now, my Mirmydons fall on ; I have taken off the odds. 


Dub a dub, dub a dub, ta the Battle. Ig. 


Zoons, Gentlemen, why don't ye fight ? Blood, fight. 


Oblige me ſo far to light a Ine I long to ſee a little 
Sport, 


Lyr. Sir, I ſworn to ſhew Sport to any Man, 35 72 aps 
Meck, And ſo do I, by the [Jniverle, 
Club. And I, by the mverlſe, 


Lyr. 
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Lyr. 1 ſhall take another time. he] [Exit. 
Rocb. Here, Raſcal, take your Chopping-knife ——{ Gives 
Club his Sword. ] and bring me a Joint of that Coward's Fleſh 
for your Maſter's Supper. Ely, Dog. — [Takes him by 
| | the Noſe. 
(lab. Auh !—— This Fellow's likelieſt to put my Noſe 
out of joynt. 5 RET 
Roeb. Now, Sir, tell me, how you durſt be a Coward. 
Mock. Coward, Sir! I'm a Man of a great Eſtate, Sir; I 
have Five thouland Acres of as good fighting Ground as any 
in England, good Terra firma, Sir: Coward, Sir! Have a care 
| what you ſay, Sir. My Father was a Parliament Man, Sir; 
and I was bred at the College, Sir. | | | 
| Reb, Oh then I know your Genealogy; your Father was a 
| Sentor-Fellow,, and your Mother was an Air-pump. You 
ere ſuckl'd by Platonick Idea's, and you have ſome of your 
Mothers Milk in your Noſe yet. . 
= Mock, Form the Propoſition by Mode and Figure, Sir. 
© Feb, I told you ſo. - Blow your Noſe, Child; and have 
a care of dirting your Philoſophical Slabbering-bib. 
= Mock, What dye mean, Sir? 


” Feb. Your ſtarch'd Band, ſet by Mode and Figure, Sir. 
Mock. Band, Sir !—— This Fellow's blind, drunk. I wear 
* aCravat, Sir. 
 FReeb. Then ſet a good Face upon the matter. Throw off 
[2 Childiſhneſs and Folly, with your Hanging-ſleeves. Now 
you have left the Univerſity, learn, learn. SY 
Moc b. This Fellows an Atheiſt, by the Univerſe ; I'll take 
notice of him, and inform againſt him for being drunk. 
Pray, Sir, what's your Name? 
= . &reb. My Name! by the Lord, I have forgot. Stay, I 
& ſhall think on't by and by. __ 

* Mock. Zauns forget your own Name! your Memory muſt 

be verysſhort, Sir. N 

= Foeb. Ay, fo it ſeems, for I was but chriſten'd this Morning, 

and I have forgot it alicady. 

= Mock, Was your Worſhip then Turk or Few before 

Z Ikiew he was ſome damn'd bloody Dog. | [Afide. 

EKeoeb. Sir, I have been Turk, or Few rather, Since; for I have 

dot a plaguy heatheniſh Name. Pox ont; — Oh! nowT 
KF have t. — ecm Moct mode. . 

Fo Ach, Mockmode! Mockmode ! Sir, pray how do you ſpell it? 

: too Go you to your A, B, C, you came laſt from the Uni- 
£ Ver I.7, ; | I'S 


5 Mock. 
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„ Sir, I'm calld Mocꝶmode.— What Family are you 
of, Sir? | 
Roeb. What Family are you of, Sir? 
Mock. Of Mockmode-Hall in Shropſhire. 
Koeb. Then I'm of the ſame, I believe. fancy, Sir, 
that you and I are near Relations. | 
Mock. Relations ! Sir, there are but two Families; my Fa- 
ther's, who is now dead; and his Brother's, Colonel Peaceabl: 
Mockmode. 
KRoeb. Ay ay, the very ſame Colonel Peaceable.— Is not he 
Colonel of Militia ? 8 | 
Mock. Yes, Sir. 1 bg 
Roeb. And was not he High-Sheriff of the County laſt Year! 
Moc. The very ſame, Sir, 


Reb, The very fame ; I'm of that Family, — And your | 


Father dy'd about let me fe—— 

Mock. About half a Year ago. | It 

Roeb. Exactly ; by the ſame token you got drunk at a Hunt: 
ing-match that very day ſeven- night he was bury'd. 

Mock, This Fellow's a Witch. — But it looks very ſtrange 
that you ſhou'd be chriſten d this Morning. I'm ſure, your 
Godfathers had a plaguy deal to anſwer for. 

Roeh. Oh, Sir, I'm of Age to anſwer for my ſelf. 

Moch. One wou'd not think ſo, you're ſo forgetful. *Tis two 
and twenty Year ſince I was chriſten d, and I can remembei 
my Name ſtill. : | 

Reb. Come, we'll take a Glaſs of Wine, and that will 

clear our Underſtanding. We'll remember our Friends. 
Moch. You mult excuſe me, Sir.— This is ſome Ss 

| | Aſide, 

Koeb. Nay, prithee Couſin, good Couſin 3 , one 
Glaſs. I know you are an honeſt Fellow. We muſt remem- 
ber our Relations in the Country indeed, Sir. 5 

Mock, Oh, Sir, you're ſo ſhort of Memory, you can never 
call 'em to mind. You have forgot your elf, Sir; Adockmode 
is a Heatheniſh Name, Sir, and all that, Sir: And ſo I beg 
your pardon, Sir.— [Exit, 

Kerb. Now were I Lawyer enough, by that little enquiy 
into that Fellow's Concerns, I cou'd bring in a falſe Decd to 
cheat him of his Eſtate. 

Enter Bruſh. 


Where the Devil is thy Malter; You faid 1 ſhou'd find 

him here. | | 

b Bruſh. Tis impoſſible for you, or me, or any body, to find 
im. 


Koch. 
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* Zeb. Why? 


Bruſh. Becauſe he has loft himſelf, The Devil has made a 
Jugler's Ball of him, I believe, He's here now; then, Preſto, 
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N court an honourable Miſtreſs in the Devil's Name! Weil, let 
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 turity ; I'm for holding faſt the preſent, ——1 have got about 
twenty Guineas in my Pocket; and whilſt they laſt the De- 
vil take George if he thinks of Futurity. I'Il go hand in hand 
with Fortune. | 


She is an honeſt, giddy, reeling Punt; | 
My Head, her Wheel, turn round, and ſo we both are drunk. 


| kxxit reeling, 
5 The End of the Third ACT. * 


AC T. IV. 
SCENE, Lucinda's Houſe. 
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$1 . 7 Hand. 
bY Pind, HE here, Page, your Lady has ſent you ſome Sweet- 


[4 hire me. 


Pind. Prithee now, what makes you conſtantly ſo melan- 
7 get you ſome Play-things. 


7 


; wou d be private, Pindreſs. 1 Eþ' | 
 Pind, Well, my Child, Vl be private with you? Boys and 


hes Ines... RS. i... % C'S 


ur d as we pleaſe; 
and all the Servants are below. But what Concerns have 


m private. 


dreſs, L have great inclination, 


paſs in an inſtant. He has got ſome damn d bus neſs to day 
8 Zib. Ay, fo it ſeems. I muſt be Squire Ac l mode, and. 
my ſober thinking Friend plot on, and lay Traps to catch Fu- 


Enter Leanthe, and Pindreſs following with a Paper of Sweetmeats 


meats; but indeed you ſhan't have em till you 


Lean. She ſent ſour Sauſe, when ſhe made you the Bearer. 
[ Afede; 


choly? Come you muſt be merry, and (hall be merry; I'll 
Lean. 1 believe you want Play-things more than I. — But 

: Girls ſhou'd ſtill be private together; and we may be as re- 
ihe my Miſtreſs is reading in her Cloſet, 
= you? I'm fure, ſuch a little Boy can have no great bus neſs 
Lean, I will try thee for once. [A4/ide.] — Yes, Mrs, Pin- | 
Pind. | 
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Pin, To what? To do what, Sir? Don't name it 
Tis all in vain ;—you ſhan t do it; you need not ask it. 0 


Lean. Only to kiſs you. 
Pin. Oh fie, Sir! Indeed 1'1l none of your Kiſſes. Take 1 


back again, [Kiſſes him.] Is not the taſte of the Sweets f 


very pretty about my Lips ? 

Lean. Oh hang your liquoriſh Chaps; you'd fain be lick 
ing your Lips, I find that, 

Pin. Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiſſes you won 


from me laſt Night at Croſs-purpoſes ; and you ſhan't think | 


to keep my Pawn neither,— Pray give me my Hungary Bottle, 
—As I hope to be ſavd, I will have my Hungary Bottle.—— 
[Rummaging him.] — ſtronger than you. I'll carry 
you in, and throw you upon the Bed, and take it from you.— 
[Takes him up in her Arm,, 
Lean. Help! help! I ſhall be raviſh'd! Help! Oy ! 
Enter Lucinda. 
Luc. What $ the matter Oh bleſs me 
Pin, Oh dear, Madam, this unlucky Boy had almoſt ſpoil'd 
me. Did not your Ladyſhip hear me cry I ſhou d be raviſh'e? 
I was ſo weak, I cou d not reſiſt the little ſtrong Rogue; he 
whipt me up in his Arms, like a Baby; 5 and had not your 
Ladyſhip come in- 
Luc. What, Sirrah! wou'd you gebauch my Maid „ you 
little Cock-Sparrow i ? muſt you be Billing too? I have a great 
mind to make her whip you, Sirrah. 
Pin, Oh dear, Madam, let me do't. W take bim into the 
Room, and I will ſo chaſtiſe him 
Luc. But do you think you'll be able, Pindreſs« EP 11 ſend 
one of the Men to help you. 
Pin. No, no, Madam: I cou d manage him with one hand. 
See here, Madam. [Takes bim in her Arms, and is running 
away, 
Luc. Hold, hold! ! — Is this you that the little ſtrong Rogue 
had almoſt raviſh'd 2 He ſnatch'd you up in his Arms like 
a Baby: ——Ah Pindreſs, Pindreſs! I ſee y'are very weak 1n- 
deed.—Are not you aſham'd, Girl, to debauch my little Boy? 
Pin. Vour Ladyſhip gave me orders to make him merry, and 
divert his melancholy; and I know no better way than to teize 
him a little. I'm afraid the Boy is troubl'd with the Rickets, 
and a little ſhaking, Madam, wou d do him ſome good. 
Lean. I'm tird with 1 impertinence , and have other bus'nels 
to mind. [ Aſide Exit. 
* Pin. I hope your Lady ſhip entertains no ill Opinion of my 
irtue. 
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Love and a Bottle. 43 

Lac. Truly 1 don't know what to think on't : but Tve ſo 
good an Opinion of your Senſe, as to believe you wou'd not 
play the fool with a Child. ” 

Bind. We're all ſubjeR to playing the fool, if you continue 
e in marrying the firlt Man that asks you the 
Queſtion. 3 

Luc. No, my Mind's chang'd ; I'll never marry any Man. 

Pin, I dare {wear , that Reſolution breaks ſooner than the 

former. [Aſide.] Ah, Madam, Madam! if you never be- 
lieve Man again, you muſt never be Woman again; for tho 
we are as cunning as Scrpents, we are naturally as flexible 
too. Speak ingenuouſly, Madam; if Mr. Lovewell ſhou'd , 
with an amourous Whine, and ſuppliant Cringe, tell you a 
formal Story, contrary to what we ſuſpect, wou'd you not be- 
lieve him? | 
Luc. What, believe his vain Aſſert ions, before the demon- 
ſtration of my Senſes! No, no; my Love's not fo blind. Did 
I not ſee his Miſs and his Child? Did I not behold him gi- 
ving her Money ? Did I not hear him declare, he wou'd ſettle 
her 1n a Lodging ? En 5 

Pin. But, Madam, upon ſerious Reflection, where's the great 
harm in all this? Mott Ladies wou d be over- joy d at ſuch a 
Diſcovery of their Lover's Ability. The Child ſeem'd a luſty 
chopping Boy; and let me tell you, Madam, it mult be a luſty 
chopping Boy that got it. = | 

Luc. Urge no farther in his Defence; he's a Villain, and 
of all Villains that I hate moſt, an hypocritical one. The 
Ladies give him the Epithet of modeſt, and the G-ntlemen that 
of ſober Lovewell. Now methinks, ſich a piece of Debauche- 
ry fits fo awkwardly on a Perſon of his Character, that it adds 
an unſeemlineſs to the natural vileneſs of the Vice; and he 
that dares be a Hypo. rite in Religion, will certainly be one 
in Love. Stay, is not that he? [ Printing ontwards. 

Pin. Yes, Madam; I believe he's going to the Pax. 

Luc. Call a couple of Chairs quickly; we'll thither Maſqu d. 
This Day's Adventures argue tome intended Plot upon me, 
which J may countermine by only ſetting a Face upon the 
matter. | [Puts her Maſque on. 


For as Hypocriſie in Men can move, 
Here's the beſt Hypocrite in Female Love. 
On even ſcores deſigning Heaven took care; 


Since Men falſe Hearts, that we falſe Faces wear: it; 
| OE SCENE 


I coud bear a kicking from him; But an Abuſe from a Block: 


once got the upper-hand, you ſpurn them under-foot. 1 think 
you ſhou d bear a Veneration to their very Aſhes. 


_ remarkably faulty: Their great Beauties only illuſtrate their 


it pleaſe ye? 


44 Love and a Bottle, 


| SCENE, the Park. 
Enter Lovewell and Lyrick meeting; Lyrick reading. 


PII rack thy Reputation, blaſt thy Fame, 
And in ſtrong grinding Satyr, Gibbet up thy Name. 


Love. What! in a Rapture, Mr. Lyrick? 

Hr. A little Poetical Fury, that's all. II Squire him; 
III draw bis Character for the Buffoon of a Farce; he ſhall 
be as famous in Ballad as Robin Hood, or Little John; my Mu- 
ſes ſhall haunt him like Demons; they ſhall make him mor: 
ridiculous than Dox Quixot. 

Lov. Becauſe he encounter'd your Windnil-Pate. —— 
Ha, ha, ha !—Come, come, Mr. Lyrick, you mult be pacify'd. 
Lor. Pacify'd, Sir ! Zoons, Sir, he's a Fool, has not a grain 
of Senſe. Were he an ingenious Fellow, or a Man of Parts, 


head ! I can never ſuffer it. 


Pert Blockhead, who has purchas d by the School, 
Just Senſe enough to make a noted Fool. 


That ſtings, Mr. Lovewell. 


Tov. Pray, Sir, let me fee it: - 
yr. This is imperfect, Sir: But if you pleaſe to give your 
] udgment on this Piece, [ Gives him a Paper. 
Tis a Piece of Burleſque on ſome of our late Writings. 

Lov. Ay, you Poets mount firſt on the Shoulders of your 
Predeceſſors, to ſee farther in making Diſcoveries; and having 


Lyr. Aye, if moſt of their Writings bad been burnt ! I de- 
clare, Mr. Lovewell, their Fame has only made them the more 


greater Errors. | 
Lov. Well, you ſaw the new Tragedy laſt Night; how did 
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Dyr. Very well; it made me laugh heartily. 
Lov. What, laugh at a Tragedy! | 15 
Lyr. 1 laugh to ſee the Ladies cyy ; to ſee ſo many weep at i 

the Death of the fabulous Hero : Who wou'd but laugh , i 
the Poet that made em were hang d! On my Conſcience, 


theſe Tragedies make the Ladics vent all their Love and 405 5 
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nour at their Eyes, when the ſame white Handkerchief that 

240 their Noſes, mult be a Winding- ſneet to the deceaſed 
ero. : 

| Lov, Then there's ſomething in the Handkerchief to em- 

balm him, Mr. Lyrick ; Ha, ha, ha. But what reliſh 


have you of Comedy? 


Hr. No ſatisfactory one—— My Curioſity is fore- ſtalld 
by a Fore- knowledge of what ſhall happen: for as the Hero 


in Tragedy, is either a whining cringing Fool, that's always 


a ſtabbing himſelf, or a ranting, heRoring Bully, that's for 
killing every-body elſe : So the Hero in Comedy is always the 
Poet's Character. | i 

Love, What's that? 

Dr. A Compound of practical Rake, and ſpeculative Gen- 
tleman, who always bears off the great Fortune in the Play, 
and ſhams the Beau and Squire with a Whore or Chamber- 
maid ; and as the Ca:aſtrophe of all Tragedies is Death, fo 
the end of Comedies 18 Marriage. 

To And ſome think That the moſt Tragical Concluſion of 
the two. 355 | 

Lyr. And therefore my Eyes are diverted by a better Come- 
dy in the Audience than that upon the Stage. — I have often 


 wonder'd , why Men ſhou'd be fond of ſeeing Fools ill repre- 


ſented, when at the ſame time, and place, they may behold 
— mighty Originals adting their Parts to the Life in the 
xes. FO 
Lov. Oh be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Lyrick, tis your 
Intereſt. Beauty is the Deity of Poetry; and if you rebel, you'll 
certainly run the Fate of your firſt Parent, the Devil. - 
Lyr. You're out, Sir. Beauty is a merciful Deity, and al- 
lows us ſometimes to be a little Atheiſtical ; and tis fo indul- 


gent to Wit, that it is pleas'd with it, tho' in the worſt habit, 


that of Satyr. Beſides, there can appear no greater Argument 
of our Eſteem, than Raillery, becauſe tis ſtill founded upon 
Jealouſie; occaſion'd by their preferring ſenſeleſs Fops and 
wealthy Fools to Men of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders 
of the Empire. . 

Lov. Now I think theſe Favourites of the Ladies are more 
Witty than you. FT 

Hir. How ſo, pray, Sir? De 

Lov. Becauſe they play the Fool, conſcious that it will pleaſe; 
and you're a Wit, when ſenſible that Coxcombs only are en- 
courag'd, I wonder. Mr. Lyrick, that a Man of your Senſe 
ſhould turn Poet; you'll hardly cver find a Man that is capa- 


ble of the Imployment will undertake it, 


E 2 Lyr. 


46 Love and a Bottle. 


Lyr. The reaſon of that is, every one that knows not a tittle 
of the matter, pretends to be a Toles of it, — By the Lard, 
Mr. Lowewell, 1 put the Criticks next to the Plague, Peſtilence 


and Famine in my Litany._— Had you ſeen em laſt Night 
in the Pit, with ſuch demure ſupercthous Faces their con- 
remplative Wigs thruſt judicioufly backwards; their Hands 
rubbing their Temples, to chaſe Ill Nature; and with a hiſ- 
ſing venemous Tongue, pronouncing Pith ! Stuff ! Intolera- 
ble! Damn him Lord have mercy upon us. 

Tow. Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſh as they are 
ill- natur d; fond of being thought Wits, who ſhall laugh out- 
ragiouſly at every ſmutty Jeſt ; cry, Very well, by Gad; that's 
fine, by Heavens; and if a Diltich of Rhime happens, they 
clap fo damnably loud, that they drown the Jeſt. 

Lyr. That's the Jeſt. The Wit lies in their Hands; and if 
you would tell a Poet his Fortune, you mult gather it from 


the Palmiſtry of the Audience ; for as nothing's 111 ſaid, but 


what's ill taken; ſo nothing's well {aid , but what's well ta- 
ken. And between yuu and I, Mr. Lovewell, Poetry, with- 
out theſe laughing Fools, were a Bcll without a Clapper ; an 
empty ſounding bus'neſs, good for nothing; and all we Pro- 
feſſors might go hang our {elves in the Bell-ropes. 

Lov. Ha, ha, ha. But I thought Poetry was inſtructive. 

Lyr. Oh Gad forgive me, that's true: To Ladies it is moral- 
ly beneficial ; for you muſt know, they are 100 nice to read 
Sermons ; ſuch Inſtructions are too groſs for their refin'd Ap- 
prehenſions: but any Precepts that may be in##11l'd by eaſie 
Numbers, ſuch as of Rocheſter, and others, make great Con- 
verts. Then they hate to hear a Fellow in a Church preach me- 
thodjcal Nonſenſe, with a Firfly, Secondly, and Thirdly : but 
they take up with {ome of our modern Plays 1n their Cloſct, 
where the Morality muſt be deviliſh Inſtructive. But I 
muſt be gone; here comes the Squire. What, in the Name of 
Wonder, has he got with him? 

Lov. That which ſhall afford you a more plentiful Re- 
venge than your Lampoon, if you join with me 1n the Plot. 
To the better effecting of which, you muſt be ſeemingly re- 
concil'd to him. Let's ſtep aſide, and obſerve em while 1 


give you a hint of the matter. [ Exeunt between the Scenes, 


and ſeem to confer and hearken, 
Enter Mockmode, leading Trudge dreſs'd like a Widow. 


Ack. This is very fine Weather, bleſſed Weather indeed, 


Madam; 'tw1ll do abundance of good to the Graſs and Corn. 
Trud. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a great length; and! 

think the Weather much better here than in Jreland. 
4 | | Atock, 
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Mock. Why, Madam, were you ever there? 5 
Trud, Oh no! Not I indeed, Sir; but I have heard my 
firſt Husband (reſt his Soul) ſay ſo; he was an 1riſh Gen- 
tleman. | : 
Mack. 1 find, Madam, you have lovd your firſt Husband 
mightily, for you affect his Tone in Diſcourſe — Pray, Ma- 
dam, what did that Mourning coſt a Yard ? 


Trad, O Lard | What ſhall 1 fay now? Tis none of 


ä | ___[Afide. 
It colt , Sir; let me ſee—— it coſt about but it was my 
Steward bought it for me, I never buy ſuch ſmall things. 

Mock. By the Univerſe, ſhe mult be plaguy rich! I will be 
brisk. [A/ide.] Pray, Madam—I—1 pray Madam, will you 
give us a Song? 


Trud. A Song! Indeed then 1 had a good Voice, before 


Mr. Roebuck ſpoil'd it. £ 
Mock, Mr. Roebuck ! Was that your firſt Husband's Name, 
Madam ? 88 
[Lov. behind.} She'll ſpoil all. 
Trud. No, Sir; Roebuck was a Doctor, that let me blood 


under the Tongue for the Quinſey, and made me hoarſe ever 


ſince. ; | 
Mock. By the Univerſe ſhe's a Widow, and I'll be a little 
brick, Madam, will you grant me a ſmall Favour, and I 
will bend upon my Knees to receive it. [Kneels. 
Trud. What is't pray? 
Mock. Only to take off your Garter. 
Lovewell Enters. 
Zoons, her thick Leg will diſcover all. — By your leave, 


Sir, have you any Pretenſions to this Lady? [Puſhes Mock- 
| mode donn. 


Mock. 1 don't know whether this be an Affront or not. — 
[Al;de.]—Pretenſions, Sir! I have fo great a Veneration for 
the Lady, that I honour any Man that has Pretenſions to 
her. Dem me, Sir, may I crave the Honour of your Ac- 
quaintance ? | 

Lov. No, Sir. : | 
Act. No, Sir! 1 gad that muſt be Wit, for it can't be 

good Manners. Sir, I reſpect all Men of Senſe, and wou d 
therefore beg to know your Name. | 
Lov. No matter, Sir, I know your Name's Moc ſ mode. 


Mock, By the Univerſe, that's very comical ! That a Fel- 


Another 


low ſhou d pretend to tell me my own Name 
Queſtion, if you pleaſe, Sir. 
Lov. What is it, Sir? 


E 3 Moc i. 
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Mock. Pray Sir, what's my Chriſten'd Name ? 
Lov. Sir, you dont know. 
Mock. Zauns, Sir, wou'd you perſuade me out of my 


Chrilten'd Name? VII lay you a Guinea that I do know, by 


the Univerſe. [ Pulls a handful of Money out.] Here's Silver, 
Sir, here's Silver, Sir; 1 can command as much Money as 
another, Sir; I am at Age, Sir, and I won't be banter'd, 
Sir. 5 | ; 

Lov. Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you Rival; for 
your Love to this Lady, is the only ſign of Chriſtianity you 
can boaſt of, And now, Sir, my Name's Lovewell. 


Mock, Then I fay, Sir, that your Love to that Lady 1s the 


only ſign of a Turk you can brag of, I wiſh Club were 
come, [ Aſide, 


Lov. Sir, I ſhall certainly circumciſe you, if you make any 
farther Pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here. 

Mock. Circumciſe me! Circumciſe a Pudding's end, Sir.— 
Zauns, Sir, I'll be judg'd by the Lady who merits Circumci— 
ſion moſt, you or I, Sir. Theſe London-Blades are all ſtark 
mad ;——— [Lucinda enters, and obſerves Lovewell courting 


Trudge in dumb Signs. ] I met one about two Hours ago, that 


had forgot his Name, and this Fellow wou'd perſuade me 
now, that I had forgot mine. Mr. Lyrick is the only Man 


that ſpeaks plain to me. I mult be Friends with him, becauſe 


I find I may have occaſion for ſuch a Friend; Vil find him 
ut ſtrait. [Exit. 
Lov. Madam, will you walk— Exit with Trudge. 

Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward, 
Luc. Now ray Doubts are remov'd. 
Pin, Mine are more puzzling. There muſt be ſomething in 
this, more than we imagine. Yeu had beſt talk to him. 


Luc. Yes, if my Tongue bore Poyſon in it, and that I 


eou'd {pit Death in his Face. 
. Pin. If he is loſt, your hard Uſage this Morning has occa- 
ion'd it. 

Luc. I'm glad on't; I've gam'd by the Loſs, I deſpiſe him 
more now than eer I lovd him. That Paſſion which can 
ſtoop: ſo low as that Blowze , is an Object too mean for any 
thing but my Scorn to level at. 

Pin. This were a critical Minute for your new Lover the 


Squire I fancy; Mr. Lovewells Diſgrace wou'd bring him into 
Favour preſently, 


Lov, It certainly ſhall, if he be not as great a Fool as to- 


ther s falſe, 
Pin. 


Ce 
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Pin. You may be miſtaken in your Opinion of him, as 
much as you have been in Mr. Lovewell. | 
Luc. No, Pindreſs ; J ſhall find what I read in the laſt Miſ- 
cellanies very true. 
But two Diſtinftions their whole Sex does part; 
All Fools by Nature, or all Rogues by Art. 


SCENE continues. 
Enter ſeveral Maſques croſſing the Stage, and Roebuck 


Following. 5 

Roeb. S'death! What a Coney-borough's here! The Trade 
goes ſwimmingly on. This is the great Empory of Lewdͤneſe, 
as the Change is of Knavery.— The Merchants cheat the 
World there, and tlieir Wives gull them here — I begin to 
think Whoring ſcandalous, tis grown ſo Mechanical. 
My Modeſty will do me no good, I fear. Madam , are 
you a Whore? | [Catches a Maſque, 

1 Maſ. Yes, Sir. 

Roch. Short and Pithy ! If ever Woman ſpake Truth, 
] believe thou haſt. [Second Maſque pulls him by the Elbow, 
Have you any Bus'nefs with me, Madam * 

2 Maſ. Pray Sir be civil; you're miſtaken, Sir.— I have 
had an Eye upon this Fellow all this Afternoon. [LAſide.] 
you're miltaken, Sir. 

Roeb. Very likely, Madam; for I imagin'd you modeſt. 

2 Maſ. So J am, for I'm marryd. | 

Roeb. And marry d to your Sorrow, I warrant you! 

2 Maſ. Ves, upon my Honour, Sir. De 

Reeb. | knew it. 1 have met above a dozen this Evening, 
all marry'd to their Sorrow. — - Then I ſuppoſe you're a 
Citizen's Wife; and by the Broadneſs of your Bottom, I ſhou d 
gueſs you fat very much behind a Counter. 
2 Maſ. My Husband's no Mercer, he's a Judge. 


' 


keeping on my Hat fo long.—— 'Tis very hard, Madam, he 
ſhou'd not do you Juſtice : Has not he an Eſtate in Tail, 
Madam? 1 

2 Maſ. I ſeldom examine his Papers: They are a parcel of 
old dry ſhriveFd Parchments ; and this Court-hand is fo de- 
viliſh crabbed, I can't endure it. 1 

Roeb. Umph! — Then I ſuppoſe, Madam, you want a 
young Lawyer to put your Caſe to. But faith, Madam, I am 


a Judge too, 
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2 Maſ. Oh Heay'ns forbid! Such a young Man! 
Roeb. That's, I'll do nothing without a Bribe.—— Pray, 
Madam, how does that Watch ſtrike? 

2 Maf. It never ſtrikes, it only points to the Buſineſs, as 
vou muſt do, without telling Tales. Dare you meet me two 
Fours hence! 8 | | 
 Roeb. Ay, Madam, but I (hall never hit the time exactly 
without a Watch. 
2 Maſ. Well, take it. At ten exactly, at the Foun- 
tain in the Middle-Temple. Cook upon Littleton be the 17 85 
885 xit. 
Roeb. SO———IF the Law be all ſuch Volumes as thou, 
Mercy on the poor Students! From Cook upon Littleton in Sheets 
deliver me. 1 
| Enter Lovewell. 
Lor. What engag'd? Mirmidon ! I find you'll never quit 
the Battel, till you have crack d a Pike in the Service. 
Roe b. Oh, dear Friend! Thou'rt critically come to my Re- 
lief; for faith I'm almoſt tir'd. | 
Lov. What a miſerable Creature is a Whore ! whom eve- 
ry Fool dares pretend to love, and every wiſe Man hates. 
EKoeb. What? Moralizing again! Oh Tl tell thee News, 
Man; I'm enter'd in the Inns, by the Lard! 


Lov. Pſhaw! 

Roeb. Nay, if you won't believe me, ſee my Note of Ad- 
miſſion, > e [Shems the Watch, 

Lov. A Gold Watch, Bey! 8 


Roeb. Ay, a Gold Watch, Boy. 

Lov. Whence had you Money to buy it? | 

Ro:b. I took it upon Tick, and I deſign to pay honeſtly. 

Lov. I don't like this running o'th' Score. But what News 
from Lucinda, Boy? Is ſhe kind? Ha? 

Enter a Maſque croſſing the Stage. 

Roeb. Ha! There's a ſtately Cruiſer; I muſt give her one 
Chace. — Il tell you when I return. Exit running. 

Lov. I find he has been at a Loſs there, which occaſions his 
Eagerneſs for the Game here. 1 begin to repent me of my 


Suſpicion ; I believe her Vertue ſo ſacred, that tis a piece of 


Atheiſm to diſtruſt its Exiſtence. But Jealouſie in Love, like 
the Devil in Religion, is ſtill raiſing Doubts, which without 
a firm Faith in what we adore, will certainly damn us. 
2 Enter 4 Porter. 
Por. Is your Name Mr. Roeback, Sit? 
Lov. What would you have with Mr. Roeback, Sir? 
Por. I have a ſmall Note for him, Sir. 


Lor. 
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Lov. Let me ſee t. 

Por. Ay, Sir; if your Name be Mr. Roebsck, Sir. 

Lov. My Name 1s Roebuck, Blockhead. | | 

Por. God bleſs you, Maſter. [Gives him a Letter, and Exit. 

Lov. This is ſome tawdry Billet, with a ſcrawling Adieu 

at the end ont. Theſe (trolling Jades know a young whole- 

= ſome Fellow newly come to Town, as well as a Parſon's Wife 
does a fat Gooſe. 'Tis certainly ſome Secret, and therefore 
* ſhall be known. [Opens the Letter, 


SIR, = Tueſday three a Clock. 
M Behaviour towards you this Morning was ſomewhat ſtrange; 

but I ſhall tell you the Cauſe of it, if you meet me at Ten this 
Night in our Garden; the Back-door ſhall be open. 
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Your's, Lucinda. 


Oh Heavens! Certainly it can't be! IL, U, C, I, N, D, A; 
that ſpells Woman. Iwas never written ſo plain before. 
| Roebuck, thou'rt as true an Oracle, as ſhe's a falſe one: Oh 
thou damn'd Sybil ! J have courted thee theſe three Years, and 
cou'd never obtain above a Kiſs of the Hand, and this Fel- 
low in an Hour or two has obtain'd the Back-door open. 
Mr. Roebuck, ſince I have diſcover'd ſome of your Secrets, I'll 


make bold to open ſome more of 'em —But how ſhall I 
ſhake him off? Oh, I have it; I'll ſeek him fta, ; 
| xit. 


Enter Roebuck meeting the Porter. 
Koeb. Here, you Sir, have you a Note for one Roebuck 2 
Por. I had, Sir; but I gave it to him juſt now. 

Roe h. You lie, Sirrah ; I am the Man. 

Por. J an't poſitive I gave it to the right Perſon ; but I'm 
very 7 did; for he anſwered the Deſcription the Page gave 
to a J, Sir. | 

Roeb, "Twas well J met that Page, Dog, or now ſhou'd I 
cut thy Throat, Raſcal. Tk | 

Por. Bleſs your Worſhip, noble Sir. [Exit, 

Roeb. At Ten, in the Garden! The Back-door open ! — 
Oh the delicious Place and Hour ! Soft panting Breaſts ! 
Trembling Joynts ! Melting Sighs ! And eager Embraces !— 
= Oh Extaſie !—— But how to ſhake off Lovewell /— This is his 
= nicely Vertuous ! Ha, ha, bha.— This is his innate Principle 
ol Vertue! Ha, ha, ha. 


Enter 


f. 
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Enter Lovewell. 
Lov, How now! Why ſo merry! | 
Roeb. Merry | Why, twould make a Dog ſplit, Man; Ha, 
ha, ha.—— Ihe Watch, Sir, the Watch; Ha, ha, ha. 


Lov. What of the Watch? You laugh by the Hour; you'tl : 


be run down by and by, ſure ! | 

-Roeb, Ay, but I ſhall be wound up again. This Watch! 
had far a Fee, Lawyer.—— Shou I ever be try'd before this 
Judge, how I ſhou'd laugh to ſee how gravely his Gooſe-Cap 
fits upon a pair of Horns ; Ha, ha, ha. ns 

Zov. Thou'rt Horn- mad. Prithee leave Impertinence, — 
I receiv'd a Note juſt now. 

Roeb, A Note! *Sdeath, what Note! What d'ye mean? 
Who brought it? | | N 

Tov. A Gentleman; 'tis a Challenge. | 

Koeb. Oh, thanks to the Stars! I'm glad on't.  [Afade. 

Lov. And you may be ſignally ſerviceable to me in this 
Affair. I can give you no greater Teſtimony of my Affection, 
than by making ſo free with you — | | 

Roeb. What needs all this Formality ? I'll be thy Second, 
without all this Impertinence. 

Lov. There's more than that, Friend. In the firſt place, 
I don't underſtand a Sword; and again, Im to be call'd to 
the Bar this Term, and ſuch a Buſineſs might prejudice me 
extremely. So, Sir, you muſt meet and fight for me. 
Koeh. Faith, Lovewell, I ſhan't ſtick to cut a Throat for my 
Friend at any time, fo I may do it fairly, or ſo. The 
Hour and Place? ns 

Lov. This very Evening, in Moorfield:. 

Roch. Umph ! How will you employ your ſelf the while? 
on III follow you at a diſtance, left you have any foul 
ay. | £ | 

Keb. Which if you do No, faith Ned, ſince I'm to 
anſwer an Appointment for you, you muſt make good an 
Aſſignation for me. I'm to meet one of your Ladies at the 
Fountain in the Temple to Night. You may be call'd to the 
Bar there, if you will, This Watch will tell you the Hour, 
and ſhall be your Paſs-port. Let me have yours. 


| 1 [Changes Matches. 
TLov. Oh! Was that the Jeſt? Ha, ha, ha. — Well, l 


will anſwer an Aſſignation for you ſure enough. Ha, ha, 
ha. — — How readily does the Fool run to have his Throat 


cut? IA. 


Roeb. How eagerly now does my Moral Friend run to the 
Devil, having Hopes of Profit in the Wind! I have ſhabbd 
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bim off purely. — But prithee, Ned, where had you this 
fine Jewel? | [Viewing one ty d to the Watch, 
Lov, Pſhaw! A Trifle, a Trifle; from a Miſtreis — Take 
care ont tho. But heark ye, George; don't puſh too home; 
have a care of whipping thro the Guts. 
Foeb. Gad; I'm afraid one or both of us may fall. But 
cye hear, Ned, remember you ſent me on this Errant, and 
are therefore anſwerable for all Miſchief; if 1 do whip my 
Adverſary through the Lungs, or fo, remember you {et me 
EZ upon't, | | | . 
z "Tow: Well, honeſt George, you wont believe how much 
| yeu oblige me in this Courteſie. 3 
' Reeb. You know always I oblige my ſelf by ſerving my 
Friend. I never thought this Spark was a Coward be- 
fore. | g I[Aſide. 
Liv. J never imagin'd this Fellow was ſo eaſie before. 
[Ale] Well, good Succeſs to us both; and when we meet, 
we'll relate all Tranſactions that paſs. | 
Reb, That you're a Fool. 
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Re-enter Lovewell croſſing the Stage haſtily, Mockmode and Ly- 
lick following him. 
 Lyr. Mr. Lovewell, a word wye. 
Lov, Let it be ſhort, pray Sir, for my Bus neſs is urgent, 
and 'tis almoſt dark. 5 = 
Hr. Pm reconcil'd to the Squire, and want only the Pre- 
ſentment of a Copy of Verſes to ingratiate my ſelf wholly, 
' throughly, Let me have that piece I lent juſt now. 
Low. Ay, ay, with all my Heart.— Here, —Earewel. 
[ Pulls the Poem haſtily, and juſtles out a Letter 
with it, which Mockmode takes up. | 
Lyr. Now, Sir, here's a Poem, (which according to the 
way of us Poets) I ſay, was written at fifteen , but between 
you and 1 it was made at five and twenty. 
Meck, Five and twenty ! —When 1s a Poet at Age, 
pray, Sir? — 
Hr. At the third Night of his firſt Play; for he's never a 
Man till then. 
Mock. But when at Years of Diſcretion? 
Dr. When they leave Writing, and that's ſeldom or 
D 
Mock. But who are your Guardians ! | 
Lyr. The Criticks, who with their good Will, wou'd never 
let us gome to Age. But what have you got there? ' I 
| bk. 
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Mook. By the Univerſe, I don't know; tis a Woman' 
hand; ſome Billet-Deux, I ſuppoſe ; it juſtl'd out of Love. 
well's Pocket. We'll to the next Light and read it. 

N „ [ Exeant, 


SCENE a dart Ar bour in Lucinda's Garden. 


Ro Enter Roebuck Solus. 
Roeb. Oh, how I reverence a Back-door half open, half 


0 


ſhut! Tis the narrow Gate to the Lovers Paradiſe ; Cupid 


ſtood Centry at the Entrance; Love was the word, and he let 
me paſs Now is my Friend pleading for Life; he has a pu- 
ling Caſe to manage, ten to one he's nonſuited; I have gulld 
him fairly. = 
* Enter Lovewell. 
Lov. I've got in, thanks to my Stars, or rather the Clouds, 


Whoſe Influence is my belt Friend at preſent. . Now is Ree- 


back gazing, or rather groping about for a Fellow with a 
long Sword; and I know his fighting Humour will be as mad 


to be baulk'd by an Enemy, as by a Miſtreſs. 


Roeb. Hark, hark! I hear a Voice; it muſt be ſhe——— 
Lacinda ! JE | 

L. True to the touch, I find. Is it you, my Dear? 

Roeb. Ves, my Dear. 


Lov. Let me embrace thee, my Heart. 


| Fotb, Come to my Arins— [ Run into each others Arms, 


| Finding the Miſtake, ſtart back, 

Lov. Slife ! a Man! 0 
Koeb. Sdeath! a Devil! — And wert thou a Legion, here's 
a Wand ſhou'd conjure thee down Dram, 
Lov. We ſhould find whoſe Charms is ſtrongeſt. [Drau, 
[They puſh by one another; Roebuck paſſes out at the ob- 
poſue Door: And as Lovewell is paſſing out on the 

other ſide of the Stage, 


Enter Leanthe. 
Lean. Mr. Roebuck) Sir: Mr. Roebuck! [With a Night 
OS Gown over his Cloaths, 
Lav. That's a Woman's Voice, Fil fwear.—Madam.— 
Lean. Sir. OS. | | | 
Lo. Come, my dear Lucinda; I've ſtaid a little too long; 
but making an Apology now were only lengthning the Ot- 
fence. Let's into the Arbor, and ſnake up for the Moments 
miſpent. . 
| eau. 
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Lean. Hold, Sir: Do you love this, Lacinds, you're ſo fond 


| of bauling into the Arbor? 


Lov. Yes, by all that's powerful. 

Lean. Falſe, falſe Roebuck !—[ Aſide. I am loft. 

Lov. Madam, do you love this Roebuck, that you _ d the 
Garden-door to fo late? 

Lean, I'm afraid I do too well. 

Lov. And did you never own an Affection to another > 

Lean. No ; witneſs all thoſe Powers you juſt now men- 


tion d, 


Lov. Revenge your ſelves, ye Heavens. Behold in me 
Accuſer , and your Judge. Behold Lovenell, injur d . 


_——This Darkneſs , Which opportunely hides your Bluſhes, 


makes your Shame more monſtrous 

Lean. Ha! Lovenell! I'm vex'd tis he, but glad to be mi- 
taken, — Now, Female policy, aſſiſt me. 

Lov. Yes, Madam, your Silence proclaims you guilty — 
Farewell, Woman. 

Lean. Ha, ha, ha. 

Lov, What am I made your Scorn? 

Lean, Ha, ha, ha.— -This happens better than I expected. 
a, ha, ha. r. Lovewell ! 

Liv. No Counter-plotting, Madam ; the Mine's ſprung al- 
ready, and all your Deceit diſcovered. 

Lean. Indeed, you're a fine Fellow at diſcovering Deceits, I 
mult confeſs, that cou'd not find whether 1 was a Man or a 
Woman all this time. 

Lov. What, the Page! 


Lean. No Counter-plotting, good Sir; the Mine's ſprung 
already. Ab, Sir, 1 fancy Mr. Roebuck is better at diſcove- | 


ring a Man from a Woman in the dark, than you. 

Lov. This Diſcovery 1s the greateſt Riddle! —— Prithee ; 
Child, what makes thee diſguis'd ? But above all, what meant 
that Letter to Roebuck 2 

Lean, Then I find you intercepted it yy, Sir, my La- 
dy had a mind to put a Trick upon the impudent Fellow, 


made him an Aſſignation, and ſent me in her ſtead, to banter 


him. But when J tell her how you fell into the Snare, and 


how jealous you were. Ha, ba, ha. 


Lov. Oh my little dear Rogue was that the matter 3 


[Hg her.] O my Conſcience, thou'rt ſo ſoft, I believe thou 


art a Woman ſtill. But who was that Man I encounter d 

juſt now? | 
Lean. A Man! Twas certainly Roebuck. ——[Afide] Some 
of the Foot-men, 1 ſuppoſe. Come, Sir, 1 mult conduRt 
you 
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you out immediately, left ſome more of em meet you. 


[Condutts him to the Door and retum 


He certainly was here, and I have mifs'd him, 
Fortune delights with Innocence to play, : 
And loves to hoodwink thoſe already blind. 
Wary Deceit can many by-ways tread, 
To ſhun the Blocks 1n Vertues open Road, 
Whilſt heedleſs Innocence (till falls on Ruin, 
Yet, whilſt by Love inſpir d, I will purſue 
What Men by Courage, we by Love can do. 


From mutual Fires none can true Paſſion prove; 
For like to like, 1s Gratitude not Love, 


Not even his Falſhood ſhall my Claim remove; 5 | | 


The End of the Fourth A "4h, 


ACT; . ; 

SCENE, An Anti-chamber in Lucinda's Houſe 

The Flat Scene half open, diſcovers a Bed-Chan- 

ber; Lucinda in her Night-Gown, and reading 
by a Table. 


| Enter Roebuck gropeing his way. 
Reeb. (CON what new happy Climate am I thrown ? 
— This Houſe is Love's Labyrinth; I have ſtumbled 

into it by chance. Ha! an Iluſion ! let me look again, 

Eyes, if you play me falſe, [Looking about.] I'll pluck 

ye out —'T1s ſhe ; tis Lucinda! alone, undreſs'd, in a Bed- 

chamber, between Eleven and Twelve a Clock. — A bleſ⸗ 

ſed opportunity ! —— Now if her innate Principle of Vertue 

defend her, then is my innate Principle of Manhood not 

worth Two-pence. Hold, ſhe comes forward. 
[Lucinda approaches, reading. 

Tuc. Unjuſt Prerogative of faithleſs Man, : 

Abuſing Pow'r which partial Heaven bas granted! 

In former Ages, Love and Honour ſtood 

As props and Beauties to the Female Cauſe ; 

But now lie proſtitute to Scorn and Sport. 

Man, made our Monarch, 1s a Tyrant grown, 

And Woman-kind mult bear a ſecond Fall. 


oeh. 
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Roeb. LAſide.] Ay, and a third too, or I'm miſtaken — 
J muſt divert this plaguy Romantick Humour. | 

Luc. While Vertue guided Peace, and Honour War, 

Their Fruits and Spoils were Off rings made to Love. 

Reeb. And tis ſo ſtill; for [Raiſing his Voice. ] 
Beau with earlieſt Cherries Miſs does grace, 

And Soldier offers Spoils of Flanders Lace. \ 

Luc Ha - Protect me, Heay'ns! what art thou? 

Roeb. A Man, Madam. 

Luc. What accurſed Spirit has driven you hither? 

Roeb. The Spirit of Fleſh and Blood, Madam. EC 

Luc. Sir, what encouragement have you ever received to 
prompt you to this Impudence? . 

Roeb. Umph! I muſt not own the reception of a Note 
from her, [ Afide.] Faith, Madam, I know not whether to 
attribute it to Chance, Fortune, my good Stars, my Fate, or 
my Deſtiny : But here I am, Madam, and here I will be. 
| \ [Taking ber by the Hand. 

Luc. [Pulling her Hand away] If a Gentleman, my Com- 
mands may cauſe you withdraw; if a Ruffian, my Footmen 
{hall diſpoſe of you. | 

Rieb. Madam, I'm a Gentleman; I know how to oblige a 
Lady, and how to ſave her Reputation. My Love and Ho- 
nour go link d together; they are my Principals: and if you'll 
be my Second, we'll engage immediately. 17 

Luc. Stand off, Sir; the Name of Love and Honour are 
burleſqu d by thy profeſſing em. Thy Love is Impudence, and 
thy Honour a Cheat. Thy Mien and Habit ſhew thee a Gen- 
tleman; but thy Behaviour is brutal. Thou art a Centaur ; 
only one part Man, and the other Beaſt. = I 

Roeb, Philoſophy in Petticoats! No wonder Women wear 
the Breeches ; [A/ide.] and, Madam, you are a Demi-God» 
dels ; only one part Woman, tother Angel; and thus divided, 


claim my Love and Adoration. 


Luc. Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind; but thine 


is the corrupter and debaſer of it. ——The Paſſion of you Li- 


bertines, is like your Drunkenneſs; heat of Luſt, as t'other is 
of Wine, and off with the next Sleep. 
Roeb. No, Madam; an Hair of the ſame is my Re- 
ceipt. Come, come, Madam, all things are laid to reſt 
that will diſturb our Pleaſure; whole Nature favours us; the 
kind indulgent Stars that directed me hither, wink at what we 
are about. *Twere jilting of Fortune to be now idle; and 
the, like a true Woman, once baulk'd, never affords a ſecond 


oppot- 


2 
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opportunity. Tl put out the Candle, the Torch of Love 
ſhall light us to Bed. 1 N 
=. Luc. To Bed, Sir! Thou haſt Impudence enough to draw [6 
| thy Rationality in Queſtion. Whence proceeds it? From a vain 
thought of thy own Graces, or an Opinion of my Vertue ?- 
If from the latter, know that I am a Woman, whoſe Modeſty 


Cn — 


port it, that the dying Groans of thy whole Sex, at my feet, 
thou'd not extort an immodeſt Thought from me. 4 
Roe b. Your Thoughts may be as modeſt as you pleaſe, Ma- 
dam. — Lou ſhall be as vertuous to morrow Morning a; 
e er a Nun in Europe; the Opinion of the World ſhall pro- 
claim you ſuch, and that's the ſureſt Charter the moſt rigid 
Vertue in England is held by. The Night has no Eyes to ee, 
: * have 1 a Tongue to tell: One Kiſs ſhall ſeal up my Lip 
r ever. 8 
Luc. That uncharitable Cenſure of Women, argues the 
meanneſs of thy Converſation. 
Roe b. Her ſuperiour Vertue awes me into coldneſs, 
'Slife ! it can't be Twelve ſure.—VNight's a Lyar. [ Dran 
out his Watch, 
Luc. Sir, if you won't be gone, I muſt fetch thoſe ſhall 
conduct you hence. My Eyes are dazled ſure, | Paſſing h 
him towards the Door, ſhe perceives the Fewel ty d to the Mach. 
Pray, Sir, let me ſee that Jewel. _ 4 
EKoeb. By Heavens, ſhe has a mind to't !—Oh, tis at your 
ſervice with all my Soul. | 
Luc. Wrong not my Vertue by ſo poor a Thought. —But 
anſwer directly, as you are a Gentleman, to what I now (hall 
ask: whence had you that Jewel? | 
Roeb. 1 exchanged Watches with a Gentleman, and had this 
Jewel into the bargain. He valu'd it not, twas a Trifle from 
a Miſtreſs, s 
Lac. A Trifle, ſaid he: Oh Indignation ! ſlighited thus! 
ll put a Jewel out of his power, that he wou'd pawn 
his Soul to retrieve.—— If you be a Gentleman, Sir, whom 
Gratitude can work up to Love, or a Vertuous Wife reclaim, 
Il make you a large return for that Trifle. | 
| Koeb. Hey-day! a Wife, ſaid ſhe! 
Lac. What's your Name, Sir? and of what Country? 
Roeb. My Name's Roebuck, Madam. 
Luc. Roebuck ! 9 85 NR 
Roeb. Sdeath! I forgot my Inſtructions. — Moctmode, Ma- 
dam.—Roebuck Mockmode, my Name, and Sir- name. 


Luc. Mocimode, my Squire! it can't be! But if it ſhout, 
ve 


dare not doubt my Vertue ; yet have ſo much Pride to ſup. i 


9 8 95 
8 
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Pre made the better exchange. Of what Family are 
you, 02 150 | 


Noeb. Of Mockmode- Hall in Shropſhire, Madam, My Father's 
lately dead; I came lately from the Univerſity ; I have Eif- 


teen hundred Acres of as good fighting Ground as any in En- 


gland, — "Twas lucky I met that Blockhead to day. [Afide. 


Luc. The very ſame. And had you any directions to 
court a Lady in London? 8 


Reb. Uniph — How ſhou'd 1 have found the way hither 


elſe, Madam? What the Devil will this come to? [ Aſide. 
Luc. My Fool that I dreamt of, I find a pretty Genileman: 
—— Dreams go by contraries— Well, Sir, I am the Lady; 
and if your Deſigns are honourable, I'm yours ; take a turn 
in the Garden, till I fend tor my Chaplain : you mult take 
me immediately, for if I cool, I'm loſt for ever.  [Exit. 
Koeb. I think 1 am become a very ſober Shropſhire Gentle- 
man in good earnelt ; I don't ſtart at the Name of a Parſon. 


| Oh Fortune! Fortune! what art thou doing? If thou 
and my Friend will throw me into the Arms of a fine Lady, 
* and great Fortune, how the Devil can J help it! Oh but, 


Zoons, there's Marriage! Ay, but there's Money. — Oh but 
there are Children, ſquawling Children. Ay, but then there 


= are Rickets and Small- Poux, wiich perhaps may carry them all 
EZ away,—— Oh but there's Horns! Horns! Ay, but then I 


ſhall go to Heaven; for tis but reaſonable, ſince all Marriages 
are made in Heaven, that all Cuckolds ſhould go thither.— 
But then, there's Leanthe! that ſticks. I love her, witnels, Hea- 
ven, 1 love her to that degree —Pſhaw, I ſhall whine pre- 


ſently. I love her as well as any Woman; and what can 


ſhe expect more? I can't drag a Lover's Chain a hundred 
Miles by Land, and a hundred Leagues by Water, For- 
tune has decreed it otherwiſe. So lead on, blind Guide, I 
follow thee ; and when the Blind leads the Blind, no wonder 
they both fall into — Matrimony. [Going out, meets Leanthe. 
Oh my dear auſpicious little Mercury] let me kiſs thee —— 
Gotell thy Charming Miſtreſs, 1 obey her Commands. ¶ Exit. 
5 Enter Leanthe. f 


Lan, Her Commands! Oh Heavens! I muſt follow him. 


{ Going. 
Luc. Page, Page. CE ey) OT 
Lean, Oh my curs'd Fortune! baulk'd again! Madam, 
Luc. Call my Chaplain ; I'm to be married preſently. 
Lean. Married fo ſuddenly | To whom, pray Madam? 
Luc. To the Gentleman you met going hence jult now. 
Lean, Oh Heavens! your Lady N is not in earneſt, _ ? 
| | tale x . 
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1mpertinent, Boy; call him inftamly. 


the Morning, for Heaven's ſake. Mr. Lovewell is in the Houſe: 


he had his Sword drawn, and he threatned every bod y. Pray, 
delay it to Night, Madam. * 


or rather new doings. Prithee, let you and I throw in our 


me. But ay let me conſider o'th” buſineſs... 


Chaplain. You mult not whiſper, for we mult paſs upon the | 


Luc. What, is Matrimony to be made a Jeſt of ? | Don't be 
Lean. What ſhall Ido? — Oh, Madam, ſuſpend it till 


met him not half an hour ago; and he will certainly kill 
the Gentleman, and perhaps harm your Ladyſhip. 

Luc. Lovewell in my Houſe ! How came he hither ? 
Leun. I knuw not, Madam. 1 ſaw him, and talk'd to him; 


F 


* 


Luc. No, I'm retolv'd; and I'll prevent his diſcovering us; 


II put on a Suit of your Cloaths, and order Pindreſs to carry 


her Night-Gown to the Gentleman in the Garden , and bid 
him meet me in the lower Arbor, in the Weſt Corner, and 
fend the Chaplain thither inſtantly. Fs Exit: 
Lean. Hold, Fortune, hold; thou haſt entirely won; 

For I am loft. Thus long I bave been rack'd 

On thy tormenting Wheel, and now my Heart-ſtrings break, 
Diſcovering who I am, expoles me to ſhame. 


Then what on Earth can help me? 


Enter Pindrcfs 
Fin. Oh Lord, Page, what's the matter? Here's old doings, 


Two-pence a piece into this Marriage Lottery. 
Lean. You'll draw nothing but Blanks, I'll aſſure you, from 


Pin. No conſideration ; the bus neſs muſt be done hand IWF 
over-head. 5 | 
Lean. Well, I have one Card to play ſtill ; and with you, . 
„ | 5 [Takes her Hand. 
Din. You expect tho' that I ſhou'd turn up Trumps. : 
Lean. No, not if 1 ſhuffle right. [Afide.] — Well, Pindreſs, 
tis a Match. Begone to the lower Arbor, at the Welt-corner 
of the Garden, and I'll come to thee immediately with the 


Chaplain for my Lady and the Gentleman. ——Hatte. . 
Pin. Shan't I put on my New Gown firſt? 18 
Lean. No, no; you ſhall have a Green-Gown for your Wel- 1 


ding in the Arbor. | 
Well, all Fleſh is Graſs. 


Pin, A Green-Gown! 
Lean, Make haſt, my Spcuſe, fly. . 
Pin. And will you come? will you be ſure to come? 
— O my little Green-Gooteberry , my Teeth waters 
at ye. _ : 
Lan. Now Chance, — No, thou'rt blind. 


4 


. 
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715 Love, * thou my Guide, and ſet me rig bt; 3 
Thy” blind, like Chance, J0u have be Eyes by Nagl [Exit: 


SCENE Bullfinch's Houſe. 


Enter Lovewell, Bruſh and Servant, 
Lov Mr. Lyrick abroad, "fait thou! and Moto with 


Serv. All abroad, my Miſtreſs and all, 

Lov. 1 don't underſtand this—— Braſh, run to Lacdeds's 
Lodgings, and obſerve what's doing there: I ſpy'd ſome haſty 
Lights. glancing thro the Rooms; Fl follow you preſently. 
[Exit Bruſh.}—Cau't you inform me which way they went? 

Serv, Perhaps Mr. Meockmode's Man can inform ye. 

Lov. Pray call him. 

Serv, Mr. Club, Mr. Club. 

Lov. What, is the Fellow deaf? 

3 No, Sir; but he's aſleep, and in bed. M. Cab; 

Gab. Augh — Yombas)] I'm aſleep, I'm aſleep ; don't 
wake me. —Augh. 
Serv. Here's a Gentleman wants ye. 

Enter Club, with his Coat unbutton d; his Girters unty d, ſcratching 
and | yawning, as newly waken'd from Bed. 

ub. Pox o your London Breed ing; what makes you wüten 
a Man out of his Sleep that way? 

Lev. Where's your Maſter, pray Sir. 

Ab. Augh——Tis a ſad thing to be broken of © one's Ref 
this way. 

Lov. Can you inform me where your Maſter's gone? 

Club. My Maſter ! —Augh —— {Stretching and Jamming: 

Lov. Yes, Sir, your Maſter, 

Cub. My Matter! — Augh. —— What a Clock is it; 
Sir? 1 believe * us paſt Wann for T have gotten my firſt 
Sleep. ——Augh 
Lo. Thou'r: aſleep fill, Blockhead. Anſwer me, or 
Where's your Matter ? 

Cub. Augh. ——1 had the pleaſantelt Dream when. you 
call'd me Augh. I thought my Maſter's great black 
Stone-horſe had beck looſe among, the Mares. 7 
And fo, Sir, you call'd me. —— Augh. —— And ſo 1 
| Waken'd. 
| ; Lov, Sirrah , {Strikes him.) —— Now 1 yout Dream's out; 
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and my Maſter will do her bus'nefs, I warrant him, if o'th' 


Sir, we have found the bottom on't. 


Club. Zauns, Sir! what d'ye mean, Sir? My Maſter's as 
good a Man as you, Sir; Dem me, Sir. : 
Los. Tell me preſently where your Maſter is, Sirra, or V1! 
duſt the Secret out of your Jacket. N 

Club. Oh Sir, your Name's Lovewell, Sir! 

Lov. What then, Sir? = = 

Club. Why then my Maſter is where you are not, Sir, 
—— "My Maſter's in a fine Ladies Arms, and you are—. | 
here, I take it. 2 | [Shrug ging. 

. .Lov. Has he got a Whore a Bed with him? | 

Qub. He may be Father to the Son of a Whore by this time, 

if your Miſtreſs Lucinda be one, Mr. Lyrick did his bus neſs, 


right Shropſhire Breed, which I'm ſure he is, for my Mother 
nurs d him on my Milk. | ES 
Lov. Two Calves ſuckl'd on the ſame Cow—— Ha, ha, ha, 
Gramercy Poet ; has he brought the Play to a Cataſtrophe ſo 
ſoon? A rare Executioner, to clap him in the Female Pillo- 
ry already! Ha, ha, ha. bp” 5 
ub. Ay, Sir; and a Pillory that you wou d give your Ears 
for; I warrant , you think my Maſter's over Head and Ear 
in the /riſþ Quagmire you wou'd have drown'd him in. But, 


"Lov. He may paſs over the Quagmire, Sirrah ; for then 
were Stepping-(tones laid in his way. 5 
Clab. He has got over dry-ſhod, I'll aſſure you. Pray, 
Sir, did not you receive a Note from Lacinda, the true Lucinds, 
to meet her at Ten in her Garden to Night? — Why dont 
you laugh now? Ha, ha, ha. 8 5 
4 Lov. Sdeath, Raſcal, What Intelligence cou d you have of 
at?” Cn EE SD 
Cab. Hold, Sir, I have more Intelligence. You threv 
Mr. Lyrick his Poem, ina hurry, in the Park, and juſtled that 
| Gveet Letter out of your Pocket, Sir. This Letter fell into my 
Maſter's Hands, Sir, and diſcover'd your Sham, Sir, your Trick, 
Sir. Now, Sir, I think you're as deep in the Mud as he 1810 
the Mire. 3 2 | | 
Lov. Curs'd Misfortune And where are they gone, Sir? 
Quickly, the Truth, the whole Truth, Dog, or III ſpit. you 
hke a Sparrow . 
Club. 1 deſign to tell you, Sir. Mr. Lyrick, Sir, being my 
Maſter's intimate Friend , or ſo, upon a Bribe of a Hundred 
Pounds, or i», has ſided with him, taken him to Lacindis 
Garden in your ſtead , and there's a Parſon, and all, and 0 I 
forth. Now, Sir, I hope the Poet has brought, . = 
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Play to a very good Cata——Cata——whaty d ye call bim, 


Sir? 
Lov. "Twas he 1 encounter in the Garden, ——*Sdeath ! 


Trick'd by the Poet! I'll cut off one of his Limbs, III make a 


Synalcœpbha of him; 1 
* I, he, he !—Two Calves ſuck'd on the ſame Cow l 
—He, he! | 
Lov. Nay, then 1 begin with yon. 8 C Drab him: 
Cub. Zauns Murder! Dem nie! Zauns! Murder! Zauns“ 
[Runs off, and Lovewell after him. 


SC EN E changes to the Anti- Chamber in Lucinda's wth ; 
a Hat and Sword on the Fs 


Enter Bruſh, 


Braſh, I have boom: peeping and croaching about fie a 
Cat a mouſing. Ha! I ſmell a Rat A Sword and Hat! 
There are certainly a pair of Breeches appertaining to theſe, 
and may be lap d up in my DT, Lavender, who 
knows 13 188 


Enter Lovewell in 4 herd: 


Lov. What, Sir > What are you doing 2 Im ruin; 


trick d. 
Bruſh, I believe ſo too, Sir. — See here! — 1 the Hat 
and Sword. 


Lov. By all my hopes, Rotbuck's Hat and Sword. This is 


' Miſchief upon Miſchief. Run you to the Garden, Sirrah; 


and if you find any body ſecure 'em , I'll ſearch the Houſe. 


buck ?——hoa? 


Enter Roebuck un button d; runs to Lovewell, and embraces him. 


Roeb. Dear, dear Lovewell, wiſh me Joy, wiſh me Joy, my 
Friend. 


Lov, Of what, Sir; ] 
Roeb. Of the deareſt, tender, whiteſt, ſofteſt Bride, that 


ever bleſt Man's Arms. Im all Air „all a Cid, all Wings, 
and mult, fly again to her Einbraces. Detain me not, my 
Friend. 
Lv. Hold, Sir; 1 hope you mock me ! tho that it ſelf 's 
unkind, 
Loeb. Mock you By Heav' 5 no! ſhe's more than Senſe 
3 can 
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can bear, or Tongue expreſs. O Lucinda ! Shou d 
Heaven | 


Lov. Hold, Sir ; no more. 

' Roeb, I'm on the Rack of Pleaſure, and muſt * all 
When ber foft melting, white, and yielding Wal N 
Within my preſſing Arms was folded faſt, | 
Our Lips was melted down by Heat of Love, 

And lay incorporate in liquid Kiſſes, 
Whilſt 1 in ſoft broken Sighs, we catch d each other's Souls. 

Lov. Come, come, Roebuck, no more of this Extravagance. 
——Þy Heay'n I ſivear you ſhan't marry her. 

* By Heav'n I ſwear ſo too; for Im married al- 
ready. 

Lov, Then thou'rt a Villain. 

Koeb. A Villain, Man! ——Pſhaw, that's Nonſence. A 
poor Fellow can no ſooner get married, than you imagine he 
may be call'd a Villain preſently, — You may call me Fool, 
a Blockhead , or an Aſs, by the Authority of Cuſtom : Bur 
why a Villain, for God's fake? 

Lov. Did not you engage to meet , and fight a Gentleman 
for me in Moorfields ? 

Koeb, Did not you promiſe to engage a Lady for me at the 
Fountain, Sir? - 

Lov. This Lucinda is my Miſtreſs, Sir, 

_ Feb, This Lucinda, Sir; is my Wife. 

_ Low. Then this decides the matter. Draw. | 

[Throws Roebuck his Sword and draws his ons. 

Koeb. Prithee be quiet, Man, I've other Buſineſs to mind on 

my Wad ling- night. I mult in to my Bride. [ Going. 
1 88 Hold, Sir ; move a ſtep, and by Heavens I'll tab 
thee, | 

Roeb. Put up, put up; Plhaw, 1 an't prepared. to die; 1 
ant, Devil take me. | 

| Liv. Do you dally with me, Sir? AIC 0114; 

Roeb. Why, you won't be ſo nn as to kill a 
Man fo ſuddenly; I han't made my Will yet. Perhaps! may 
leave you a Legacy. 

Lov. Pardon me, Heavens, if preſs d by flinging Taunts, 

my Paſſion urge my Arm to act what's foul. 
| [Offers 10 puſh at him. 

Roeb, Hold. [Taking ap his Sword. Tis ſatelt making Peace, 
they ſay, with Sword 1n Hand. I' tell thee what, Ned; 
I wou'd not loſe this Night's Pleaſure for the Honour of fight- 
10g and . the Seven Champions of nend 

ermit 
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Permit me then but this Night to return to the Arms of m 
dear Bride, and Faith and Troth I'll take a fair Thruſt wit 
you to morrow Morning. , | ey 
Lov. What! beg a poor Reprieve for Life | — Then thou'rt 
a Coward. 8 7 8 F . 
Roeb. You 1magin'd the contrary, when you employ d me 
to fight for you in Moorfields. „ 0 
Les, WWE nothing move thy Gall? Thou'rt baſe, un- 
rate | | ms 
: Roeb. Ungrateful MH love thee, Ned; by Heavens, my Friend, 
I love thee : Therefore name not that word again, for fuch 
a Repetition wou'd over-pay all thy Favours. 
Liv. A cheap, a very cheap way of making Acknowledg- 
ment, and therefore thou haſt catch'd it , which makes thee 
more ungrateſul. = | 
Roeb. My Friendſhip even yet does balance Paſſion; but 
throw in the leaſt Grain more of an Affront, and by Heaven 
you turn the Scale,. , ' e Tb ae Poles 
Lov. [Pauſmg] No, I've thought better; my Reaſon clears: 
She's not worth my Sword ; a Bully only ſhou'd draw in her 
Defence, for ſhe's falſe, a Proftitute. [Puts up his Sword. 
Roeb. A Proftitute ! by Heavens thou lyſt. [Draws,J—Thou. 
haſt blaſphem d. Her Vertue anſwers the uncorrupted State 
of Woman; ſo much above Modeſty , that it mocks tempta- 
tion. She has convinc'd me of the bright Honour of her Sex , 
and I ſtand Champion now for the fair Feinale Cauſe, ' 
Lov. Then I have loſt what nought on Earth can pay. 
Curſe on all Doubts, all Jealoufies, that deſtroy our preſent 
Happineſs, by miſtruſting the future. Thus Misbelievers ma- 
king their Heaven uncertain, find a certain Hell.-— And is 
ſhe vertuous ?—— ſound the bold Charge aloud , which does 


proclaim me guilty. | 


Reb, By Heavens, as vertuous as thy Sifter. 3 
Lov. My Sifter ! — Ha! I fear, Sir, your Marriage 
with Lucinda has wrong d my Siſter ; for her you courted, and 


I heard ſhe lov'd you. 


Roc b. I courted her, tis true, and lov'd her alſo; nay, my 
Love to her rival'd my Friendſhip tow'rds— ; and had my 
Fate allow'd me time for Thought, her dear Remembrance 
might have ſtop'd the Marriage. But ſince tis paſt I mult 
own to you, to her, and all the World, that I caſt off all 
former Paſſion, and ſhall henceforth confine my Love to the 
dear 1 of her charming Arms from which I juſt now 
parted, 3 | 


84 . 


66 Love and a Bottle. 
E nter Leanthe in Woman's looſe Apparel. 


oh Lean, J take you at your word. Theſe are the Arms that 
beld y on... 


Rob. Oh Gods and Happineſs ! Leanthe! 
. Lov. My Siſter | Heavens! It cannot be. 


Koeb. By Heavens it can, it ſhall, it muſt be ſo For 


none on Earth could give uch Joys bur ſhe——Who 1 
have thought my Joys cou'd bear Increaſe? Lovewell , 


Friend! This is thy Siſter ! *Tis Leanthe ! My Miſtreſs, wy 


Bride, my Wife. 

Lean. J am your Siſter, Sir, as ſuch 1 beg you to pardon 
the Effect of violent P:fſion , which has driven me into ſome 
imprudent Actions: But none ſuch as may blot the Honour 


of my Virtue, or Family, To hold you no longer in ſuſpence, 


*twas ! brought the Letter from Leanthe ; twas I manag d the 
Imrigue with Lucinda; 1 ſent the Note, 10 Mr. Roebuck this At- 
ternoon ; and I ; 

. Reeb. That was the Bride of happy me. 

' Lov, Thou art my Siſter and my dardian-Angel; for thou 
baſt bieſb d d thy ſelf, and bleſs d thy Brother. Lucinda fall 1 1 

fafe, and may be mine, 


Koeb. May! She ſhall be thine, my Friend, 
Lov. Where 1s Lucinda? 


Enter Mockmode. 


Mock Not far off ; tho' far enough from you, 7G the Uni- 
ver e. 

Lean. Vou muſt give me leave not to believe you, Sir. 
 Atck, Oh, Madam! 1 crave you ten thouſand Pardons, 
wk the Univerſe, Madam, Zauns, Midam, Dem me, 
Madam, 0 Fr to ſalute her awkardh, 

Lov. By your leave, Morn [Thruſts him. 1 

Roeb. Ah, Couſin Mockaode ! How do all our Friends 
mm oplbire e 
Mich, Now, Gentlemen ; I thank you all for your Trick, 
your Sham. You imagine I have got your W hore Couſin, 
. your Crack. But Gentlemen, by the Aſſiſtance of a Poet, 


your Sony! is metamorphos d into the real Lucinda; which 


your Eyes 5 ſhall teltifie. Bring 1 in the Jury there Guilty 
or not yy ö 


Enter 
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Love and a Bottle. 67 
Enter Lyrick and Trudge. 


Trad. Oh my dear Roebuck! [Trudge ſeeing Roebuck, throws 
her Maſque , flies to bim, takes him about the Neck and kiſſes 
im.] And Faith is it you, dear Joy? And where have you 
been theſe ſeven long Years ? F 
Mock. Zauns! 88 r 
Koeb. Hold off, ſtale Iniquity.—— Madam, you'll pardon 
this 5 | [To Leanthe. 
Trud. Indeed 1 won't live with that Stranger. You pro- 
miſed to marry me, fo you did. — Ah Sir, Neddy's a brave 
Boy, God bleſs him; he's a whole Armful ; Lord knows 1 
had a heavy Load of him. W ˙— 7-7 ROT 2 
Low. Guilty, or not Guilty, Mr. Mockmode 2 = 
Mock, Tis paſt that; 1 am condemn'd, I'm hang'd in the 
Marriage Nooſe. —— Hark ye, Madam, was this the Doctor 
that let you Blood under the Tongue for the Quinſey. 
Trud. Yes, that it was, Sir. _ 
| Mock, Then he may do ſo again; for the Devil take me if 
erer I breathe a Vein for ye —Mr. Lyrick, is this your Poetical 
= Friendſhip ? RY 5 . . 
1 * 1 bad only a mind to convince you of your Squire- 
. | 5 3 he, 
” Low. Now, Siſter, my Fears are over.— But where's Lacin- 
8 447 How u the tipo d of? © tuned en 3ST TATT 
Lean. The Fear ſhe lay under of being diſcover'd by you, 
gave me an Opportunity of impoſing Pindreſs upon her in- 
ſtead of this Gentleman, whom the expected to wear one of 
Pindreſs's Night- G.wns as a Diſguiſe. To make the Cheat 
more current, ſhe diſguis d her ſelf in my Cloaths, which has 
made her paſs on her Maid for me; and I by that Opportu- 
nity. putting on a Suit of her's, paſt upon this Gentleman 
for Lucinda, my next Buſineſs is to find her out, and beg 
| her Pardon, endeayour her Reconcilement to you, which the 
Diſcovery of the Miſtakes between both will eaſily wr? 1 
FT . „Bi e 
Roeb. Well, Sir, [To Lyrick.] how was your Plot car- 
EEE IDF 5 4) 
Ly. Why this Squire (will you give me leave to call you 
ſo now?) this Squire had a mind to perſonate Lovewell, to 
catch Lucinda. 80 | made Trudge to perſonate Lucinda, and 
ſnap him in this very Garden. Now, Sir, you'll give me 
leave to write your Epithalaminm ? 2 
5 ck, 


68 Love and a Bottle. f 
Mock, My Epithalamium! my Epitaph , Screech-Owl, for 
I'm buried alive. But I hope youll return my bundred Pound 
1 "oh ou for martytng 
No; 10 Lene lar en dame ou. Theſe 
| Men of  lndultry muſt make Money. 
eek Hep 8 * Money, by the Lniverſe, Sir; à Bill of 
five hundred Pound Sterling upon Mr. Ditio the Mercer in 
* Bring me a Reprieve, and tis yours. 
r. Lay it in that Gentleman's bands. "a 
[Gives Roebuck the Bill 
The Exccutioner Fad cut the Rope [ Goes to the Door, 
| 17 19 in Bullfinch dreſs d like a Parſon, 
Here 8 e e Le [Pulls open the Gown. 
ock. Oh thou 5 ard Whore of Babylon! 
Lov. What Pope ua the Second! Were you the Priel ? 
Bull. Of the Poet'y Ordination. 
. Dr. Ay, ay, before the time of Chriſtianity the Poetg\ were 
rielts. 
i Mock. No wonder then that all the World were Hea- 
. ens. 
Lyr. How a ye like the Plot? Wou' d it not do well for " 
Play ?——My Money, Sir. [To Roebuck, 
Roeb. No, Sir; it belongs to this Gentlewoman.— 
[Gives it to Trudge} you have divorc'd her, and muſ} give her 
ieparate Maintenance. There's another turn ot; Plot you 
Were not aware of, Mr. Lyrick. | 


| 3 Lucinda, Leanthe, and Pindreſs. 


Tuc. You have told me Wonders. 

- Lean, Here are theſe can teſtifie the Truth, This Gentle- 
man is the real Mr. Mockmode, and much ſuch another Per- 
on as your Dream repreſented. 

Fob. I hope, Madam, you'll pardon my diſſemdling, ſince 
only the hopes of fs great a purchaſe cou d cauſe it. 

Luc. Let iy wiſhing you much Joy and Happineſs in your 
Bride teſtifie my Reconciliation; — at the Requeſt of your 
Siſter, Mr. Lovewell, I pardon —_ paſt Jealouſies. You 
threatned me, Mr. Lovenell , with an tiſþ Entertainment at 
wy 1 I with it preſent now, to aſſiſt at your Siſters 

uptia 

Tom At my laſt going hence , 1 ſent for em, and they're 
ready, 


Lov, 
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Love and a Bottle. 69 


Lov, Call em in then. 

[An Iriſh Entertainment of three Men and three Humeng 
drxeft d after the Fingallian Faſhion. 

Lac. J muſt reward your Siſter, Mr. L1vewell, for the ma- 
ny Services done me as my Page. I therefore ſettle my For- 
tune and my ſelf on you , on this Condition, That you 
make over your Eſtate in lrilend to your Siſter , and that 
Gentleman. 

Lov. Tis done, only with this Proviſo, Brother, That you 
forſake your Extravagancies.. 

Roeb. Brother, you know I always lighted Gold, 

But moſt when offer d as a ſordid Bribe. 
I ſcorn to be brib'd even to Vertue, 
But for bright Vertues ſake, 1 here embrace it. [Embracing 


Gt Laue 
I have eſpous d all Good nels with Leanthe,: 
And am divorc'd from all my former Follies 


Woman's our Fate. Wild and Unlawful, Flames. dong 
Debauch us firſt, and ſofter Love reclaims, ' 

Thus Paradiſe was loft by Woman's Falls 1 858 
Bur Vertuous Woman thus reſtores i al. Exeunt omnes. 
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Written and Spoke by J o. Haynss 


in Mourning. 


3 5 W . ĩͤ Log 
p — A 2 2 3 — i * 
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1 Come nom here, your Poets Fate to ſee, 
He and his Play may both be damm d for me: \ 

No, Royal Theatre, I come to Mourn for Thee. 

And muſt theſe Structures then untimely fall, 

Whilf th other Houſe ſtands, and gets the Devil and all? 

Muſt fill kind Fortune r all Weathers ſteer em? 

And Beauties bloom there ſpight of Edax Rerum.  _ 
Vivitur Ingenio, tha damn d Motto there, [Looking up at it. 
Seduc d me firſt to be a Wicked Player, 

Hard Times indeed; Oh Tempora! Oh Mores! * 

1 knew that Stage muſt down, where not one Whore ts. 


But can you have the Hearts th? (Pray now ſpeak,) 
After all our Services, to let us break; 
Ton cannot dot, unleſs the Devil's in ye, 

What Arts, what Merit, han't we usd to win | Je e 
Firſt, to divert ye with ſome new French Sirowlers ; 
We brought ye Bona Sere's, Barba Colars. 


[Mocking the 
| late Singers, 
When their Male-Throats no longer drew your Money: 

We got ye an Eunuch's Pipe, Seigmior Rampony. 
That Beardleſs Songſter we con d ne er make much on; 
The Females found a damn d Blot in his Scutcheon. 
An Italian now we've got of mighty Fame, 
Don Sigiſmondo Fideli.—T here's Muſick in his Name; 
His Voice is like the Muſick of the Spheres , 
It ſhoud be Heavenly for the Price it bears. [20]. a time. 
He's a handſome Fellow too, looks, brisk and trim; 
I he don't take ye, then the Devil take him, 


- 


Beſides, 


EPILOGUE. 
Beſides, left our white Faces always mayn't delight ye, 
He ve Pike p Gipſies now to pleaſe, or . , 


Laſtly to make our Houſe more Courtly ſhine, 
As Travel does the Men of Mode refine, 
Ss our Stage-Hero's did their Tour den. 
To mend their Manners, and coarſe Engliſh Feeding, 
They went to Ireland, to improve their Breeding : 
Yes, for all this, we ſtill are at a loſs, 
Oh Collier! Collier! thou frighted away Miſs O: 
She, to return our Foreigner's Complaiſance, 
At Cupid's call, has rh. a Trip to France. 
Love Fire Arms here, are ſince not worth 4 Sous : 
We've loſt the only Touch-hole of our Houſe. 


Loſing that Fewel, gave us 4 fatal Blow: 
Well, if thin Audience muſt Jo. Haynes undo, 
Well, if 'tis decreed, nor can thy Fate, O Stage! 
Reſiſt the Vows of this obdurate Age, 

[ll then grow wiſer, leave off Playing the Fool, 
And hire this Pl ay- Houſe for a Boarding-School. 
- think the Maids won't be in a ſweet Condition, 
When they are under Jo. Haynes's grave Tuition; 
They ll have no occaſion then, I'm ſure , to Play, 

| They'll have ſuch Comingsin another way. 
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Tri p to the Jubilee. 
E OM * D Y. 


As it is Acted at the | 
T HE ATR E- ROYAL 
IN x 


D R URTYT-L 4 N E 
By Her Ma JESTY'S Servants. 3 


Pd 1 
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Jure tibi grater, candide lector, ago. 


Ovid. Triſt. lib. iv. Eleg. 10. 
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To the Honourable 
Sir Roger Moſtyn, Baronet, 
Of Moſflyn-Hall in Flintſhire. 


S no ſmall Reflection on Pieces of this Nature, that Panegy- 


rick is ſo much improv d, and that Dedication is grown more 
an Art than Poetry; that Authors, to make their Patrons more 
than Men , make themſelves leſs ; and that Perſons of Honour are 
forc d to decline Patronix ing Wit, becauſe their Modeſty cannot bear 


| the groſs Strokes of Adulation, 


But 7 me leave to ſay, Sir, that 1 am too young an Author to 


| have learnt the Art of Flattery ; and, I hope, the ſame Modeſty 


which recommended this Play to the World, will alſo reconcile my 


Addreſſes to yon, of whom 1 can ſay nothing but what your Merits 


may warrant, and all that haye the Honour of your Acquaintance 
oil be proud to vindicate. 


The greateſt Panegyrick upon you, Sir, #5 the unpreindic'd and 


| bare Truth of Dur Character, the Fire of Youth, with h. Sedate= 


neſs of a Senator, and the Modern Gaiety of a fine Engliſh Gen- 
tleman, with the Noble Solidity of the Ancient Briton. 
This is the Character, Sir, which all Men, but your ſelf , are 


ee of Tix, and which noe el dba Pen thn wn 


e ranſmit to poſteric 
7 ad 


The Play has had ſome noble Appearances to honour its Repre- 
ſentation ; and to complete the Succeſs, I have preſum d to pre- 
fix ſo Noble a Name to uſher it into the World, A ſtately Fron- 
ir is the Beauty of a Building. But here I muſt tranſverſe 

vid: | | 
| Materia ſuperabit Opus. 

I am, Honourable Sir, 
Your moſt Devoted, 
and Humble Seryant, 


G. FakqQUHak 
PRE- 


Preface to the Reader. 


N affected Modeſty is very often the greateſt Vanity, and 
<2 Authors are ſometimes prouder of their Bluſhes than of 
the Praiſes that occaſion'd them. I ſhan't therefore, like a 
Foolith Virgin, fly to be perſued, and deny what I chicfly 
wiſh for. 1 am very willing to acknowledge the Beauties of 
this Play, eſpecially thoſe of the third Night, which not to 
be proud of, were the height of Impudence : Who is aſhamd 
to value himſelf upon ſuch Favours, undervalues thoſe who 
confer'd them. | 
As I freely ſubmit to the Criticiſms of the Judicuns, ſol 
cannot allow this an ill Play, ſince the Town has allow'd it 
ſuch Succeſs. When they have pardon'd my Faults "were 
very ill manners to condemn their Indulgence. Some may 
think (my Acquaintance in Town being too {lender to make 
a Party for the Play) that the Succeſs mult be deriv'd from 
the pure Merits of the Cauſe. I am of another Opinion: 
have not been long enough in Town to raiſe Enemies againſt 
me; and the Engliſh are (till kind to Strangers. I am below 
the Envy of great Wits, and above the Malice of little one, 

I have not diſpleaſed the Ladies, nor offended the Clergy; 
both which are now pleas'd to ſay, that a Comedy may be di- 
verting without Smut and Profaneneſs. 

Next to thoſe Advantages, the Beauties of Action gave the 
greateſt Life to the Play, of which the Town is ſo ſenſible, that 
all will joyn with me in Commendation of the Actors, and 
allow (without detracting from the Merit of others) that the 
Theatre Royal affords an excellent and complete Set of Come- 

dians. Mr. Mills Performance has ſet him ſo far above 
Competition in the part of Wildair, that none can pretend 
to etivy the Praiſe due to his Merit. That he made the Part, 
will appear from hence, that whenever the Stage has the 
ogy to loſe him, Sir Harry Wildair may go to the 

ubilee. | SE 
A great many quarrel at the Trip to the Jubilee for a Miſ- 
nommer : | muſt tell them, that perhaps there are greater Trips 
iu the Play; and when 1 find that more exact Plays have had 
beter Succete, I'll talk with the Criticks about Decorums, &c. 
However, if I cver commit another Fault of this Nature, III 
endcavour to make it more excuſable. : 
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PROLOGUE ; By « Friend. 


DoE Ts will think nothing ſo checks . their Fury 
As Wits, Cits, Beaux, and Women for their Jury. 

Our Spark's half dead to think what Medly's come, 

With blended Judgments to pronounce his Doom. 

'Tis all falſe Fear; for in a mingled Pit, 

Why, what your grave Don thinks but dully Writ, 

Hy Neighbour i'th' great Wig may take for Wit. 

Some Authors court the Few, the Wiſe, if any ; 

Our Touth's content, if he can reach the many, 

Who go with much like Ends to Church, and Play, 

Not to obſerve what Prieſts or Poets ſay, 

No! no! your Thoughts, like theirs, lie quite another way. 

The Ladies ſafe may ſmile : for here's no Slander, 

No Smut, no lewd-tongu'd Beau, no double Entendre. 

'Ti true, he has a Spark juſt come from France, 

But then ſo far from Beau why, he talks Senſe . 

Likg Coin oft carry d out, but---ſeldom brought from thence. 


5 
There's yet a Gang to whom our Spark ſubmits, | 


Tour Elbow-ſhaking Fool, that lives bys Wits, 

That's only witty tho, juſt as he lives, by fits. 

Who, Lion-like, through Bailifs, ſcours away, 

Hints, in the Face, a Dinner all the Day, 

At Night, with empty Bowels, grumbles ver the Play. 
And now the modiſh Prentice he implores, 

Who, with his Maſter's Caſh, ſtol'n out of Doors, 
Imploys it on a Brace of- Honourable Whores ; 
While their good bulk y Mother plens'd, fits by, 

Bawd Regent of the Bubble Gallery. 


Next to our mounted Friends, we humbly move, 
Who all your Side-box Tricks are much above, i 
And never fail to pay ur. with your Love, 
Ah Friends Poor Dorſet Garden-houſe is gone; 
Our merry Meetings there are all undone : 
Quite liſt to us, ſure for ſome ſtrange Miſdeeds, 
That ſtrong Dog Sampſon 's pull'd it ver our Heads, | 
Snaps Rope like Thread; but when hu Fortune c told him, 1 
He'll hear perhaps of Rope will one day hold him: —_ 
At leaſt, I hope, that our good-natur'd Town 4 
Will find a way to pull hu Prizes down. 
Well, that's all.! Now Gentlemen for the Play, 
On ſecond Thoughts, Tue but two Words to ſay; 
Such as it is for your Delight deſign'd, 
Hear it, read, try, judge, and ſpeak, a you F nd. 
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Dramatis Ferſonæ. 


$f airy Gentleman, 
. „ ) affecting Tumerous 1772 
* — Wildair 7258 and Freedom oat Hul. 
his Behaviour. 


| Adisbanded Colonel ka 5 
Standard. A brave and Generous. a Fur. Toei. 


| | Outwardly Pious, o- | 
Vizard. I therwife a great De- I Mr. Mills. 
| bauchee, and Villanous. | 


Smugler, An old Merchant. Mr. John ſon. 

| A pert London Pren- 1 

Clixcher | Fic turn'd Beau, and & Mr. Pinkethman, 
affecting Travel. 


a His Brother , educa- 8 
Clincher, jun. 7 bd i the Country. Ir. Bullock. 


Dich, bis Man, | Mir. Norrie: 
Toi om. Errand, a Porter, Mr. Haynes, 


WOMEN. 


5 A Lady of a jilting 


Lurewell, 


from a Reſentment o 
her Wrongs from Men. 


55 An Old Lady, Mo- 
Lady Darling. ther to = eli ws Ces Powell. 


Angelica, A Woman of Honour. Mrs. Rogers. 
Ply. - Maidto Lurewell. Mrs. Moor. 
Conſtable, Mob, Porter's Wiſe, Servants, Ce. 


SCENE, LONDON. 


Temper , proceed 3 Mis. Verbruggen. 
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CONSTANT COUPLE: 
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ACE 4 
SCENE, The Pork. 


Enter Vizard with a Letter, Servant following. 


Ngelica ſend it back unopen d! fay 
vou? . 
Servant. As you ſee, Sir. 
Viz. The Pride of theſe vertuous Wo- 
men is more inſufferable, than the Im- 


modeſty of Proftitutes—After all my 


Incouragement to ſlight me thus! 

Srv. She ſaid , Sir, that imagining your Morals ſincere , 
ſhe gave you acceſs to her Converſation; but that your late 
Behaviour in her Company has convinc'd her, that your Love 


and Religion are both Hypocriſie , and that ſhe believes your 


Letter like your felf, fair on the out- ſide, foul within; ſo ſent 
it back unopen'd. 


_ Viz, May Obſtinacy guard her Beauty till Wrinkles bury 


it; then may Deſire prevail to make her curſe that untimely 
Pride her diſappointed Age repents ll be reveng the 


vey opportunity Saw you the old Lady Darling , her 
0:her, | 8 


Serv. Ves, Sir, and ſhe was pleas d to ſay much in your 


mmendation. 


bela That's my Cue An Eſieem grafted in Old Age is 
ar | | | | | | 
FOE 8 Rooted 
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2 The Conſtant Couple. 

Rooted out, Years ſtiffen their Opinions with their Bodies, 

And old Zeal is only to be cozen'd by young Hypocriſie—. 

Run to the Lady Lurewell's, and know of her Maid, 

Whether her Ladyſhip will be at home this Evening, 

Her Beauty is ſufficient Cure for Angelica's Scorn. (Exit Serv. 
(Viz. pulls out a Bock, reads, and walks about.) 


| Enter Smuggler. © 

Sung. Ay, there's a Pattern for the young Men o'th* Times, 
at = Mcditation ſo early, ſome Book of pious Ejaculations, 
I'm ſure, | b 

Viz. This Hobs is an excellent Fellow | (Aſide.) O Uncle 
Smugler! To find you in this end oth Town is a Miracle. 

Snug. I bave ſeen a Miracle this Morning indeed, Couſin 
Vizard. Eo 8 

Viz, What is it, pray, Sir? | 

Smug. A Man at his Devotion ſo near the Court Pm ve- 
Ty glad, Boy, that you keep your Sanctity untainted in this 
infe&tious Place; the very Air of this Park is Heatheniſh, and 
every Man's Breath 1 meet ſcents of Atheiſm. 

Viz. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern muſt bring you to 
this unſanctified end of the Town, 
Smug. A very unſanctify d Concern, truly Couſin. 

Viz, What ist? | E 
Smug. A Law-Suit, Boy Shall I tell you? ——My Ship 
the Swan is newly arriv'd from St. Sebaſtian, laden with Ports- 
gal Wines: Now the impudent Rogue of a Tidewaiter has 
the Face to affirm, tis French Wines in Spaniſh Casks, and has 
indicted me upon the Statute O Conſcience ! Conſcience! 
Theſe Tidewaiters apd Surveyors plague us more with their 
French Wines, than the War did with French Privateers 
Ay, there's another Plague of the Nation- 

Enter Colonel Standard. 
A red Coat and Feather. 
Vix. Col. Standard, Im your humble Servant. 
Stand. May be not, Sir. 
Viz. Why ſo? | TTY. | 

Stand. Becauſe m disbanded. - 

Viz. How ? Broke! | | \ 

Stand. This very Morning, in Hide-Park, my brave Regt 
ment, a thouſand Men that look'd like Lions Yeſterday were 
ſcattcr'd, and look'd as poor and ſimple as the Herd of Dect 
that graz d beſide ein. ; . 

Sung. Tal, al, deral (Singing) VI have a Bonfire this 
Night as high as the Monument. 


t and 
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Stand. A Bonfire! Thou dry, wither'd, ill Nature; had 
not theſe brave Fellows Swords defended you, your Houſe 
had been a Bonfire e er this about ycur Ears Did we not 
venture our Lives, Sir? | 
 Smug. And did not we pay you for your Lives, Sir ?—— 

Venture your Lives! V'm ſure we ventur'd our Money, and 
that's Life and Soul to me 
longer. f 5 | 

Sand. Then your Wives ſhall, old Acteon: There are five 
and thirty ſtrapping Officers gone this Morning to live upon 
free Quarter 1n the City. 


Smug. O Lord! O Lord! I ſhall have a Son within theſe 


nine Months born with a Leading Staff in his hand——Sir, 
you are : | 
Stand. What, Sir ? 
Hung. Sir, I ſay that you are 
Stand. What, Sir? 

Sung. Disbanded, Sir, that's all I ſee my Lawyer 
vonder. ; 5 1 (Exit. 
Viz. Sir, I'm very ſorry for your Misfortune. | 

Stand. Why o? I don't come to borrow Money of you; 
if you're my Friend, meet me this Evening at the Rammer, 
Pll pay my Foy, drink a Health to my King, Proſperity to 
my Country; and away for Hungary to Morrow Morning, 

Vix. What! You wont leave us? 
Stand. What! A Soldier (tay here! To look like an old 


pair of Colours in Weſtminſter-Hall, ragged and ruſty ! No, 


no met Yelterday a broken Lieutenant, he was aſham'd 


to own that he wanted a Dinner, but beg'd Eightecn- pence 


of me to buy a new Sheath for his Sword. 
Viz. O, but you have good Friends, Colonel! 


Stand. O, very good Friends! My Father's a Lord, and my 
_ elder Brother a Beau. 


Vir. But your Country may perhaps want your Sword 


agen. e 

Stand. Nay, for that matter, let but a ſingle Drum beat 
up for Volunteers between Ludgate and Charing-Croſs, and I 
{hall undoubtedly hear it at the Walls of Buda. 

Viz. Come, come, Colonel, there are ways of making your 
Fortune at home Make your Addreſſes to the Fair, you're 
a Man of Honour and Courage. 

Stand. Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondrous Service 
with the Fair : This preity croſs Cut over my Eye will at- 
tract a Dutche I ana. 'twill be a mighty Grace 

mg 4 | 0 
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4 The Conſtant Conple. 


to my Ogling——Had I us d the Stratagem of a certain Bro- 
ther Colonel of mine, I might ſucceed. | 

Viz. What was it, pray? 

Stand, Why, to ſave his pretty Face for the Women, he al- 
ways turn'd his back upon the Enemy, —— He was a Man 
of Honour for the Ladies. 

_ Viz. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Venus will never 
fail, you mult get a Miltreſs. . 
Stand. Prithee, no more ont. — You have awaken' a 
Thought; from which, and the Kingdom, I wou d have ſtol'n 
away at once. Jo be plain, | have a Miſtreſs. 

. . 

Stand. No. 

Vir. Her Parents prevent your Happineſs. 

Stand. Nor that. . e 

Viz. Then ſhe has no Fortune. 

Stand. A large one; Beauty to tempt all Mankind, and 
Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O Vizard! ſuch a Crea- 
ture Hey Day | Who the Devil have we here? 5 

Vix. The Joy of the Playhouſe, and lite of the Park; 
(Enter Sir Harry Wildair, croſſes the Stage ſinging, 
| with Footmen after him.) 6 
Sir Harry Wildair newly come from Paris. | 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! Did not he make a Campaign in 
Flanders ſome three or four Years ago? 

Viz. The ſame. | 

Stand. Why, he behav'd himſelf very bravely. f 

Viz. Why not? Do'ſt think Bravery and Gaity are incon- 
ſiſtent ? He's a Gentleman of molt happy Circumſtances, 
born to a plentiful Eftate ; has had a genteel and eaſie Educa- 
tion, free from the rigidneſs of Teachers, and Pedantry of 
Schools. His florid Conſtitution being never ruffled by Miſ- 
fortune, nor (tinted in its Pleaſures, has render d him enter- 
taining to ethers, and eaſie to himſelf : ——Turning all Paſ- 
ſon into Gaiety of Humour, by which he chuſes rather to 

 regoyce his Friends, than be hated by any; as you ſhall fee. 


| Enter Wildair. 
Mild. Ha, Vizard ! e 
Viz. Sir Harry! 
Wild. Who thought to find you out of the Rubrick ſo long? 
I thought thy Hypocriſie had been wedded to a Pulpit-Cuſhi- 
on long 8 if I miſtake not your Face, your Name 
Is Standard. © Ke 0 e 
Stand. Six Farry, Em your humble Servant. 


Wild. 
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Wild. Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News o'th* Town; 


for I'm juſt arriv d. | 

Viz. Why, in the City-end o'th' Town we're playing the 
Knave, to get Eſtates. e , 
Stand. And in the Court-end playing the Fool, in ſpend- 
ing em. 
Wild Juſt ſo in Paris ; I'm glad we're grown ſo Modiſh. 
Viz, We are all fo reſorm'd, that Gallantry is taken for 
Vie. | . 
Stand. And Hypocriſie for Religion. 

Wild. Alamode de Paris. Agen. 

Vi. Not one Whore between Ludgate and Aldgate. 

Stand. But ten times more Cuckolds than ever. 

Vix. Nothing like an Oath in the City, — 

Stand. That's a miſtake; for my Major ſwore a hundred 
and fifty laſt night to a Merchant's Wife in her Bed-chamber. 

Wild, P'ſhaw, this is trifling; tell me News, Gentlemen. 
What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at the Groom- Por- 


| ters? or his Heart at New-Market, for the loſs of a Race? 


What Wife has been lately ſuing in Doftors-Cemmons for Ali- 
mony.? or, what Daughter run away with her Father's Valet? 


What Beau gave the nobleſt Ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt 


Ccach in the Ring? I want News, Gentlemen. 
Sand. Faith, Sir, theſe are no News at all. 


Viz.. But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome News cf your Travels. 


Wild, With all my Heart. - You muft know then, I went 
over to Amſterdam in a Dutch Ship; I there had a Dutch Whore 
for five Stivers: I went from thence to Landen, where I was 


heartily drub'd in the Battel with the But-end of a Swiſs Mul- 


ket, 1 thence went to Paris, where I had half a dozen In- 
treagues, -bought balf a dozen new Suits, fought a couple of 
Duels, and here I am agen in ffatu quo. | 

Viz. But we heard that you deſjgn'd to make the Tour of 
-tialy ; What brought you back ſo ſoon ? 4 . 
Mild. That which brought you into the World, and may 
perha ps carry you out of it; a Woman. oy 

Stand, What! quit the Pleaſures of Travel for a, Wo- 
man | — | 


Mild. Ay, Colonel, for ſuch a Woman! I had rather ſee 


bier Rell than the Palace of Lewis le Grand: There's more Glo- 


ry in her Smile, than in the 2 at Rome; and I wou'd ra- 
ther kiſs her Hand than the Pope's Toe. 1 


Viz. You, Colonel, have been very laviſh in the Beauty and 


Victue of your Miſtreſs; and Sir Harry here, has been no leſs 


eloquent in the Praiſe of his: Now will I lay you both Ten 
iv "Hr - = - A Es. Guincas 
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Guineas a piece, that neither of them 1 is ſo pretty, ſo witty, 
or ſo vertuous, as mine. 

Stand. ITis done. | 

Wild. III double the Stakes But, tlio, now I 
think on't, how ſhall we be reſolv'd ? For 1 know not where 
my Miſtreſs may be found; ſhe left Paris about a Month be- 
fore me, and I had an Account 
Stand, How, Sir ! left Paris about a Month beſore you! 

Wild. Ay, but I know not where, and perhaps mayn't find 
her this fortnight. _ 

Stand, Her Name, pray, Sir Harry. 

Viz. Ay, ay, her Name, perhaps we know her. 

Wild. Her Name! Ay, ſhe has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 
Hand that ever was Ea of Fleſh and Blood, her Lips ſo 
balmy ſweet. 

Stand. But her Name, Sir. 

Wild. Then her Neck and Breaſt ; — Breaſts do ſo 
heave, ſo heave. (Singing, 

Vi * But her Name, Sir, her Quality. 

Mild. Then her Shape, Colonel. 

Stand. But her Name 1 want, Sir. 

Wild. Then her Eyes, YVizard! ö 

Stand. Pſhaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing. 
Mild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's call d the Lady 
But then her Foot, Gentlemen, ſhe dances to a Miracle. V7. 
zard, you have certainly loſt your Wager. 

Vis. Why, you have loſt your Senſes; we ſhall never dil 
cover the Picture, unleſs you ſubſcribe the Name. 

Wild. Then her Name is Lurenell. 

Stand. S death, my Miſtreſs, | C Aſide, 

Vix. My Miltreſs, by Jupiter. (C Aſide, 

Wild. Do you know her, Gentlemen ? 

Stand. I have ſeen her, Gir. 

Wild. Can ſt tell where ſhe lodges ? Tell me, dear Colonel. 

Stand. Your humble Servant, Sir. | CExit. Stand. 

Wild. Nay, hold Colonel, Ell follow you, and will know. 

Runs out. 

Vi. The Lady Lurewell, his Miſtreſs ! He loves her. 
But ſhe loves me,—but he's a Baronet, and I plain Vixard; 
he has a Coach and Six, and I walk a foot; I was bred in 
London, and he in Paris; Thar very Circumſtance has 
murder'd me. Then ſome Stratagem mult be laid to divert 
his Pretenſions. n | 


Re-enter 


Re-enter Wildair. | 


mour? | 

Viz. Becauſe he's out of Pay, I ſuppoſe. 

Wild. Slife that's true; I was beginning to miſtruſt ſome. 
Rivalſhip in the caſe, 


- Viz. And fuppoſe there were, you know the Colonel can 
fight. Sir Harry. 


Wild. Fight! P'ſhaw ! but he can't dance, ha! We contend 


for a Woman, Vizard! S life Man, if Ladies were to be gain'd. 


by Sword and Piſtol only, what the Devil ſhould all the 


| Beaux do? | 


Viz, Vil try him farther. (Afide.) But wou'd not you, 
Sir Harry, fight for this Woman you ſo much admire? 

Wild. Fight! Let me conſider. I love her, that's true 
but then I love honeſt Sir Harry Wildair better. The Lady 
Lurewell is divinely charming right but then a Thruſt 
ith' Guts, or a Middleſex Fury, is as ugly as the Devil. 

Vix. Ay, Sir Harry, twere a dangerous Caſt for a Beau Ba- 
ronet to be tried by a parcel of greaſie, grumbling, bartering 
Boobies, who wou'd hang you purely becauſe you're a Gentle- 
man. 


Wild. Ay, but on t'other hand, I have Money enough to 


bribe the Rogues with: So, upon mature Deliberation, I wou'd 


fight for her. But no niore of her. Prithee, YVizard, can't 
you recommend a Friend to a pretty Miſtreſs by the by, till 
I can find my own ? You have (tore, I'm ſure; you cunning 
poaching Dogs make ſurer Game, than we that hunt open and 


fair. Prithee now, good Vizard. | 
Fiz, Let me conſider a little. Now Love and Revenge 
inſpire my Politicks. (Aſide) Pauſes, whilſt Sir Harry walks 


f ſinging. 
Mild. Pſhaw! thou'rt as long ſtudying for a new Miltrets, 


as a Drawer is piercing a new Pipe. 

Viz,, I deſign a new Pipe for you, and wholſome Wine; 
you'll therefore bear a little Expectation. 

Wild. Ha! ſayſt thou, dear Vix ard. 

Vix. A Girl of Sixteen, Sir Harry. 

Mild. Now Sixteen thouſand Bleſſings light on thee, 

Vix. Pretty and Witt. 

Wild. Ay, ay, but her Name, Vixard. | 

Viz, Her Name! yes, — ſhe has the ſofteſt whiteſt Hand 


3 ever was made of Fleſh and Blood, her Lips fo balmy 
weet. 


Mid. Well, well, but where ſhall I find her, Man? 
| | Viz. 
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Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes the Colonel ſo out of hu- | 
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Viz, Find her !——but then her Foot, Sir Harry; ſhe dan- 
ces to a Miracle, y 

Wild. Prithee don't diſtract me. : i 

Fix. Well then, yon muſt know, that this Lady is the Cu- 
rioſity and Ambition of the Town ; her Name's Angelica: 
Size that paſſes for her Mother 1s a private Bawd, and call'd 
the Lady Darling; ſhe goes for a Baronet's Lady, (no diſpa- 
ragement to your Honour, Sir Harry) I aſſure you. 

Mili. Pſhaw, bang my Honour; but what Street, what 

Houſe ? | e | 

Viz. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry; you muſt have my Paſport for 

your Admittance, and you'll find my Recommendation 1n a 
Line or two will procure you very civil Entertainment; 
ſuppoſe 20 or 30 pieces handſomly plac'd, will gain the Pont; 
III enſure her ſound. 

Wild. Thou deareſt Friend to a Man in Neceſſity. — Here, 


 Sirrah, order my Coach about to St. Fames's; I'll walk acrofs 


the Park. [To his Servant. 
Enter Clincher, Senior. | 

Qincb. Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to St. Famer's, 
Til walk acrois the Park too——Mr. Vixard, your molt 
Deyoted Sir, (to Wildair) 1 admire the Mode of your 
Shoulder-knot, methinks it bangs very emphatically, and 
Carries an Air of Travel in it; your Sword-knot too is moſt 
Ornamentally modiſh, and hears a foreign Mien. Gentlemen, 
My Brother is juſt arriv'd in Town, ſo that being upon the 
Wing to kiſs his Hands, 1 hope you'l pardon this abrupt 
Departure of, Gentlemen, your moſt Devoted, and moſt 
Faithful humble Servant. | Exit. 
Mid. Prithee dot know him? 

' Viz, Know him! why tis Clincher, who was Apprentice 
To my Uncle Smuggler, the Merchant in the City. 

Wild. What makes him ſo'gay? : 

Viz, Why, be's in Mourning for his Father, the kind old Man 
In Hertfordſhire t other Day broke his Neck a Fox- Fo, 
Hunting ; the Son upon the News has broke his Indentures, 
Whip'd from behind the Counter into the Side-Box, 
Forſwears Merchandiſe, where he mult live by Cheating, 

And uſurps Gentility, where he may die by Raking. 
He keeps his Coach, and Liveries, Brace of Gelding, 
Leaſh of Miftriſſes, talks of nothing but Wines, 
Intreagues, Plays, Faſhions, and going to the Fubilee. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha, how many Pound of Pulvil muſt the Fellow | 
Uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the ſmell of Hops FE 
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And Tobacco? Faugh—— I'my Conſcience methought, 
lie Olivia's Lover, he ſtunk of Thames-ſtreet. But now for 
Angelica, 
That's her Name: We'll to the Princeſs's Chocolate 
Houſe, where you ſhall write my Paſport, Allons. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Lady Lurewell's Lodgings. 


Lurewell and ber Maid Parly. | 

Lure. Parly, my Pocket-Book — let me ſee — Madrid, 
Venice, Paris, London. Ay, London! They may talk 
What they will of the hot Countries, but I find Love 
Moſt fruitful under this Climate. In a Month's ſpace, 
Have 1 gain'd — let me ſee, Imprimis, Colonel Standard. 

Par. And how will your Ladyſhip manage him? . 

Lure, As all Soldiers ſhould be manag'd, he ſhall ſerve me 
Till I gain my Ends, then I disband him. 

Par. But he loves you, Madam. TE. | 

Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him, I hate all that don't love me, 
And ſlight all that do: would his whole deluding Sex 
Admir'd me, thus wou'd I ſlight them all; my Virgin and 
Unwary Innocence was wrong 'd by faithleſs Man, 
But now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble Face, 
Lye Tongue, and be a ſecond Eve ta tempt, ſeduce, and 
& Damn the treacherous Kind.—Let me ſurvey my Captivts.— 
= The Colonel leads the Van, next Mr. Vizard, he courts me, 
Out of the Practice of Piety, therefore is a Hypocrite: 
Then Clincher he adores me with Orangery, and is 
Conſequently a Fool ; then my old Merchant, Alderman 
erte he's a Compound of both; out of which 
Medly of Lovers, if I don't make good Diverſion - Wllat 
dye think, Parley? 5 „„ 
Par. 33 Madam, I'm like to be very virtuous in your 
5 rice, 1 h 
E If you teach me all thoſe Tricks that you uſe to your Lovers. 

Lure. You're a Fool, Child; obſerve this that tho a Wo- 

man ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, backbite, be proud, vain, 
malitious, any thing, if ſhe ſecures the main chance, ſhe's ſtil! 
vertuous ; that's a Maxim. | | 

Par. 1 can't be perſuaded tho, Madam, but that you real- 
ly lov'd Sir Harry Wildair in Paris. 5 PLS 
Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was my greateſt 
Plague, for I cou'd never make him uneaſie ; I left him in- 


voly'd in a Duel upon my Account ; I long to know whether 
the Fop be kill'd or not. # : 0 


3 | . Enter 


A 


my Deſigns. 
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2 Enter Standard. 

O Lord! No ſooner talk of killing, but the Soldier is con- 
jur d up; you re upon hard Duty Colonel, to ſerve your King, 
your Country and a Miſtreſs too. | Wn” 
Stand. The latter, J muſt confeſs, is the hardeſt ; for in 
War, Madam, we can be relieved in our Duty: but in Love 
who wou'd take our Poſt, is our Enemy; Emulation in Glo- 
ry is tranſporting, but Rivals here intolerable. 8 

Lure. Thoſe that bear away the Prize in the Field, ſhould 
boaſt the ſame Succeſs in the Bed- chamber; and I think, con- 
ſidering the Weakneſs of our Sex, we ſhou'd make thoſe our 
Companions who can be our Champions. 

Stand. 1 once, Madam, hop'd the Honour of Deferiding you 
from all Injuries thro' a Title to your lovely Perſon, but now. 
my Love muſt attend my Fortune. This Commitſion, Ma- 
dam, was my Paſport to the Fair; adding a Nobleneſs to 
my Paſſion, it ſtampt a Value on my Love; twas once the 
Life of Honour, but now its Hearſe , and with it muſt my 
Love be buried. 

Par. What! disbanded, Colonel? 

Stand. Ves, Mrs. Parley. 

Par, Faugh, the nauſeous Fellow, he ſtinks of Poverty al- 


ready. | [ Afide, 
Lure. His Misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may prevent 


. 
Stand. Ill chuſe, Madam rather to deſtroy my Paſſion by 


abſence abroad, than have it ſtarv'd at home. 


Lure. I'm ſorry, Sir, you have ſo mean an Opinion of my 
Affection, as to imagine it founded upon your Fortune. And 


to convince you of your Miſtake, here I vow by all that's Sa- 


cred, I own the ſame Aﬀection now as before. Let it ſuffice, 

my Fortune is conſiderable. e 
Stand, No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Charge to her I love: 

The Man that ſells himſelf for Gold is the worſt of Proſtitutes. 


Lure. Now were he any other Creature but a Man, I coud 


love him. [Ad. 


Stand. This only laſt Requeſt T make, that no Title recom- 
mend a Fool, Office introduce a Knave, nor a Coat a Cow- 


ard to my Place in your Affections; ſfoffarewel my Coun'ry, 
and adieu my Love. [ Exit, 


Lure. Now the Devil take thee for being fo honourable ; 
Here, Parly, call him back, I thall loſe half my Diverſion 
Elſe; now for a Tryal of Skill. e enter Colonel. 
Sir, I hope you'll pardon my Curioſity, Ee 
When do you take your Journey ? 

4 | Stand, 
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Stand. To morrow Morning, early, Madam. ; 
Lare. So Suddenly! which way are you deſign d to travel? 
Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. | 5 
Lure. Pray, Sir, tell me, pray Sir; I entreat you, Why are 
you ſo obſtinate? 
Stand. Why are you ſo curious, Madam? 
Lure. Becauſe ; oy 
Stand. What? 
Lure. Becauſe, I, I, —— ON | 2 
Stand. Becauſe! What, Madam? — pray tell me. 
Lure. Becauſe I deſign to follow you. [Crying, 
Stand. Follow me! By all that's great, I neer was proud 
Before, but Love from ſuch a Creature might 
Swell the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince; follow me! 
By Heavens thou ſhalt not. What! expoſe thee to the 
& Hazards of a Camp——Rather Ill tay and here bear 
The Contempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune. Pools 
9 : Lure. You need not, ſhall not, my Eſtate for both is ſuf- 
cient, 1 STE | 
Stand. Thy Eſtate! No, I'll turn a Knave and purchaſe 
one my-ſelf ; I'll cringe to that proud Man I undermine, and 
fawn on him that 1 wou'd bite to Death; I'll tip my Tongue 
with Flattery, and ſmooth my Face with Smiles; I'Il turn 
Pimp, Informer, Office-broker , nay Coward, to be great; 
and ſacrifice it all to thee, my generous Fair. 
Lure. And Ill diflemble, lye, ſwear, jilt, any thing but 
I'd reward thy Love, and recompence thy noble Paſſion. 
Stand. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ba; poor Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha. 
Father kiſs her hand than the Pope's Toe, ha, ha, ba. 
Lure. What Sir Harry, Colonel, What Sir Harry! 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair, Madam. 
Lure. What! Is he come over? | | 
| Ay, and he told me but I don't believe a Sylla - 
ER I: | 
Lure. What did he tell you? | | 
Stand. Only call'd you his Miſtreſs, and pretending to be 
extravagant in your Commendation, would vainly inſinuate 
| the Praiſe of his own Judgment and good Fortune in a 


Choice - . 
N Lure, How eaſily is the Vanity of Fops tickled by our 
| Sx! 

Stand. Why, your Sex is the Vanity of Fops. 

Lure. O' my Conſcience I believe ſo ; this Gentleman, be- 
cauſe he danc'd well, I pitch'd on for a Partner at a Ball in 
Faris, and ever ſince he has ſo perſecuted me with N | 

| | on 98, 


- # 
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Songs, Dances, Serenading, Flattery, Foppery, and Noiſe, 
that I was forc'd to fly the Kingdom And I warrant you, 
he made you jealous, | 

Stand. Faith, Madam, I was a little uneaſie. 

Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge, I'll ſend him 
back all his Fooliſh Letters, Songs and Verſes, and you your 
| ſelf ſhall carry em, twill afford you opportunity of trium- 
phing, and free me from his farther Impertinence ; for of all 
Men he's my Averſion. I'll run and fetch them inſtantly. 

Stand, Dear Madam, a rare Project! How I ſhall bait him 
like Aeon, with bis own Dogg— Well, Mrs. Parley, tis 
ordered by Act of Parliament, that you receive no more pieces, 
Mrs. Parley — | . 

Par. Tis provided by the ſame AR, that you ſend no more 
Meſſages by me, good Colonel ; you muſt not pretend to ſend 
any more Letters, unleſs you can pay the poſtage. 

Stand, Come, come, don't be Mercenary ; take Example by 
your Lady, be honourable, „ . 

Par. A lack a day, Sir, it ſhows as ridiculous and haugh- 
ty for us to 1mitate our Betters in their Honour , as in thar 
Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that can ſupport it: We 


poor Folks, Colonel, have no pretence to't ; and truly, | 


think, Sir, that your Honour ſhou'd be caſhier d with ,your 
Leading-Raf. | | 
Stand. Tis one of the greateſt Curſes of Poverty, to be the 


Jeſt of Chambermaids! 
„ Enter Lurewell. 3 
Lure. Here's the Packet, Colonel; the whole Magazine of 
Love's Artillery, lives him the Packs, 


S:and. Which ſince I have gain'd, I will turn upon the Enc- 
my; Madam, I'll bring you the News of my Victory this Eve- 
ning. Poor Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha. | 
: * To the right about as you were, march Colonel: H 

a, ha. — 


Vain Man, who boaſts of ſtudy d Parts and Wiles! _ 
Nature in us your deepeſt Art beguiles | [ 
Stamping deep Cunning in our Frowns and Smiles. 

You toil for Art, your Intellects you trace; 
Woman, without a Thought, bears Policy in her Face. 


The End of the Firſt ACT 
| << 
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ACT ll. 
SCENE, Clincher Junior's Lodgings. 


| Enter Clincher opening 4 Leiter, Servant followings Wh 


d r ſently, 1 have fent this Lad | 
Cl,---reads.F Will ſee yr preſently, I have fent this Lad to wait 
I on von, he can inſtruct you in the Faſhions of the 


= Town; I am your Affection ate Brother, 


+ Clincher, 
Very well, and what's your Name, Sir? | 
Dick. My Name is Dich, Sir. 
Qin. Dich)] FE 
; Dick. Ay, Dich), Sir. 8 1 | 
KF Clin, Very well, a pretty Name! And what can you do, 
55 Mr. Dicky? | e : | 
4 eg Why, Sir, I can powder a Wig; and pick up a 
ore. 5 | 
Clin. O Lord! O Lord! A Whore! Why are there many 
E Whores in this Town ? oo 
Dick. Ha, ha, ha, many Whores? There's a Queſtion in- 
= deed; why Sir, there are above five hundred Surgeons in 
© Town———Hark'e, Sir, do you ſee that Woman there in 
the Velvet Scarf, and red Knots? 1 6 88 
Clin. Ay, Sir; what then? 


Dick. Why ſhe ſhall be at your Service in three Minutes, 


As I'm a Pimp. | | | 
Olin. O Fupiter Ammon! Why ſhe's a Gentlewoman. 


Dick. A Gentlewoman | Why ſo are all the Whores in 


55 Enter Clincher Senior. 
Clin, ſen. Brother, you'r welcome to London 5 
in. jun. I thought, Brother, you o, d ſo much to the 
Memory of my Father, as to wear Mourning for his Death. 
Clin, ſen, Why ſo I do, Fool, I wear this becauſe I have 
the Eſtate, 5 
And you wear that, becauſe you have not the Eſtate. 
ou have cauſe to mourn indeed, Brother. Well Brother, 
I'm glad to fee you, fare you well. „ 
Clin. jun. Stay, ſtay Brother, where are you going? _ 
| Clin, ſen. How natural tis for a Country Booby to ask im- 
pertinent Queſtions, Hark e, Sir, is not my Father dead? 
* | f | H Clin, Jun. 


- wy ve 2 
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to the Jubilee, Sir. 
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Clin. jun. Ay, ay to my Sorrow. 

Clin. ſen. No matter for that, he's dead, and am not I 3 
young pouder'd extravagant Engliſh Heir ? 

Clin, jun, Very right, Sir. | 

Clin, ſen. Why then, Sir, you may be ſure that J am going 


Clin. jun. Tubilee! What's that? 
(Elin. ſen. Fubilee! Why the Jubilee is faith I don't 
know what it is. 
Dick. Why the Jubilee is the ſame thing with our Lord 
Aayor's Day in the City! there will be Pageants, and Squibs, 
and Raree Shows, and all that, Sir. 9 5 
Clin. jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon, Brother ? 
Clin, ſen. Ygs, Sir, for 1 muſt ſtay a Month in Amfterdan, 
to ſtudy Poetry. A 
Clin. jun. Then I ſuppoſe, Brother, you travel through Msſ- 
covy to learn Faſhions, don't you, Brother? 
Cin. ſen. Brother! Prithee, Robin, don't call me Brother; 
Sir, will do every jot as well. | 
Clin. jun. O Fupiter Ammon! Why o ? | 
Clin, ſen, Becauſe People will imagine that you have 2 
ſpight at me But have you ſeen your Couſin Angelica 


yet, and her Mother the Lady Darling ? 


| Clin. jun. No, my Dancing-Maſter has not been with me 


yet: How ſhall I ſalute them, Brother? 


Clin, ſen. Pſhaw, that's eaſie, tis only two Scrapes, a Kiſs, 


and your humble Servant; I'll tell you more when J come 
from the Fabilee, Come along. [Exe 


SCENE Lady Darling's Houſe. 
Enter Wildair with a Letter: 


Wild. ILV X E Light and Heat incorporate we lay, 
Ve bleſt the Night and curſt the coming Day. 


Well, if this Papcr-kite flies ſure, I'm ſecure of my Game 
—Humph ! The prettieſt Borde! J have ſeen, a very ſtately 
genteel one { Footmen croſs the Stage.] Hey day! Equipage too 
Now for a Bawd by the Curteſy, and a Whore with a Coat q 


Arm. — death, I'm afraid I've miſtaken the Houle, 


Ẽͤnter Lady Darling. 
No, this muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk. 
Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray Sit? 


Wild. Pleaſure, Madam. 
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Darl. Then, Sir, you have no Buſineſs here. Rr 
Wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you farther ; 
Mr. Vizard ſent it, with his humble Service to your La- 
Dat. How does my Couſin, Sir? : | 
Wild. Ay, her Couſin too, that's right Procureſs agen. 


| Madam 
Darl. reads. EA. Inclination to ſerve 
Madam Court my Ouſin 


Sir Harry 
Gentleman 


For tune. 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant, 
VIZARD. 


Sir, your Fottune and Quality are ſufficient to recommend 
you any where ; but what goes farther with me, 1s the Re- 


commendation of ſo ſober and pious a young Gentleman as 
Couſin Vizard, 


Wild. A right ſanRified Bawd o my word. 

Darl. Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Vizard argues 
you a Gentleman, free from the looſe and vicious Carriage of 
the Town; I'll therefore call my Daughter. V 

Wild. Now go thy way for an illuſtrious Bawd of Baby- 
n She dreſſes up a Sin fo religiouſly, that the Devil 
wou d hardly know it of his making. . 

. Re- enter Darling with Angelica. 

Darl. Pray Daughter uſe him civilly, ſuch Matches won't 
offer every Day. 1 - Exit. 

Wild. O all ye Powers of Love! An Angel! 'Sdeath, what 


Money have I got in my Pocket? I can't offer her leſs than 


twenty Guineas——and by Jupiter ſhe's worth a hundred. 


Angel. Tis he! The very tame! And his Perſon as agree- 


able as his Character of good Humour —— Pray Heav'n his 
Silence proceed from Reſpect. 


Wild. How innocent ſhe looks! How would that Modeſty | 


adorn 


Vertue, when it makes even Vice look ſo charming !— _ 
y Heay'n there's fuch a commanding Innocence in her Looks, 

That I dare not ask the Queſtion, „ 
Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and fagn'd In- 


| 5 aſſiſt me engage his Heart, for mine is loſt al- 
Lea Ys 5 


H > Wild. 
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246 _ The Conſtant Couple. 


Wild. Madam I, I——Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to her 
But ſhe's a Whore, and I will Madam, in ſhort, I, 1 
O Hypocriſie, Hy pocriſie? What a charming Sin art thou? 

Angel. He is caught, now to ſecure my Conqueſt——. 
I thought, Sir, you had Buſineſs ro 1mpart ? 

Wild, Buſineſs to impart! How nicely ſhe words it! Ves 


Madam; Don't you, don't you love ſinging Birds, Madam? 


ro That's an odd Queſtion for a Lover— Ves, Sir. 
Mild. Why then, Madam, here is a Neſt of the prettieſt 


Goldfinches that ever chirpd in a Cage; twenty young one, 


Jaſſure you, Madam. 
Angel. Twenty young ones! What then, Sir? | 
Wild. Why then, Madam, there are twenty young ones— 
Angel. He's mad, turc—Sir Harry, when you have learnd 
more Wit and Manners, you (hall be welcome here agen, 
Md. Wit and Manners ! — I Gad now I conceive there 
is a great deal of Wit and Manners in twenty Guineas— 
I'm ſure 'tis all the Wit and Manners I have about me at 


_ preſent. What ſhall I do? | 


Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. | 
What the Devil's here? Another Couſin I warrant ye! 


Hark'e, Sir, can you lend me ten or a dozen Guineas in- 


ſtantly? Tl pay you fifteen for them in three Hours upon 
my Honour, _ N - 
Clin. jun. Theſe London Sparks are plaguy impudent ! This 


Courtier. 


Fellow, by his Wig and Aſſurance, can be no leſs than a 


Dick. He's rather a Courtier by his borrowing. 


Clin. jun. Faith, Sir, I han't above five Guineas about me, 

Wild. What Buſineſs have you here then, Sir? For to my 
Knowledge twenty won't be ſufficient. 

Jin. jun. Sufficient | For what, Sir? 

Mid. What Sir! Why, for that Sir, what the Devil ſhould 
it be, Sir: I know your Buſineſs notwithſtanding all your 
Gravity, Sir. | ET | 

Clin jun. My BuſineG | Why my Couſin lives here. 

Hild. 1 know your Couſin does hve there, and Vizards 
Couſin, 'and—Couſin, and every Bodies Couſin—— Harke, 
Sir, I ſhall return immediately, and if you offer to touch hel 


. 


till T come back, I ſhall cut your Throat, Raſcal, (Exit, 


Cin jun. Why the Man's mad, ture! | 
Dick. Mad, Sir, ay ; why he's a Beau. 
Ca. jun. A Beau! What's that? are all Madmen Beaus? 


Dick. 
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Dick. No, Sir; but moſt Beaux are Madmen. But nowfor 
your Couſin : Remember your three Scrapes, a Kiſs, and 
your humble Servant, [Exeunt, as into the Houſe, 


sCEN E, the Street. 


Enter Wildair, Colonel following, 
Stand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry. - 
= Wild. Im in haſte, Colonel; beſides, if you're in no better 
& humour than when I paried with you in the Park this Morn- 
ing, your Company won't be very ag reeable. 
| Stand, Youre a happy Man, Sir Harry, who are never cut 
ol humour: Can nothing move your Gall. Sir Harry? 
1 Nothing but Impoſlibilities, which are the fame as 
nothing. 8 N 

Stand. What Impoſſibilitics ? ; 

Wild. The Reſurrection of my Father to diſinherit me, or an 
Act of Parliament againſt Wenching. A Man of Eight thou- 
$ ſand Pound per Annum to be vext! No, no, Anger and Spleen 
are Companions for younger Brothers. DIVE ee 
g _ Suppoſe one call'd you Son of a Whore behind your 

ack, | | | 

Wild, Why, then wou'd I call him Raſcal behind his Back, 
and ſo we're even, : | 

Stand, But ſuppoſe you had loſt a Miſtreſs. ' 

Wild. Why, then J wou'd get another, 

Stand, But ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the Woman you 
love, that wou'd ſurely trouble you. fn Fo F 

Hild. You're miſtaken, Colonel; my Love is neither roman- 
tically honourable, nor meanly mercenary, tis only a pitch 
of Gratitude; while ſhe loves me, I love her; when ſhe de- 
lifts, the Obligation's void. 5 

Stand. But to be miſtaken in your Opinion, Sir, if the La- 
dy Lurewell (only ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded you — ] lay, 
only ſuppoſe it and had ſent your Diſcharge by me. 

Wild. P'thaw ! that's another Impoſſibility. | 

Stand, Are you ſure of that? | ; 

Wild, Why, *cwere a Solœciſm in Nature, we're Finger and 
Thumb, Sir. She dances with me, ſings with me, plays with 
me, ſwears with me, lies with me. : 

Stand, How, Sir? . 

Wild. I mean in an honourable way, that is, ſhe lies for me. 
In ſhort, we are as like one another as a couple of Guineas. 

Stand. Now that I bave rais'd you to the higheſt Pinacle, 
of Vanity, will I give you ſo moriifying a Fall, as ſhall daſh 

| H 3 your 
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your Hopes to pieces — I pray your Honour to peruſe theſe 
Pa pers. [ Gives him the Pac let. 

Mid. What ist, the Muſter-Roll of your Regiment, Colonel? 
Stand. No, no, tis a Liſt of your Forces in your laſt Loye 
Campaign; and, for your comfort, all disbanded. 

Wild. Prithee, good Metaphorical Colonel, what d'ye mean? 

Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are the Sybils Leaves that will 
unfold your Deſtiny. _ HED os 

VWild. So it be not a falſe Deed to cheat me of my Eſtate; 

what care J. 
to the Lady Luremell, —— to the Lady Larewell, — to the 
Lady Lurewell, What the Devil halt thou been tampering 
wich, to conjure up thele Spirits ? | 

Stand, A certain Famihar of your Acquaintance, Sir. 

Mid. [| Reading. | Madam, my Paſſion — ſo natural 
——- your Beauiy conterding Force of Charms 
Mankind—— Eternal Admirer Wildair ! es 
I never was aſham'd of my Name betore. 

Sand. What, Sir Harry Wildair out of humour! ha, ha, ha, 
poor Sir Harry; more Glory in her Smile than in the Jubilee 
at Rome, ha, ba, ba : But then her Foot, Sir Harry, ſhe dan- 
ces to a Miracle! ha, ba, ha! Fy, Sir Harry, a Man of your 


Parts write Letters not worth a keeping! What ſay'ſt thou, 
my dear Knight Errant ? ha, ha, ha; you may ſeek Adven- 


tures now indeed. 

Wild. [LSings.] — Let her wander, G . 

Stand. You are jilted to ſome tune, Sir, blown up with falſe 
Muſick; that's all. 

id. Now ,, why ſhould I be angry that a Woman is 2 
Woman? Since lacoultancy and Falſhood are grounded in 
their Natures, how can they help it? 

Stand, Then they mult be grounded in your Nature ; for 
you aid ſhe are Finger and Thum, Str. 

Wild. Here's a Copy of Verſes too; 1 muſt turn Poet in the 
Devil's Name. —— Stay — Sdeath, what's here? This is 
her Hand —— Oh the charming characters! My dear Hul 
air, [ Reading.) Thats this huff bluff Colonel 
that's he — is the rareſt Fool in Nature the Devil he «| 
and as ſuch have I us'd him with all my Heart, Faith— 
1 had no better way of letting you know that 1 lodge in Pall. 
Mall, ear the Holy Lamb.— Colonel, Tm your, molt 
humble Servant. | 4 | 
Can. Hold, Sir, you ſhan't go yet; I han't deliyered half 
my Meſſage. | | ED 
Mud. Upon my Faith but you haye, Colonel, 


? Stand, 


[Opening the Pacquet.] Humph ! my Hand! 


The Conſtant Couple. 19 


Stan. Well, well, own your Spleen; out with it: I know 
you're like to burſt. "ET 
Wild. Jam ſo, by Gad, ha, ha, ha, [ Laugh and point at 
| Stand, Ay, with all my Heart, ha, ha. one another, 
Well, well, that's all forc'd, Sir Harry. 
Mild. J was never better pleas d in all my Life, by Jupiter. 
Stand. Well, Sir Harry, tis prudence to hide your Concern, 
when there's no help fort: But to be ſerious now, the 
Lady has ſent you back all your Papers there 1 was ſo 
& juſt as not to look upon em. | | 
Wild. Tm glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome things that I 
would not have you ſee. 
Stand, All this ſhe has done for my ſake, and I deſire you 
would decline any farther Pretenſions for your own ſake. So 
honeſt, good-natur'd Sir Harry, I'm your humble 5 5 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha, poor Colonel ! —— O the delight of an 
ingenious Miſtreſs ! what a Life and Briskneſs it adds to an 
Amour, like the Loves of mighty Fove, ſtill ſueing in diffe- 
rent Shapes. A Legerdemain Miſtreſs, whoo, preſto, paſs, and 
ſhe's vaniſh'd, then Hey, in an inſtant in your Arms aſleep, 


| [ Going, 
Enter Vizard. | 

Viz. Well met, Sir Harry; what News from the Iſland 
of Love ? 5 

Wild. Faith, we made but a broken Voyage by your Card; 
but now I am bound for another Port : I told you the Colo- 
nel was my Rival. | | 

Viz. The Colonel! curs'd Misfortune ! another: [ A4/de. 

Mild. But the civileſt in the World; he brought me word 
where my Miſtreſs lodges : The Story's too long to tell you 
now, for I mult fly. 

Viz, What! have you given over all thoughts of Angelica? 

Mild. No, no, I'll think of her {ome other time. But now 
for the Lady Lurewell; Wit and Beauty calls. 


That Miſtreſs ne er can pall her Lover's Foyt, 
 Whiſe Wit can whet, when e er her Beauty cloys. 
| Her little amorous Frands all Truths excel, 


And make us happy, being deceiv d ſo well. [Exit. 


Viz, folus —— The Colonel, my Rival too! how ſhall I 
manage? There is but one way — bim and the Knight will 
I {et a Tilting, where one cuts tothers Throat, and the Survi- 
vor's hang d: So there will be two Rivals pretty decently 

ee H 4 diſpos d 
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diipos'd of. Since Honour may oblige them to play the Fool, 
why ſhould not Neceſſity engage me to play the Knave.. [Exi, 


SCENE, Lurewell's Lodging. 


* | Lurewell and Parly. 
| Lure. Has my Servant brought me the Money from my Mer- 
7-431 5 * — W | 

Par, No, Madam, he met Alderman Smuggler at Charing- 
C who has promis d to wait on you himſelf immediately. 

Lure. Tis odd, that this old Rogue ſhou'd pretend to love 
me, avd at the ſime cheat me of my Money, 

Par, 'Tis well, Madam, if he don't cheat you of your E- 
ſta e; for you fay, the Writings are in his hands. 

Lure. Bui what fatisf1ion can I get of him? 

= Enter Smuggler. | 
Nr. 1 Tn your Servant; have you brought me any Mo- 
ne y, dir? f : 
 Smug. Faith, Madam; trading is very dead; what with 
payiuig the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, Loſſes at Sea abroad, 
ang maintaining our Wives at home, the Bank is reduc'd ve- 
ry 10W, FLY) | | | 

Lure. Come, come, Sir, theſe Evaſions won't ſerve your 
turn; I muſt have Money, Sir. I hope you don't deſign 

to cheat me. | : 
 _ Snug. Cheat you, Madam! have a care what you fay: 
Im an Alderman, Madam! cheat you, Madam! I have been 
an honeſt Citizen theſe five and thirty Years! 

Lure. An honeſt Citizen! bear witnels, Parly! I ſhall trap 
him in more Lies preſently, ——— Come, Sir, tho l am a Wo- 
man, I can take a courſe. WF we 

*$4u79, What courſe, Madam? You'll go to Law, will ye? 
I can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right or wrong, theſe fer- 
ty Years, I'm ſure of that, thanks to the honeſt Practice of 
the Courts, re ad fe os ” 
Nas Sir, III blaſt your Reputation, and fo ruin your 

redit. | 

Smug. Blaſt my Reputation! be, he, he: Why, I'm a Re. 
ligious Man, Madam! I have been very inſtrumental in the 
Reformation of Manners: Ruin my Credit! ah, poor Wc 
man. There is but one way, Madam, — you have a {wett 
lcering Eye. 3 4 EO 

| Lure, You inſtrumental in the Reformation! How? 

Smug. I whipt all the Whores, Cut and Long Tail, out of the Pa- 
riſb. Ah! that Ilering Eye! Then J voted for pulling 


down 
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down the Play-Houſe Ah! that Ogle, that Ogle Then 
my own pious Example :—Ah! that 175 that Ep! 
Lure. Here's a Religious Rogue for you now! — As1 hope 
to = 1av'd, I have a good mind to beat the bid Monſter, 
| Smuo, Madam , 1 have brought you abbũt a Hundred and 
fifty Cooks (a great deal vi Money as tirnh Ek "a _ 
Lure. Come, give it me, 5 
Smug. Ah! that Hand, that Hand, chi eh: Bits, white 


Il have brought it, you ſee; but ondition \ 'of the 
Obligation is ſuch, that whereas that leering Eye, that pouting 
Lip, that pe ſoft Hand, that——you unggtand me; you 
underſtand, I'm ſure you do, you little Rogue 

Lure. Here's a Villain now, ſo covetons "0 he won't 
Wench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe we with my own 
Money. I will be reyeng'd. pon my word, Mr, + Alder- 
man, you make me bluth ; what dye mean, Pa "of 

Smug. See here, Madam. [Puts a piece of A ey in bis 
Mouth Bufs and Guinea, buſs and Guinea, buſs andGuanea, 

Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman , you have lch refty fellow 
Teeth, and green Gums, that I will, ha, ha, ha; hc 

Smug. Will you indeed ? he, he, he, wy lutle' dcket ; and 
when 3 and where? and how? 

Lie. 'Twill be a difficult point, ir, to 1 5 doch our 
Honours; you mult therefore be diſguis d, Mr? Alderman. 


Smug. Pſhaw! no matter, I am an old Fornicator , I'm. 


not half ſo Religious as I ſeem to be. You little Rogue; ; 


why, I'm diſguis'd as I am ; Cur Sanctity is all Outſſde, all 


Hy pinky 05 

Lure. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houſe * Night- 
fall; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when tis dark J in Wo- 
mans Cloths. 

Smug. J gad ſo, cod ſo ——1 have a Suit a purpoſe. my 
httle Cockeß; ; Iloye to be diiguis d; I cod, 1 make a "ay 
bandſome Woman, I cod I do. 5 

Enter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 

Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, {hall I beg you to walk into 
next Room? here are ſo;e Strangers coming up 

Sung. Buſs and Guinea firſt; ah, my little Gocket | lea. 

Enter Wildair. 

Wild. My Life, my Soul, my all that Heaven can ahve,” 

Lure. Death s Life with thee, without thee Death to live, ; 
Welcome, my dear dir Harry, I ſee you got my Directions. 


Wild. Dircctions! in the moſt charming manner, thou dear 
Ae of Intrigue. 


Lure. S. ill brisk and airy, I find, Sir Harry. 
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Mild. The fight of you, Madam, exalts my Air, and makes 
Joy lighten in my Face. | 
 Lare. I have a thouſand Queſtions to ask you, Sir Harry 
How d'ye like Fance? 2 

Wild. Ah! eſt le plus beau pars du monde. 

Lure. Then what made you leave it fo ſoon? 

Wild. Madam, vous Voyez, que je vous ſuy partout. 
Ture. O Monſienr, je voux ſuis fort obligee — But where's 
the Court now? | | | | 
Mild. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure. And where my Count Le P alier ? | 

Wild. His Body's in the Church of Noſtre Dame; I don't 
know where bis Soul is. 

Lure, What Diſeaſe did he die of? 

Wild. A Duel, Madam; I was his Doctor. 

Lur. How d'ye mean? 

Wild. As moſt Doctors do, I kilFd him. 

Lure. En Cavallier, my dear Knight Errant, well, and how? 
And how, what Intrigues, what Gallantries are carrying on 
in the Beau Monde? 55 

Wild. 1 ſhould ask you that Queſtion , Madam, ſince your 
Lady ſhip makes the Beau Monde where ever you come. 

Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, peſter'd to 
death here, by the inceflant Attacks of a mighty Colonel ; he 
has beſieg d me as cloſe as our Ariny did Namur. _—_ 
Mild I hope your Ladyſhip did not ſurrender tho. 

Lure. No, no, but was forc'd to capitulate; but ſince you 
are come to raiſe the Siege, we'll dance, and ſing, and laugh, 
Mild. And love and kiſ Montre moy votre Chambre. 


Lure. Actande, Attande, en pes———1I remember, Sir Har- 
7y, you promis d me in Paris, never to ask that impertinent 
Queſtion agen. | 


Wild. Pſhaw, Madam, that was above two Months ago; 
beſides, Madam, Treaties made in France are never kept. 

Lure. Wou'd you marry me, Sir Harry, 

Wild. Oh! Le marriage eſt une grand male but J will 
marry you, 5 | 

Lure. Your Werl, Sir, is not to be rely'd on: if a Gentle- 
man will forfeit his Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs, we may 
rcaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity in an Amour. 

Mid. My Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs! why, Madam, 
I never had any Buſineſs in all my Life. 

Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, 1 have heard a very odd Story and 
am ſorry that a Gentleman of your Figure ſhould undergo 


he Scaudal. . 5 
the Scaudal. nu 


nnn d p 


The Conſtant Couple. 23 
Mild. Out with it, Madam. ; 
Lure. Why, the Merchant, Sir, that tranſmitted your Bilfs 


ol Exchange to you in France, complains of ſome indirect and 


diſhonourable Dealings. 

Wild. Who, old Smuggler! 

Lure. Ay, ay, you know him I find,  _ 

Wild. I have no leſs than Reaſon, I think; why the Rogue 
has cheated me of above Five bundred Pound within theſe 
three Years. 1 Ph 

Lyre. *Tis your buſineſs then to acquit your ſelf publickly ; 
for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. | 

Wild. Acquit my ſelf publickly ! —— Here Sirrah , my 
Coach; I'll drive inſtantly into the City, and cane the old 
Villain round the Royal Exchange ; be ſhall run the Gauntlet 


through a thouſand bruſht Beavers and formal Cravats, 


Lure. Why, he is in the Houſe now, Sir. 
Mild. What, in this Houſe? | 
Lure, Ay, 1n the next Room, | 
Wild. Then, Sirrah, lend me your Cudgel. 


Cure. Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a Diſturbance in my 


Houſe ? 
Wild. Diſturbance, Madam, no, no, Ill beat him with the 
Temp:r of a Philoſopher : Here, Mrs. Parly, ſhew me the 
Gentleman. | | [Exit with Parly. 
Lure. Now, ſhall I get the old Monſter well beaten, and 
Sir Harry peſter d next Term with Bloodſheds, Batteries, Colts 
and Damages, Sollicitors and Attornies ; and if they don't 
teize him out of his good humour, I'll never plot agen. [ Exit, 


SCENE, changes to another Room in the ſame Houſe, 


| Enter Smugglzr. 
Smug. O, This damn'd Tide-waiter! A Ship and Cargo worth 
Five thouland Pound! why, tis richly worth Five hundred 


Perjuries. 
Enter Wildair. 


Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted and 
bumble Servant. 


Smug, My belt Friend, Sir Harry, you're welcome to Eng- 


land. 


Mild. I'll aſſure you, Sir, there's not a Man in the King's 
Dominions I'm gladder to meet. 


Smug, O Lord, Sir, you Travellers have the moſt obliging 
Ways with you, | 


Wild. There is a Buſineſe, Mr. Alderman, fall'n out, which 
you 


. 
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you may oblige me infinitely by I am very forry that 
Im forc'd to be troublefome; but Neceſſity, Mr. Alderman, 

. . Smng. Ay, Sir, as you ſay, Neceſſity But upon my 
word, Sir, Jam very ſhort of Money at preſent, but— -— 

Wild. That's not the matter, Sir, I'm above an Obligation 
that way; but the Buſineſs is, I am reduc'd to an indiſpen- 
fible neceſſity of being oblig'd to you for a Beating.— Here, 
take this Cudgel, . 

Smug. A Beating, Sir Harry! ha, ha, ha; I beat a Knight 
Baron-t ; an Alderman turn Cudgel-Player ! ha, ha, ha. 

Wild. Upon my word, Sir, you muſt beat me, or I cudgel 
you; take vour choice, 

Smug, P ſhaw, p'(haw, you jeſt, 

Wild, Nay, tis as ſure as fate: fo, Alderman, I hope you'll 
pardon my C: rioſity. . 
Snug, Curioſity | Duce take your Curioſity, Sir; what d'ye 
mean. | 

Mid. Nothing at all; I'm but in jeſt, Sir. . 

Snug. O, I can take any thing in jeſt; but a Man might 
imagine by the ſmartnets of the Stroak, that you were in 
down-right earneſt. | 

Wild. Not in the leaſt, Sir; [S:rikes him.] not in the leaſt 
indeed, Sir. . Po 

Snug. Pray, good Sir, no more of your Jeſts ; for they are 
the bluntelt Jeſts that I ever knew. +1 | 

Wild. FStrikes.] J heartily beg your Pardon, with all my 
Heart, Sir. | | ; ; 

Smug. Pardon, Sir! well, Sir, that is ſatisfaction enough 
from a Gentleman : but ſeriouſly now, if you pals any more 
of your Jelts upon me, I ſhall grow angry. | 

Wild. I humbly beg your permiſſion to break one or two 
more. | | [Striking him. 

Sung. O Lord, Sir, you'll break my Bones: Are you mad, 
Sin? Murder, Felony, Manſlaughter, [Wild. knocks him down. 
_ Wild. Sir, J beg you Ten thouſand Pardons ; but 1 am ab- 
ſolutely compell'd to'r, upon my Honour, Sir, nothing can be 
more averſe to my Inclinations, than to jeſt with my honeſt, 
dear, loving, obliging Friend, the Alderman. [S:riking him al 

this while, Smuggler tumbles over and over, and ſhakes but 
his Pocket-Book on the Floor; Lurewell enters, takes it up.] 

Lure. The old Rogue's Pocket-book; this may be of ule. Aide. 
O Lord, Sir Harry's murdering the poor old Man, — 

Smug. O dear, Madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till 1 am 
murder d in good earneſt. - 

Lure. Well, well, I'll bring you off, Senior—Frapez, 1 

| ung. 
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Swag, O! For Charity s ſake, Madam, reſcue a poor Ci- 


tizen. 5 | 
Lure. O you barbarous Man! Hold, hold, Frapez, plus 
rudement, . | 
Frapex, I wonder you are not aſham'd, Holding Wild. 
A poor reverend honeſt Elder —— Helps Smug. I-54 


It makes me weep to ſee him in this Condition, poor Man! 
Now the Devil take you, Sir Harry. For not beating 
Him harder: Well, my Dear, you ſhall come at Night and 
Il make you amends. ( Here Sir Harry takes Snuſh. 
Smug. Madam, 1 will have amends before I leave the 
. | 
How durſt you uſe me thus ? 


Wild. Sir ? 5 5 | 
Smug. Sir, I ſay that I will have Satisfaction. 
Wild. With all my heart. (Throws Snuſh into his Eyes, 


Sug. O! Murder, Blindneſs, Fire; O Madam, Madam, 
get me ſome Water, Water, Fire, Fire, Water, 
| | CExit with Lurewell. 
Mid. How pleaſant is reſenting an Injury without Paſſion ? 
*Tis the Beauty of Revenge. | 1 


Let Stateſmen plot, and under Buſine ſt groan, 
And ſettling publick Quiet loſe their own ; 

Let Soldiers drudge and fight for Pay or Fame, 
For when they're ſhot, I think 'tis much the ſame. 

Let Scholars wex their Brains with Mood and Tenſe, 
And mad with Strength of Reaſon, Fools commence, 5 
Loſing their Wits in i ajter Senſe; 

Their Summum Bonum they muſt toyl to gain, 
And ſeeking Pleaſure, ſpend their Life in Pain. 
1 make the moſt of Life, no Hour miſpend, 
Pleaſures the Means, and Pleaſure is my End. 
| No Spleen, no Trouble ſhall my time 4 
. Life's but a Span; IIl every Inch enjoy. (Exit. 


The End of the Second ACT. 
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ACT. I 
SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Standard and Vizard.  _ 
Stand. 1 Bring him word where ſhe lodg d! I the civileſt Ripa! 
in the World! Tis impoſſible. | 

Vix. I ſhall urge it no farther, Sir; I only thought, Sir, 
That my Character in the World might add Authcrity 
To my words without ſo many Repetitions. | 

1 me, dear YVizard—— Our Belief ſtruggle 

ard, 


| Before it can be brought to yield to the Diſadvantage 


Of what we love; tis ſo great an Abuſe to our Judgment, 


\ That it makes the Faults of our Choice our own Failing. 
But what ſaid Sir Harry? | 


Viz. He pitted the poor credulous Colonel, laugh'd heartily, 


Flew away with all the Rap. ures of a Bridegroom, repeat. 


ing theſe Lines. 


A Miſtreſs ner can pall her Lover s Foys, | 
Whoſe Wit can whet whene er her Beauty cloys. 


Stand. A Miſtreſs neer can pall! By all my Wrongs he 


Whores her! And I'm made their Property, Vengeance! V. 


zard, you muſt carry a Note for me to Sir Harry. 

Viz, What! AChallenge! Lhopeyou don't deſign to fight? 
Stand. What! Wear the Livery of my King and Pocket an 

Affront! Twere an Abuſe to his Sacred Majeſty, a 

Soldier's Sword, Vizard, ſhould Rart of it ſelf to 


Redreſs its Maſter's Wrong. 
Viz. However, Sir, I'think it not proper for me to cam 


any ſuch Meſſage between Friends. 
Stand. I have ner a Servant here, what ſhall Ido? 
Viz. There's Tom Errand, the Porter, that plies at the 
Blew Poſts, | 
And who knows Sir Harry and his Haunts very well, 
You may ſend a Note by him. | 
S:and. Here, you, Friend, 


Vix. 1 have now ſome Buſineſs, and muſt take my Leave, 


I wou'd adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this Affair. 
Sand. No wiipering now, nor telling of Friends to pre- 
vent us. He that diſappoints a Man of an honourable Re- 
| venge 


„ 
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venge , may love him fooliſhly like a Wife, but never value 
him as a Friend. | : 

Viz. Nay, the Devil take him that parts you, ſay I. 

Exit. 
Enter Porter running. l 

Err. Did your Honour call a Porter 

Stand. Is your Name Tom Errand? 

Err. People call me ſo, ant like your Worſhip 
Stand. Dye know Sir. Harry Wildair ? 

Err, Ay, very well Sir, he's one of my Maſters; many a 
round Half-Crown have 1 had of his Worſhip, he's newly 
come home from France, Sir. | 

Stand. Go to the next Coffee-Houſe, and wait for me. 

O Woman, Woman, how bleſt is Man, when favour'd by your 
Smiles, and how accurſt when all thoſe Smiles are foun 
But wanton Baits to ſooth us to Deſtruction, d 


Thus our chief Toys with baſe Allays 1 curſt, | 
And our beſt things, when once . worſt. [Exit. 


Enter Wildair and Clincher ſenior following. 

Clin. ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome Buſineſs of Importance 

to communicate to you, I would beg your Attention to a tri- 
fling Affair that I wou'd impart to you. | 


MWId. What is your trifling Buſineſs of Importance, pray 


oF ſweet Sir? 


, Clin, ſen. Pray Sir, are the Roads deep between this and 
arts 2 | | 

Wild. Why that Queſtion, Sir ? 

Clin, ſen. Becauſe I deſign to go to the Jubilee, Sir; I under- 
ſtand that you are a Traveller, Sir; there is an Air of Tra- 
vel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir, there is indeed, Sir 
I ſuppoſe, Sir, you bought this Lace in Flanders. 

Wild, No, Sir, this Lace was made in Norway. 
Qin. ſen. Norway, Sir! 

Wild. Yes, Sir, of the Shavings of Deal- boards. 

(Jin. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, Faith Lace made 
of the Shavings of Deal-boards ! | Gad „Sir, you Travellers 


ſee very ſtrange things abroad, very incredible things abroad, 
indeed. Well, Vl have a Cravat of that very ſame Lace be- 
fore I come home. | 


J Mild. Bur, Sir, what Preparatiops have you made for your 
ourney * | 


(lin. ſen. A Caſe of Pocket-piſtols for the Bravo's— and 
2 ſwimming Girdle. 


Wild, 
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m. Why thefe;:Sir? | 
Es Qin. ſen. O Lord? Sir, LI tell you——ſuppoſe us in Rowe 
1 now; away goes me I to ſome Ball—for III be a mighty Beau. 
| Then, as I {aid, I go to ſome Ball, or ſome Bear- baiting, 
tis All one you fn t then comes a fine /alian Bona Roba, 
| and phi Is h vy he Sleeve, Seigniour Angle, Seigniour An- 
| ge, — is a very fine Lady, obſerve that Seignioy 
Angle, iays ſhe, ——Sezigniora, ſays I, and trips after her to 
the Corner of a Street, ſuppoſe it Ruſſel-treet here, or any 
other Street; then you know, I muſt invite her to the 
Tavern, I can do no lels— —— There up comes her Bravo; 
the Italian grows ſaucy, and I give him an Engliſb Douſe of 
| the Face, I can box, Sir, box tightly; I was a Prentice, 
Sir. but then, Sir, he whips out his Srilletto, and I whiry 
out my Bull Dog. — laps him through, trips down Stairs 
turns the Corner of Rxſſel-Freet again, and whips me into 
| the Ambaſſador's Train, and there I'm ſafe as a Beau behind 
| the Scenes. Ea | 
| Wild. Is your Piſtol charg'd, Sir? _ 
| Clin, ſen. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all, Sir; I deſign 
| to ſhoot ſeven Italians a Week, Sir. 
| Wild. Sir, you won't have Provocation. 
i Clin, ſen. Provocation, Sir! Zauns, Sir, VII kill any Man 
1 for treading upon my Corn; and there will be a deviliſh 
| Throng of People there; they ſay that all the Princes in [al 
{ will be there. | 
Wild. And all the Fops and Fidlers in Europe — but the 
uſe of your ſwimming Girdle, pray Sir? | 
Clin. ſen. O Lord, Sir! That's caſte. Suppoſe the Ship caſt 
lj away; now, whilſt other fooliſh People are buſie at their 
> Prayers, I whip on my ſwimming Girdle, clap a Months 
þ | Proviſion into my Pocket, and fails me away like an Egg 
| in a Ducks Belly. — And heark'e, Sir, I have a new 
= Project in my Head. Where d'ye think my ſwimming Git- 
l dle ſhall carry me upon this occaſion ? * Its a new Project. 
| ; Wild. Where, Sir? 
8 Clin. ſen, To Civita Vecchia, Faith and Troth, and ſo fave 
if the Charges of my Paſſage. Well, Sir, you muſt pardon 
|} me now, I'm going to ſee my Miſtreſs, Exit. 
q Mild. This Fellow's an accompliſh'd Aſs before he goes 
| | abroad; Well! This Angelica has got into my Heart, and 
| I can't get her out of my Head. I mult pay her tother 
Viſit. | (Exi. 


SCENE 
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5 % NES ME. ES 3 
Agel. Unhappy State of Woman! Whoſe chief Vertue 
is but Ceremony, and our much boaſted Modeſty, but a fla: 
viſh Reſtraint: ' The ſtrict Confinement on onr Words makes 
our Thoughts ramble, more; and what preſeryes our qut- 
ward Fame, deſtroys our inward Quiet —Tis hard tha 
Love ſhou'd be deny'd the Privilege of Hatred ; that Scandal | 
and Detraction ſhou'd be ſo much indulg d, yet ſacred Love. 
and Trath debarr'd bur Converſation. . 
E _-'. Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky. 
| Dart; This is my Daughter, __-. 
| Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three 8 Nr IE 
Clin. ſalating Angelica. ] One, two, three, ( Kiſſet her.) your 
humble Servant. Was not that right, Diet)? 
Dick. Ay, faith Sir, but why don't you ſpeak to her? 
Un. jan. I beg your Pardon, Dich, I know my. Diſtance; 
Wou'd you have me ipeak to a Lady at the firſt ſight? - 
Dick. Ay, Sir, by all means, the firſt Aim is the ſureſt. 
n. jun. Now for a good ſeſt, to make her laugh hear- 
tily——By Jupiter Ammon Tl go give her a Kiſs, 
YT OL” 8 (Goes towards her. 
Eiter Wildair, interpoſing. 53 
Mild. Tis all to no purpole, 1 told you fo before; your 
2 Five Guineas will never do- you may march, Sir, 
r as far as five bundred Pounds will go, III out- bid you. 
Clin. jun. What the Devil! The Mad- man's here again. 
Darl. Bleſs me, Couſin! What d'ye mean? Affront 4 
Gentleman of his Quality in my Houſe! .., , . 
Qin. jun. Quality! Why Madam, I don't know what 
you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and your 
Quality. They're all alike I believe, _ - 
Dar. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Rom. 
nnd FF Bae Dark. Tad? Clin. Dicky follops. 
Angel. Sir, if your Converſation be no more agreeable 
| than twas the laſt time, I wou'd adviſe you to make it as 
— VVV ĩͤ a 
Wild. The Offences of my laſt Viſit, Madam, bore theit 
Puniſhment in the Commiſſion ; and have made me as un- 
1 till I receive Pardon, as your Lady ſhip can be till I ſuc 
or It. | C0 
Angel. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the Offence, 
and muſt ' thetefore proportion it to the Greatneſs of your. 
, Apology ; 
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then queſtion that I love. E 
Angel. This ſhows your Gallantry, Sir, but not your Love. 


Apology ; if you wou d therefore have me think it light, take 


uo great pains in an Excuſe, 


1d. How ſweet muſt the Lips be that guard that Tongue! 


Then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let us prepare for 


Joys to come; let this ſeal my Pardon, (Kiſſes her hand.) And 
this (Again. initiate me to farther Happineſs. 


Angel. Hold, Sir, one Queſtion, Sir Harry, and pray 


anſwer plainly, d'ye love me? . 
Wild. Love you! Does Fire aſcend? Do Hypocrites diflem- 
ble? Uſurers love Gold, or great Men Flattery ? Doubt theſe, 


* 


Wild. View your own Charms, Madam, then judge my 


Paſſion; rs auty raviſhes my Eye, your Voice my Ear, 4 


and your Touch has thrill'd my melting Soul. 


Angel. If your words be real, tis in your Pow r to rail 


an equal Flame in me. on 
Wild. Nay, then I ſerve : 
Angel. Hold, Sir, tis alſo poſſible to make me deteſt and 
ng you worſe than the moſt profligate of your deceiving 
ex. . 21007 av. 
Wild, Ha! A very odd turn this. I hope, Madam, you only 
affect Anger, becauſe you know your Frowns are becoming. 
Angel, Sir Harry, you being the beſt Judge of your own 
Defigvs, can beſt underſtand whether my Anger ſhou d be 
real or diſſembled, think what rick Modeſty ſhou'd bear, 
then zee r entre, 
Mild. Strict Modeſty ſhou'd bear! Why faith, Madam, | 
believe the ſtricteſt Modeſty may bear fifty Guineas, and | 


dont believe "twill bear one Farthing more. 


Angel. What d'mean, Sir?  __ | 
Wild, Nay, Madam, what do you mean? If you go to 
that, I think now fifty Guineas is a very fine Offer for you! 


ſtrict Modeſty, as you call it. 


Angel. Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge the Im- 
pertinence of a Man of your Figure, on his Defect in Un. 
derſtanding, than on his want of Manners— I'm afraid 
you're mad, Sir, VVV 1 
© Wild. Why, Madam, you're enough to make any Man 
mad. Sdrath, are you not a | Eg e 

Angel What, Sir? | 

Wild. Why, a Lady of 
have it fo. nee oy 

Angel. 1 ſhall never hereafter truſt common Report, which 


4 


2 LM .i.d 
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ſtrict Modeſty, if you wil 


repreſented | 


— 
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repreſented you, Sir, a Man of Honour, Wit, and Breeding; 

for I find you very deficient in them all. - Exit. 
Mud. ſolas. Now I find that the (trit Pretences which the 

ladies of Pleaſure make to ſtrict Modeliy, is the reaſon why, 

| thoſe of Quality are aſham'd to wear it. TY 

| | f 80 5 15 | Enter Vizard. = „ 3 124 5 
E Vis. Ah! Sir Harry, bave 1 caught. you? Well, and what 

A SCC? -: „ ROS * tame 5. 

& Wild. Succeſs! 'Tis a Shame for you young Fellows in, 

| Town here,” to Jet the Wenches grow ſo ſaucy: I offer d bes, 

fifty Guineas, and ſhe was in her Airs preſently. I cou 

| have had two Counteſſes in Paris for half the Money, * 

dont remercie into the Bargain. 

Vis. Gone in her Airs ſay you? And did not you follow. 

3 - 1 2 F 

| VWild. Whither ſhou'd I fqllow her?!;ͥ᷑ „ 

| Viz, Into her Bed- chamber, Man. She went on purpoſe, 
you a Man of Gallantry, and not underftand that a Lady's 
| bit pleas d when ſhe puts on her Airs, as you call it. 

Wild. She talk'd to me of ſtrict Modeſty, and Stuff, 

Vic. Certainly mot Women magnifie their Modeſty, ſor 

the ſame reaſon that Cowards boaſt their Courage, -becauſe 
they have lealt on't. Come, come, Sir Harry, when, you: 

| make your next Aſſault, incourage your Spirits with brisk 

| Burgundy, if you ſucceed, tis well; if not, you have a fair 

| Excule for your Rudeneſs. T'll go in, and make your Peace 

| for what's paſt, Oh! I had almoſt forgot — Coll, Sandard 

wants to ſpeak with you about ſome Buſineſs. Tx | 

Md. I'll wait upen him preſently, d'ye know where he 

may be found ? 5 %% ( 

Vi, In the Piazza of Covent-Garden, about an Hour hence, 

I promiſed to ſee him, and there you may meet him; to have 

| your Throat cut. — (Aſide. 
III go in and in ercede for you. 3 5 

| Wild. But no foul Play with the Lady, Vizard, (Exit. 

Viz, No fair Play I can aſſure you. „„ 


1 
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| SCENE, The Freer before Lurewell's TLadgings; Clincher | 
ſen. and Lurewell coquct ing in the Baicony. 1 


Enter S andard. 3 

[ Stand, How weak is Reaſon in Diſputes of Lore? That 
WW daring Reaſon which fo oft pretends to queltion Works of 
lug Omnipotence, yet poorly truckles to our weakeſt Paſſi- 

| Os, and yields implicite Faith 3 Love, paying wr 
| 5 ea 


1 — 


„ ue Content Cop, 
Zeal. to faithleſs Womens Eyes. I've heard her Falſhood 
with ſuch preſſing Proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt it. 
Yet ſtill my Love wou'd baffle Demonſtration, and make 
Impoſſibilities ſeem probable. (Looks up.) Ha! That Fool too! 
What, ſtoop ſo low as that Animal !——Tis true, Women 
once fall'n, like Cowards in Deſpair, will ſtick at nothing, 
there's no Medium in their Actions. They muſt be bright as 
Angels, or black as Fiends, But now for my Revenge, III 
kick her Cally before her Face, call her a Whore, curſe the 
whole Sex, and fo leave her. e 
Lure well comes down with Clincher. The Scene changes to 4 

| r ; A Dining- Room, | "EY 

I! ee Lord, Sir, tis my Husband! What will become 
ll yur e 1 vents 

Il Ain. Eh! Your Husband! Oh, I ſhall be murder d: 
(| What ſhall I do? Where ſhall I run? III creep into an 
=. Oven; [ll climb N the Chimney; III fly; III ſwim ;— 


« 
-. 
"+ 


i! I wiſh to the Lord I were at the Fubilee now. 

| 1 Lure. Can't you think of any thing, Sir? = 

ll. w_ Enter Tom Errand. | 

18 What do you want, Sir? 5 
# | Err. Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Wildair ; I ſay 
| | him come in here this Morning; and did imagine he might 
[i be here ſtill. nh 7 Sat: „ 
Lare. A lucky Hit! Here, Friend, change Cloaths wih 


cis Gentleman, quickly, Strip. | 3 

© Clin, Ay, ay, quickly ſtrip: I'll give you balf a Crown. 
Ml bie here: ce 3 (They change Cloats. 
Laure. Now lip you (To Clinch) down Stairs, and wait 
at the Door till my Husband be gone; and get you in there 


4 C the Porter) till I call you. © 
| NE EY ( buts Errand into the next Rom, 
| Enter Standard. 


|| Oh, Sir! Are you come? I wonder, Sir, how you have the 
= - Confidence to approach me after ſo baſe a Trick? 

= Sand. O Madam, all your Artifices won't prevail. 

= Lure. Nay, Sir, Your Artifices won't avail. I thought, 
if Sir, that I gave you Caution enough againſt troubling me 
j with Sir Harry Wildair's Company when I ſent his Letters 
| back by you; Vet you, forſooth, muſt tell him where | 
= lodg'd, and expoſe me again to his impertinent Courtſhip. 
ll Stand. J expoſe you to his Courtſhip! 

1 Lure. I'll lay my Life you'll deny it now : Come, come, 
Sir; a pitiful Lye is as ſcandalous to a Red Coat as an * 
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| toa Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell me; that he found 
out by you where 1 lodg djd? rod 0 
* Stand, Youre all Lies: Firſt, your Heart is falſe, your Eyes 
are double; one Look belies another: and then your Tongue 
does contradict them all. Madam, I fee a little Devil juſt 
| now hammering out a Lie in your Pericranium. ny 
Luxe. As 1 hope for Mercy, he's in the right on't. [A/ide. ] 
Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-houſe Cant upon your 
& Tongue ; and think, that Wit may privilege your Railing: 
But I muſt tell you, Sir, that what is Satyr upon the Stage, 
zs ill Manners here. 1 | | 9% 
= Sand. What is feign'd upon the Stage, is here in reality real 
= Falſhood. Yes, yes, Madam, — 1 expos'd you to the Couxt - 
& ſhip of your Fool Clincher, too: 1 hope your Female Wiles 
vill impoſe that upon me alſo.— ES" op 
Lire. Clincher! Nay, now you're ſtark mad. I know no 
& ſuch Perſon, | 1 | 5 
E Stand. O Woman in Perfection! not know him! "life, 
Madam, can my Eyes, my piercing jealous Eyes, be ſo de- 
luded? Nay, Madam, wy Noſe could not miſtake him; for 
b Ag the Fop by his Pulvilio from the Balcony down to. the 
Lure. The Balcony! Ha, ha, ha, the Balcony! Lil be 
bang d but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's Footman with 
ga new French, Livery, for a Beau. "WMP Fleas 
| Sand. Sdeath, Madam, what is there in. me that looks like 
| aCully? Did I not ſee him? 5 
Lure. No, no, you cou'd, not ſee him; you're dreaming 
Colonel. Will you believe your Eyes, now that I have 


tubb d them open? Here, you Erie. 
| Enter Errand in Clincher's Cloaths, = 
| Stand. This is Hluſion all; my Eyes conſpire againſt them- 
klves. Tis Legerdemain. | 7 
| Lure, Legerdemain! 1s that all your Acknowledgment for 
| your rude Behaviour? Oh, what a Curſe is it to love ay 
Ido! But don't preſume too far, Sir, on my Affection: 
For ſuch ungenerous Uſage will ſoon return my tir d Heart, 
he gone, Sir, [To the Porter,] to your impertinent Maſter, 
| 2nd tell him 1 ſhall never be at leiſure to receive any of his 
| troubleſome Viſits ; dend to me to know, when 1 ſhould 
be at home !——Be gone, Sir :——1 am ſure he has made me 
| an unfortunate Woman. [Weeps, 
Stand, Nay, then there is no certainty in Nature; and 
Truth is only Falſhogd well diſguis'd. bebe ES 
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Lure. Sir, had not J own'd my fond fooliſh Paſſion, I ſhoud 


not have been ſubjeR to ſuch unjuſt Suſpicions: But tis an 


ungrateful Return. | Mee ping. 
Stan. Now, where are all my firm Reſolves? I will believe 
her juſt, My Paſſion rais d my Jealouſie; then why mayn' 
Love be blind in finding Faults, as in excuſing them ? — | 
hope, Madam, you'll pardon me, ſince Jealouſte that magni. 
yd my Suſpicion, is as much the Effect of Love as my Eaſi. 
ed £2 6 en ions 
Lure. Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd ! You Men have got an in- 
olent way of Extorting Pardon, by perſiſting in your Fault, 
No, no, Sir, cheriſh your Suſpicions, and feed upon your Jea- 
louſie : Tis fit Meat for your ſqueamiſh Stomach © 


With me all Women ſhou d this Rule purſue : : He 
Who thinks us falſe, ſhowd never find us true, [Exit in a Rag, 
Euer Clincher in the Porter i Cloaths, 3 

Qin, Well, Intriguing is the prettieſt, pleaſanteſt thing, far 
a Man of my Parts: Ho ſhall we laugh at the Husband 
when he is gone? How ſillily he looks! He's in labour dl 
Horns already, to make a Colonel a Cuckold! Tk 
Stand. All this Sir Harry has occaſion'd ; but he's brave, and 
will afford me juſt Revenge O! this is the Porter I ſent 


the Challenge by :——Well, Sir, have you found him? 


Clin. What the Devil does he mean now? 

Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the Note, Fellow? 

Clin. The Note! What Note? 

Stand. The Letter, Blockhead, which I1 ſent by you to 
Sir Harry Viildair ; have you ſeen him? 3 

Clin. O Lord, what ſhall I fay now? Seen him? Yes, Sir— 


No, Sir. have, Sir. I have not, Sir. 


Stand. The Fellow's mad. Anſwer me directly, Sirrah, or 
I'll break your Head. Bk 5 | 

| Clin. I know Sir Harry very well, Sir; but as to the Note, 

Sir, I can't remember a word on't: Truth is, I have a vey 


bad Memory. 


Stand. O Sir, III quicken your N! [Strikes lin. 
Clin. Zauns, Sir, hold; 1 did give him the Note. 
Stand. And what Anſwer? , 
Clin, I mean, I did not give him the Note. " 
Stand. What, d'ye banter, Raſcal? {Strikes him again. 
Ain. Hold, Sir, hold: He did fend an Anfwer,, 
Stand. What was't, Villain? 


Clin 
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Cin. Why, truly Sir I have forgot it: I told 7 that 1 
had a very treacherous Memory. 
S Stand, I'll engage, you ſhall remember me this Month, | 
| Raſcal. EF [Beats him off, and Exit. | 
A Elnter Lurewell and Parly. : 
1. Fort bon, forthoon, fortboon : This is better than 1 ex- 
| pected ; but Fortune {till helps the Induſtrious. | 

Enter Clincher. 
| Clin. Ah! The Devil take all Intriguing, 11 I, and him 
| ery firſt invented Canes. That curs'd Colonel has got 
& fuch a knack of beating his Men, that he has left the Mark of 
= a Collar of Bandileers about my Shoulders. | 
Lee. O oy poor Gentleman ! And was it beaten? 
Clin, Yes, | have been beaten ; But where's my Cloaths ? 
my Cloaths? 


* What, you won't leave me ſo ſoon, my Dear, will 


Cl Will ye? If ever! peep into a Colonel's Tent agen, 
--« kk forc'd to run the Gauntlet —But my Cloaths, 


Le. I ſent the Porter down-ſtairs with them: Did not you 
meet him? 
Jin. Meet him! No, not I. 
Par. No! He went out of the Back-door, and is run det 
1 ay, I'm afraid. 
in. Gone, ſay you ! and with " Cloaths ! my fine Fu- 
bilee Cloaths ! —— O, the Rogue, the Thief !—— I'll have 
bim hang d for Murder. hu, how ſhall I get home 1h 
this Pickle. 
Par. I'm afraid, Sit, the Colonel will be back preſentiy; ; 
for he dines at home. 
Jin. Oh, then I muſt ſneak off! Was ever Man ſo ma- 
nag d; to have his Coat well thraſh'd, and loſe his Cpat too? 


* It. 
Lure. Thus the Noble poet ſpoke Truth: | 


Nothing ſutes worſe with Vice than want of Senſe : 
Fools are ſtill wicked at their own Expence. 


Par. Methinks, Madam, the Injuries you have ſuffer'd by 
Men, muſt be very great, to raiſe ſuch heavy Reſentments a- 
** the whole 

Lure, The greateſt Wyary that Woman cou'd ſuſtain; they 
tobb' d me of that Jewel, which preſerv'd , cxalts our Sex al- 
molt to Angels: bat deffroy' d, acbaies) us below the worſt of 

Brutes, Mankind. 

14 Par, 
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Par. But I think, Madam, your Anger ſhou'd be only eon- 
find to the Author of your Wrong. 
Lure. The Author! Alas, I know him not, which make 
my Wrongs the greater. | 


Par. Not know him! 'Tis odd, Madam, that a Man ſhout 
rob you of that ſame Jewel you mention d, and you not know 


im, [4 | „ 
Lare. Leave Trifling ;— tis a Subject that always fours 
my Temper: but ſince, by thy faithful Service, 1 have ſome 
reaſon to confide in your Secreſie, hear the ſtrange Relation, 
——Some twelve, twelve Years ago, Lliv'd at my Father; 
Houſe in Oxfordſhire, bleſt with Innocence, the ornamental 
but weak Guard of blooming Beauty : I was was then juſt Fil 
teen, an Age fatal to the Female Sex; Our Youth is tempt- 

ing, our Innocence credulous, Romances moving, Love power 
ful, and Men are——Villains. Then it hapned, that three 

young Gentlemen from the Univerſity — into the Coun- 
try, and being benighted, and Strangers, call d at my Father: 
He was very glad of their Company, and offer d them the En- 
_tertainment of his Houſe. er pn os 
Par. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! theſe ſtrouling 
Collegians are never abroad, but upon ſome Miſchief = 
Lure. They had ſome private Frolick or Deſign in their 
Heads, as appear'd by their not naming one another, which 
y Father percciving, out of Civility, made no enquiry into 
their Affairs; two of them had a heavy, pedantick, Univerſi 
ty Air, a fort of diſagreeable Scholaſtick Booriſhneſs in thei 
Behavicur ; but the third 15 

Par. Ay! the third, Madam ;—— the third of all things, 

they ſay, is very Critical, J 
Lure. He was — but in ſhort, Nature cut him out for my 
undoing ;——he ſcem d to be about Eighteen. 

Par. A fit Match for your Fiftcen as cou d be. 

Lure. He had a genteel Sweetneſs in his Face. a graceful 
Comelineſs in his Perſun, and his Tongue was fit to tooth 
ſoft Innocence to ruine. His very looks were witty, and his 
expreſſive Eyes ſpoke ſofter, prettier things, than Words coud 
frame. ; | | OE N 8 

Par. There will be Miſchief by and by; I never heard a Wo- 
man talk ſo muchot Eyes, but there were Tears preſently after. 

Lare. His Diſcourſe was directed to my Father, but his 
Looks to me. After Supper I went to my Chamber, ane 
read Caſſandra, then went to Bed, and dreamt of him all 
Night, roſe in the Morning, and made Verſes, ſo fell deſpe- 
ratcly in Love. — My Father was fo well pleas d 8 lus 

1 5 ws: | : | e onver- 
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Converſation, that he beg d their Company next Day; they 
conſented, and next Night, Par; ——- 3 
Pa. Ay, next Night, Madam, next Night (I'm afraid) 
was a Night indeed, , e 
Lure. He bribd my Maid, with bis Gold, out of her Hone- 

ſty; and me, with his Rhetorick, out of my Honour. 
She admitted him tg my Chamber, and there he vow'd, and 
ſwore, and, wept, and ſigh d — and conquer d. Weeps. 

Par. Alack a day, poor Fifteen ! | _ [Weeps. 

Lure. He ſwore that he wou d come down from Oxfard in 
nne and T 1 
Par. The old Bait! the old Bait was cheated juſt 
ſo my ſelf; LAſide.] But had not you the wit to know his 
Name all this while? 3 
Lare. Alas! what Wit had Innocence like mine? He told 
me, that he was under an Obligation to bis Companions of 
concealing himſelf. then, but that he wou d write to me in 
two Days, and let me know his Name and Quality. After 
all the binding Oaths of Conſtancy, joining Hands, exchan- 
ging Hearts, I gave him a Ring with this Motto, Love and: 
Honour, then we parted ; but I never ſaw the dear Deceiver 
1 SS 

Par. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 

Lure. I need not tell my Griefs, which my Father's Death 
made a fair pretence for; he left me {ole Heireſs and Execu- 
trix to Three thouſand Pounds a Lear: At laſt, my Love for 
this ſingle Diſſembler turn'd to a hatred of the whole Sex ; and 
reſolving to divert my Melancholy, and make my large For- 
tune ſubſervient to my Pleaſure and Revenge, I went to Tra- 
vel, where, in moſt Courts of Europe, I have done ſome Exc- 
cution. Here I will. play my laſt Scene; then retire to my 
Country-Houſe, live ſolitary, and die a Penitent. 

Par. But don't you ſtill love this dear Diſſembler? 

Lure. Moſt certainly: 'Tis Love of him that keeps my An- 
ger warm, repreſenting the Baſeneſs of Mankind full in view; 
and makes my Reſentments work. — We ſhall have that 
old impotent Lecher, Smuggler, here to Night ; I have a Plot 
to winge him, and his preciſe Nephew, Vizard. 

Per. I think, Madam, you manage every body that comes 
in your way. | 5 

Lure. No, Parly, thoſe Men, whoſe Pretenſions I found juſt 
and honourable, I fairly nd, by letting them know my 

rm Reſolutions never to marry. But thoſe Villains that wou d 
attempt my Honour, I've ſeldom fail'd to manage. 


* 
* 


P. 
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©” Par, What dye think of the Colonel, Madam? I ſuppet 


his Deſigns are honourable,  * | TELLS 
Lare. That Man's a Riddle; there's ſomething of Honour 
in his Temper that pleaſes: I'm ſure he loves me too, becauſs 
he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon iſatisfied,” But he's a Man ſtill. 
—— When I once try'd his Pulſe about Marriage!, his Blood 
ran as low as a Coward's. He ſwore indeed, that he low d me, 
but cou'd not marry me forſooth, becauſe he was engag d elſe. 
where. So poor a Pretence made me diſdain bis Paſſion. wig 
otherwiſe might have been uneaſie to me.. But hang him, 
I have tiez'd him enough. —Beſides Parly, I begin to be tird 
of my Revenge ; —— But this Buſs and Gaines I muſt maul 
once more. III hanſel his Woman's Cloaths for him. Gy, 
get me Pen and Ink; I muſt write to Vizard too. 


Fortune this once aſſift me as before | 
Two ſuch Machines can never work in vain, 


A thy propitious Wheel, and my projecting Brain. 
Es The End of the Third ACT. | 


A 
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. 
SCENE, Covent- Garden. 


| : Wildair and Standard meeting. 

Stand. I Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you e er this in a 
5 moſt convenient Place; but ſince my Wrongs were 
without Ceremony, my Revenge ſhall be ſo too. Draw, Sir. 

Wild. Draw, Sir! What ſhall I draw? 
Stand. Come, come, Sir, I like your facetions Humour well 
enough; it ſhews Courage and Unconcern, I know you 

brave; and therefore uſe you thus. Draw you Sword. 

Mild. Nay, to oblige you, I will draw; but the Devil take 
me if 1 fight ——Perhaps, Colonel, this is the prettieſt Blade 
e Dk | 

Stand. I doubt not but the Arm is good; and therefore think 
both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 5 . 
Wild. But, prithee Colonel, doſt think that I am ſuch 2 
Mad-man as to ſend my Soul to the Devil, and my Body to 
the Worms upon every Fool's Errand? | 
Stand. 1 hope you're no Coward, Sir. 


—— 


m 


| 
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ud. Coward, Sir! I have Eight thouſand Pounds a Yea 
; Stand. You fought in Flanders, to my knowledge. 
& Wild. Ay, for the ſame reaſon that I wore a Red Coat; be- 
= cauſe twas faſhionable. ffs 8 
| Stand, Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 


* 


| Wild. True, Sir; he was a Beau, like my ſelf. Now you're 
ES a Soldier, Colonel, and Fighting's your Trade; And I think 
| it down-right Madneſs to contend with any Man in his Pro- 
ſeſſion. ENS A 5 a te 
Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying: I ſhall take very un- 
ſcemly Methods, if you don't ſhow your ſelf a Gentleman. 
Wild. A Gentleman! Why there agen now? A Gentleman! 
I tell you once more, Colonel, that I am a Baronet, and have 
Eight thouſand Pounds a Year. Ican dance, ſing, ride, fence, 
# underſtand the Languages. Now, I can't conceive how run- 
ning you through the Body ſhou'd contribute one jot more to 
4 = Eras wy © But, pray Colonel, 1 had forgot to ask you : 


_ — — wen . ICY. wo cf — —— Ä 
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at's the Quarrel ? 
Stand. A Woman, Sir. „ 
Wild, Then I put up my Sword. Take her. 
Stand. Sir, my Honour's concern d. 
Wild. Nay, if your Honour be concern'd with a Woman, 
get it out of her Hands as ſoon as you can. An honourable 
Lover is the greateſt Slave in Nature; ſome will ſay, the great- 
eſt Fool, Come, come, Colonel, this is ſomething about the 
= Lurewell, 1 warrant; I can give you ſatisfaction in that 
1 | | 
Stand, Do ſo then immediately. Oe. 
Wild. Put up your Sword firſt; you know I dare fight: But 
I had much rather make you a Friend than an Enemy, I 
can aſſure you, this Lady will prove too hard for one of -=_ 
Temper. You have too much Honour, too much in Con- 
ſcience, to be a Favourite with the Ladies. . . 
Stand. Im aſſur d, Sir, ſhe never gave you@ny Encourage- 
ment. | 115 
Wild. A Man can never hear Reaſon with a Sword in his 
Hand, Sheath your Weapon; and then if I don't ſatisfie you, 
ſheath it in my Body. * % 
Stand. Give me but Demonſtration of her granting you any 
Favour, and tis enough. e 
Wild. Will you take my Word ? 
Stand, Pardon me, Sir, I cannot, 
Mud. Will you believe your own Eyes? 


62. 


band: Ay, my poor Timothy! 
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Stand. Tis ten to one whether I ſhall. or no: They 
deceiv'd me already, 5 „Wale 
Wild. That's hard. But ſome means 1 ſhall deviſe for 
your ſatisfaction. —— We muſt fly this Place, elſe that cluſter 
of Mobb will overwhelm us. SF [Exe 


Enter Mobb , Tom Errand's Wife hurrying in Clincher ſenior 
| in Errand's Cloaths, „„ 

Wife. O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has murder d my Hul. 
band þ . 
- Clin. Dem your Timpthy ;— your Husband has murder d 
me, Woman; for he bag carry d away my fine FubileeCloaths, 
Mffe. Ay. N 2 „. 1 n got bi Choate 
upon your Back there? Neighbours don't you kr 
Timutby's Coat and Apron? F uk F 8 11 

Mobb. Ay, ay, tis the ſame. „ 

Firſt Mobb. What (ball we de with him, Neighbours ? 
Second Mobb. We'll pull him in pieces. "RT 

Fir Mobb. No, no; then we may be hang d for Murder: 
but we'll drown him. | 1 

Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me; for I neyer 
learn t to ſwim in all my Life. Ah, this plaguy Intriguing! 


Mobb. Away with him, away with him to the Thames, 


Clin. Oh, if I had but my Swimming Girdle, now. 
i Enter Conſtable. 1 
ont. Hold, Neighbours, I command the Peace. : 
| Vife, O, Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has murder 
my Husband, and robb'd him of his Cloaths. 3 
Conft. Murder and Robbery! then he muſt be a Gentleman, 


Hands off there; he muſt not be abus'd.——Give an Account 


of your ſelf : Are you a Gentleman ? 

Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. | 

Con/?. Then you have kill'd no body, I'm perſuaded. How 
came you by theſe Cloaths, Sir ? | 5 

in. You mggſt know, Sir, that walking along, Sir, I don't 
know how, Sir; I cant tell where, Sir; and ſo the Por- 
ter and I:chang'd Cloaths, Sir, 2 5 

Conſt. Very well, ; the Man ſpeaks Reaſon and like a Gen- 


tleman. 


Hife. But pray, Mr. Conſtable, ask him how he chang d 


Cloaths with him. 5 
Conſt. Silence, Woman, and don't diſturb the Court — 


Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths? 


Ois, Why, Sir, en Conti and I deey of is 
So 1 put on his Coat, and he puts on mine. ws 
4 5 | = 1 7 4 : 
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54 n * L ECM : 225517 524414 ha 
* ' Gnf. Why Neighbour, I don't find that he's guilty > 
Learch him; and if he carries no Arms about him, we'll. let 
bim go. (They ſearch his Pockets, and pull out li Piſtols: 
(Jin. O Gemini! My Jubilee Piſtols! | Sg, 


* 
— 


3 Onſt. What, a Caſe of Piſtols! Then the Caſe is plain. 
= Speak, what are you, Sir? Whence came you, and whither 
r 41 ge 
fy * in. Sir, I came from Ruſſel-Street, and am going to the 
B” 4 A let 
Mie. You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Rogue. 
* Conf, Away with him, away with him to Newgate , 
D MITT TE 17 07s COA IFN 1 
= Clin. 1 mall go to the Jubilee now indeed. = Exeunt. 
Ing Re-enter Wildair and Standard. acting tl 
ud. In ſhort, Colonel, tis all Nonſence : Fight for a 
Woman! Hard by js the Lady's Houſe; if you pleaſe, we'll 
wait on her together: You ſhall draw your Sword, Ill draw 
my dnuff- Box: You ſhall produce your Wounds receiv'd in 
War; Ill relate mine by Gepid's Dart. You ſhall look 
dig; I'll ogle: ——You ſhall ſwear; I'll figh:———You 
ſhall ſa, ſa, and I'll Coupee 3 And if ſhe flies not to my Arms 
like a Hawk to its Perch, my Dancing-Maſter deſerves to be 
damg l. JG Þ Forbeat itt... 
Stand. With the Generality of Women, I grant you, theſe 
Arts may prevail. eee Ki 
ud. Genetality of Women! hy there. agen you're out. 
They're all alike, Sir; I never heard of any one that was 
particular, but one. | 

Stand. Who was ſhe, pray? 15 

Wild, Penelope, I think ſhe's calld; and that's a Poetical 
Story too, When will you find a Poet in our Age make a 
eee 7.0 „ 
Sind. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious Humour can diſ- 
uſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs for Satyr: But you 
ave promis'd me Ocular Demonſtration that ſhe favours 
ak Make that good, and I ſhall then, maintain Faith and 

emale to be as inconſiſtent as Truth and Falſhood.,  _ + 

Wild. Nay, by what you have told me, I am fatigfied that 
the impoſes on us all; and Yizard too ſeems what J ſtill ſu- 
ſpected him: But his Honeſty once miſtruſted, ſpoils bis 
S hut will you be convinc d, if our Plot ſuc- 
ceeds: n ee ET 
. Stand, I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir Harry; which 
if I doubted, my Diſtruſt wou'd cancel the Obligation of 
their Security, 7 e | 

. 
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Wild. Then meet me half an hour hence at the Rummer + 
Lou muſt oblige me by taking a hearty Glaſs with me to- 


ward the, fitting me out for a certain Project, which this 


Night I undertake. 
0 and. 1 gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman's the De- 
18n. 
% Yes, faith I am taken W ill with tero 
fooliſh Maladies, Modeſty and. Love 
Burgundy, and my Love by a Night's Lodging with the Dam- 
"Yi A Care Remedy. Probatum eft. 

Stand, An. certainly meet you, Sir. ( Exeunt  ſeverally. 
< Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. 

Clin, Ah! Dicky, this London | is a ſad Phe a ſad vicious 
Place: I wiſh that T'were in the Country agen: And this 
Brother of mine! Tm ſorry he's fo great a Rake: I had ra- 
ther ſee him dead than ſee him thus. 

Dir. Ay. Sir, He'll ſpend his whole Eſtate at this ſame 
Jubilee. Who, d ye SIO lives at this ſame Jubilee? 

Cin. Who, pray ? | 

Dic. The Pape 

in. The Peril he e dog! 1 My Brother go to the Place where 
the Pope dwells! He bewitch'd ſure ! 

Ener Tom Errand in Clincher ſenior's Cloaths. 

Dic. Indeed 1 believe he is, for he's ſtrangely alter d. 

lin. Alter d Why be looks like a ſeſuit already. 

Err. This Lace will ſell. What a Blockhead was the Fel- 
lo to truſt me with his Coat! If I can get croſs the Gar- 
den, down to the Water - ſide, I'm pretty ſecure, (Aſide. 
Ef Brother ! Alaw! O Gemini! Are you my ro- 
ther ? | 
Dic. 1 ſeize you in the King's Name, Sir, 
= Oo ze you Shou'd this prove ſome Parliament Man 


7 


Wer 7 peak, you Rogue, what are you? 
poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand. 

Bl. What Errand? Speak, you . 

Err. A Fool's Errand, I'm afraid. | 

Ain. Who fent you! = 

Exx. A Beau, Sir. | 
Dit. No, no, the Rogue has murder d your Brother, and 
Rript him of his Cloaths. 

"Clin. Murder 'd my Brother! O Crimini! O my poor Jubi- 
lee Brother !- Stay, by Jupiter Ammon, I'm Heir tho 


Speak, Sifrah, have you kill'd bim? Confeſs that you have 
„ 


kill'd him, and III give you Half a Crown. 


2 7 


A, 4 &- 


firſt I'll cure with 


Err. Who I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never kill d any 
Man, but a. Carrier Horſę once ai 

© Clin; Then you ſhall certainly be hang d, but confels that 
you kill'd him, and'we'll let you go. Se 
Err. Telling the Truth bangs a Man, but confeſſing a Lye 
can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt comes to the wort, : 
can bur deny it agen Well, Sir, ſince I muſt tell vou, 


did kill | L 
Qin, Here's your Money, Sir, but are you ſure 
Aid urn dead? | * ee 1 KN yo 


Err, Sir, Ell ſwear it bethre any Judge in England.” | 
Dic. Bu are you ſure TIES 64d in Lan, A 

Err. Dead in Law! I can't tell whether he be Dad iy 

Law. CIP IR re 1 OS FTW OAT 5 Hyg 2 c nag 

| But be's as dead as a Door-Nail; for I gave im ſexen Kicks 

c Niet zen tare the fer by ee 
Dic. Then you have the Eſtate by the Statute. 
Any Mani thats knock d & th Head is Dead in Lap.” 


' 


kill d? 
Err. 1 ſuppoſe he was, Sir; for he told me nothing to the 
r 
on. Hey!!——Then 1 zo. to the Fabile. Strip, Sir, 
rip. e 0 0 | a 
By Jupiter Ammon, ſtr ir. : 
Dic. Ah! Don't ſwear, Sir. (Puts on his Brother's Coat hi. 
Clin. Swear, Sir, Zocus, Hant 1 got the Eſtate, Sir? Come, 
Sir, now I'm in Mourning for my Brother. 
Err. 1 hope you'!l let me go now, 5 — 
Qin. Ves, yes. . Ph, muft do m 
ſwear poſitively before a'Mapiftrate, that you kill d him dead, 


that I may enter upon the Eſtate without any Trouble. By 


| Fupiter Ammon, all my Religion's gone, ſince I put on theſe 
tine Cloathg—— —Hey, call” me a Coach ſome- body. 
Err. Ay, Maſter, let me go, and I'll call one immediately. 
Qin. No, no, Dich, catry this 5 775 before a Joſtice, and 

when he has made Oath, yoa may diſcharge him. 

And I'll go ſee Angejics, _ (Erem Dick and Errand. 


Now that I'm an Elder Brother, TI Court, and Swear, and 


Rant, and Rake, and go to the Fabilze with the beſt of 
them. | ; TN VB Wi N 71 414 Exit. 
SCENE, Turewell's Houſe. 1 
3 Enter Lurewell and Parl px. 
Lire. Are you ſive that Yard had my Letter 


Jin. But are you ſure he was Ompos Mentis when he ns 


do me the Favour to 
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Pao Ves, yes, Madam; one of your Ladyſhips Footmen 
gave it to him in the Park, and tet told the Bearer, with 
all Tranſports of Joy, that he. wou d be be pundlual to a 


| Minute. ic 
Lure. Thus moſt Villains, 9 905 or oc. are punAyal 


to their Ruine; and Hypocrifie, by impoſing on the Wor 
at laſt _ it {elf Are all things brepar d for his 8 
ce tion? 
P. Eractiy to your Ladyſhip's Order, the Alderman too 
is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook d up for Iniquity. W 
Lure. Then he has got Woman's Cloaths on, ' 
Par. Yes, Madam, and has paſsd upon the Family for 
your Nurſe. ' . i 
Lure. Convey him into that Cloſet, , and put out the Can 
Ales, and tell hit, T'11 wait on 5 preſenti7. (As Parly 
Joes to put ont the Candle, ſome- - body Rnock:, 
Lore. This muſt be ſome Clown without Mats ot a 
Gentleman abaye Ceremony. Whos there? 8 
888 Sings. : 


EE os Dans knock'd at Cena! Door: 4 
He fighd, and beg d, and wept, and ſwore, 
af 0s The Sign was ſo, | 
5 eee 8 
1 GY + She. anſmer'd, No.. 15 

| [knocks Une 

| No, no, no. „ 
ee again he pray d, . 
. No, Damon, 20, Trl; f 5 
| Sen amon, Im 4 Maid, _ 


19 Conſider, 6 F , 
1271 k y:4 5 a , $3) bo 
4 


: * 


10 


41 and Tears, made w . 
5 0 27 fofily turn d the Key; 9 
Come ns ſaid. ſhe, but do not fag 


1 may conclude +: _ 


„ - BY be rude, . 
1 ut # are, jon m | | 
> 0 0 TN 8 8 ( Erit Parly. 


Lure. Tis too early for Senerading, Sir Harry. 
Wild. Whereſcever Love is, there Muſick is proper, theres 


rr 
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an harmonious Conſent in their Natures, and when rightly 
joyn d, they make up the Chorus of Farthly Happineſs. 

Lure. But, Sir * what Tempeſt drives you here at 
this Hour. 

Wild. No Tempeſt. Madam, but, as. fair Weather a eber 
enrich'd a Citizen's Wife to Cuckold her Husband in freſh 


Air. Love, Madam. 
(wild taking her bs the Hind: 

Lure. As pure and white as Angels ſoft Deſires, 1s't not ſo? 

Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting Beauty fires. 256 We 

Lare. O Villain! What Privilege has Man to our Deſtrus 
Rio, that thus they hunt our Ruine? (Aſide.) If this be 
a Love Token, (Wild. drops 4 Ring, ſhe takes it up.) your Mi- 
ſtreſſes Favours hang very looſe about you, Sir. 

Wild. I can't juſtly, Madam, pay your Trouble of tiking 
it up by any thing, but deſiring you to wear it. 

Lure. You Gentlemen have the cunningeſt ways of play- 
ing the Fool, and are ſo induſtrious in your Profuſeneſs. 
Speak ſeriouſly, am 1 beholding to Chance or Deſign for this 

Mid. To Deſign, upon my Honour, and 1 hope niy Deſign 
vill ſucceed. C Aſide, 

Lure. And what ſhall 1 give you for fuch a Gur thing? (Both [i ing. 

Wild. Tow ll give me another, you ll give me another fine thing. 

Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry? 

Wild, Wich all my Heart, Madam, ſo I may be free with 

"ne 
ö Lure. Then plainly, Sir, I ſhall beg the Favour to fee you 
ſome other time, for at this very Miniite 1 hate two Lovers 
in the Houſe. 

Wild. Then to be às plain, I muſt be gone this Mifute, for 
1 mult ſee another NMiſtreſs within theſe two Hours. 

Lare. Frank and free, 

Wild. As you with me——Madam, your moſt bumble Ser⸗ 
vant. | 
Lure. Nothing can diſturb. his Humour. Now for my 

Merchant and Vizard, (Exit, and takes the Candles with ber. 
Enter Partly, leading in Smugler, dreſsd in Woman s Cloaths. 

Par. This way, Mr. Alderman. | 

- Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly ——I'm oblis d to you for ht 
Trouble, here are a couple of Shiliings for you. Times are 
hard, very hard indeed, but next time I Il ſteal a Pair of Silk- 

Aockings from my Wile, and bring them to you-—What 
Are you frimbling about my Pockets for— ? 


; 12. 


* 
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Par. Only ſetling the Pleats of your Gown ; here, Sir, 
Ret into this Cloſer, and my Lady will wait on you pre- 
lently. | | Gs 

( Pats him into the Cloſet, runs out, and returns with Vizard, 

Viz. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my dear auſpicious lit- 
tle Pilot ? 

Par. You're almoſt in Port, Sir, my Lady's in the Cloſet, 
and will come out to you immediately. 

Viz, Let me thank thee as J ougbt. (Tiſſes her, 

Par. Pſhaw, Who has hir d me beſt? A couple of Shillings 
or a couple of Kiſſes. 

Fiz. Propiticus darkneſs guides the Lovers Steps, and 
Night that ſhadows outward Scule, lights up our inward 
Joy. Night ! The great awful Ruler of Mankind, which, 
like the Perſian Monarch hidcs its Royalty to raiſe the Vene- 
ration of the World. Under thy caſie Reign Diſſemblers 
may ſpeak Truth; all flaviſh Forms and Ceremonies laid 
aſide, and generous Villany may act without Conſtraint. 

** (Peeping out of the Coſet.) Bleſs me! What Voice is 
this ? | 

Fiz Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beaſts of Prey, 
now ſcour abroad, to gorge their craving Maus; the Plcaſure 
of Hypocrifie, like a chain'd Lyon, once broke looſe, wildly 
1ndulges its new Freedom, ranging through all unboundcd 

S719. My Nephew's Voice, and certainly poſſeſs'd with 
an Evil Spirit; he talks as prophanely, as an Actor poſſeſsd 
with a Poct. | | 

Viz, Ha! I hear a Voice; Madam, — my Life, my Hap- 
pinefs, where are you, Madam? | | 

S145. Madam! He takes me for a Woman too, Ill try 
lim. Where have you left your Sanity, Mr. Vizard e 

Viz. Talk no more of that ungrateful Subject] left it 
where it has only Buſineſs, with Day-light ; 'tis needlcls to 
wear a Mack in the dark. T9. | 

S247, O the Rogue, the Rogue; — The World takes you 
for a very {ober, virtuous Gemleman. 

Vir. Ay, Madam, that adds Sccurity to all my Pleaſurc: 
—— with nie a Cully-Squire may ſquander his Eſtate, and 
ne'er be thought a Spend-thrifr— With me a holy Eller may 
zealouſly be drunk, and toaſt his tuneful Note in Sack, to 


i 


make it hold forth clearer —- hut what is moit my Praile, 


the tormal Rigid, ſhe that rails at Vice and Men, with me 
ſecures her looſeſt Pleaſures, and her ſtricteſt Honour 
ſhe wlo with ſcernful Mien, aud vituous Pride, 1 

J 
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the Name of Whore, with me can wanton, and laugh at the 
deluded World. | | 
Sung. How have I been deceiv d! Then you are very great 
among the Ladies, — 
Viz, Yes, Madam, they know that like a Mole in the 
Earth, 1 dig deep but inviſible; not like thoſe Aluttering noiſie 
Sinners, whoſe Pleaſure is the Proclamation of their Faults. ; 
thoſe empty Flaſhes whe no ſooner. kindle, but they mult 
blaze to alarm the World, But come, Madam, you delay 
our Pleaſures. 

Smug. He ſurely takes me for the Lady Lurewell ſhe has 
made him an Appointment too——but I'll be reveng'd of 
both—Well, Sir, what are theſe you are fo intimate with? 

Viz. Come, come, Madam, you know very well 
thoſe who ſtand ſo high, that the Vulgar envy even their 
Crimes, whoſe Figure adds privilege to their Sin, and makes 
it paſs unqueſtion d; fair, high, pamper d Females, whote 
ſpeaking Eyes, and piercing Voice, wou'd arm the Statue of 
a Stoick, and animate his cold Marble with the Soul of an 
Epicure, all raviſhing, lovely, ſoit, and kind, like you. 

Snug. Im very lovely and ſoft indeed, you ſhall find me 
much harder than you imagine, Friend Well, Sir, but 
I ſuppoſe your Diſlimulation has ſome other Motives beſides 
Pleaſure. | 

Viz. Yes, Madam, the honeſteſt Motive in the World, In- 
tereſt you muſt know, Madam, that I have an old 
Uncle, Alderman Suuggler, you have ſeen him, 1 tup- 

ec: 2 
8 Yes, yes, I have ſome ſmall Acquaintance wit 
bim. 

Viz. Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous old Rogue, 
that ever died of a Gout. Re: 

Suug. Ah! The young Son of a Whore, Well, Sir, and 
what of him. | 

Viz, Hell hungers not more for wretched Souls, than he 
for ill-got Pelf——— and yet (what's wonderful) he that 
wou d flick at po profitable Villainy himſelf, loves Holineſs 

in another—he prays all Sanday for the Sins of theWeek pal 
he ſpenls all Dinner-time- in too tedious Graces, and what 
he deſigns a Bleſſing to the Meat, proves a Curſe to his Fa- 
mly——hc's the mo.. | T 

Snug, Well, well, Sir, I know him very well. 

Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eſtate, which 1 
deſign to purchaſe as a Saint, and ſpend like a Gentleman. 
He got it by cheating, and ſhou'd loſe it by Deceit, By the 

| K 2 pretence 
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pretence of my Zeal and Sobriety, I'll cozen the old Miſer, 

one of theſe Days out of a Settlement, and Deed of Con- 

veyance | | 

 Smus, It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to the Gallows, 

then, you young Dog. Y | 
Viz. And no ſooner he's dead, but Fll rattle over his Grave 


with a Coach and Six, to inform his covetous Ghoſt how gen- 


teely I ſpend his Money. | i 
Smug. III prevent you Boy, for 111 have my Money bury d 
W . [ Aſde, 
Vi. Bleſs me, Madam! Here's a Light coming this way, 
I muſt fly immediately, when ſhall I ſee you, Madam? 
Smug. Sooner than you expect, my dear. 


Vix Pardon me, dear Madam, I wou'd not be ſeen for the 


World. IT wou'd ſooner forfeit my Life, nay my Pleature, 
than my Reputation. [ Exit, 

Sung. Reputation! Reputation! That poor Word lifters 
a great deal Well! Thou art the moſt accompliſh'd 
Hypocrite that ever made a grave plodding Face over a Diſh 


ot Coffee and a Pipe of Tobacco; he owes me for ſeven Years 


Maintenance, and ſhall pay me by ſeven Years Impriſon- 


ment; and when I die, I'll leave him to the Fee- ſimple of 2 

Rope and a Shilling? Who are theſe? I begin to be atraid of 

ſome Miſchi:f——1 wiſh that I were ſafe within the City Li- 

berties —-T'll hide my ſelf. [Stands Qboſe, 
Enter Butler, with other Servants and Lights. 

But. T iay there are two Spoons wanting, and I'll ſearch 


the whole Houſe— Two Spoons will be no {mall Gap in my 


Quarters Wages — —_ 
Serv, When did you miſs'em, Fames? 7 
But. Mils them. Why 1 miſs them now; in ſhort they 

mult be amone you, and if you don't return them, I'II go to 


the Cunnine- Man to Morrow Morning; my Spoons 1 want, 


and my Spoons 1 will have. | 
Srv. Come, come, 1carch about. [Search and diſcover 
Ah! Whos this? Sie. 
But. Harke, good Woman, what makes you hide your 
ſelf > What are you aſham'd of. 1 5 | 
Sm1g. Aſham' A of! O Lord, Sir, Lm an honeſt old Wo- 
man that never was aſham d of any thing. | 
But. What are you, a Midwite then? Speak, did not you 
{ce a courl- of ſtray Spoons in your Travels ? 
Smus. Stray Spoons? | 


But, Ay, ay, ſtray Spoons ; in thort you ſtole them, me 


[Aſide. 
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Il ſhake your old Limbs to pieces, if you don't deliver them 
preſently. | 

Smug. Bleſs me; a Reverend Elder of Seventy Years old ac- 
cus'd for Petty Larceny ! —— Why ſearch me; good People, 
ſearch me; and if you find any Spoons about me, you ſhall 
burn me for a Witch. 3 

But. Ay, we will ſearch you, Miſtreſs. 

[They ſearch, aud pull the Spoons out of his Pockets, 

Sung. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! | | 
But. Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us! ſhe is a Witch in 
good earneſt, may be. | 

Fung. O, it was ſome Devil, ſome Covent-Garden, or 
St. Fames's Devil, that put them in my Pocket 

Fut. Ay, ay, you ſhall be hang'd for a Thief, burnt for a 
Witch, and then carted for a Bawd. Speak, what are yuu? 

Enter Lurewell. 

Snug. Im the Lady Lurewell's Nurſe. 

Lure. What Noiſe is this? > 

But. Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that has ſtole two 

Silver Spoons, and ſays ſhe's your Nurſe. 

Lure. My Nurſe! O the impudent old Jade, I never {aw 
the wither'd Creature before. 
| Sug, Then I am finely caught. O Madam! Madam, 
don't you know me? don't you remember Buſs and Guinea? 

Lure. Was ever ſuch Impudence? I know thee! why thouꝰrt 
as Brazen as a Bawd in the Side-Box. Take her betore 
a Juſtice, and then to Newgate, away. _ 

Smug. O! conſider, Madam, that I'm an Alderman. 
Lure, Conſider, Sir, that you're a Compound of Covetouſ- 
neſs, Hypocriſie, and Knavery, and muſt be puniſh accor- 
dingly, — You muſt he in Petticoats, Gouty Monſter, muſt 
ye! You muſt Buſs and Guinea too; you mult tempt a La- 
dies Honour, old Satyr, away with him. Hurry him off. 


Still may our Sex thus Frauds of Men oppoſe, 
Still may our Arts delude theſe tempting Foes. 
May Honour rule, and never fall betrayd, 


But Vice be caught in Nets for Vertue laid, 
The End of the Fuurth A CT. 


ß 
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A 2 15 V. | | 
' SCENE Lady Darling's Houſe. 


| Darling and Angelica. 
Dar. Aughter, ſince you have to deal with a Man of ſo pe- 
culiar a Temper,you muſt not think the generalArts 
of Love can ſccure him; you may therefore allow ſuch a 
Courtter ſune Encouragement extraordinary, without Te- 
proach to your Modeſty. 

Ang.] am ſenſible, Madam, that a formal Nicety makes 
our Modeſty fit awkard, and appears rather a Chain to En- 
flave, than BPacelet to Adorn us; 
unmolctt:4, caſie and innocent as a Dove, but ſtrong and vi- 
gorous us a Faulcon, when aſſaulted. 

Dar. m afraid, Daugater, you miſtake Sir Harry's Gatety 
for Diſhoncur. 

Ane Tho) Modeſty, Madam, may wink, it muſt not ſleep, 
when poweriual Enemies are abroad I muſt confeſs, that 
of all Men's, I wou'd not fee Sir Harry Wildair's Faults ; nay, 
I couu viclt molt ſuſpicious Words a thouſand ways, to 
make item look like Honour ——ÞBut, Madam, in ſpigbt of 
Love I wult hate him, and curſe thoſe Practices which taint 
our Nobility, aud rob all vertuous Women of the braveſt 

9 .— | 

Dir. You mult: ertainly be miſtaken, Angelica, for I'm ſa- 
Lsiy'd Sir Harry Detigns are only to court, and marry you. 

Ang. His pretence, perbaps, was ſuch; but Women now, 
Ike Fzemics, are attack'd ; whether by Treachery, or fairly 
Conqucr'd, the Glory of Triumph is the fame ——Pray, Ma- 
dam, by what means were you made acquainted with his 
Deſigns? | | 

Dar. Means, Clild | why, my Couſin Fizard, who, I'm 
ſute, is your Unccre Friend, ſent him. He brought me this 
Leiter from my Confin.—(Gives her the Letter, which ſhe opens. 

Ang. Ha! Vizard! when I'm abusd in earneſt, —Wou'd 
Sir Harry, by lis mitigation, fix a baſe Aﬀront upon me? No, 
I] can't fulpct him of fo ungenteel a Crime——This Let- 


ter ſhall trace the Truth,—— (Aſide.) My Suſpicions, Ma- 


dam, are much clear'd ; and I hope to ſatisfie your Ladyſhip 


. » t) 
in my Management, when next J ſee Sir Harry. 


Enter Servant. a 
Ferd. Madam, herc's a Gentleman below calls himſelf 


aur. 
ö De. 


it ſhou'd ſhew, When 


o My 
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- Dar. Conduct him up. Daughter, 1 wo'n't doubt your 

Diſcretion. (Exit. Darling. 
| Enter Wildair. | 


Wild. O, the Delights of Love and Burgundy /——Madam, 
I have toaſted your Lady ſhip fifteen Bumpers ſucceſſively, and 
ſwallow'd Capids like Loches, to every Glaſs. ; 

Ang. And what then, Sir ? 

Wild. Why then, Madam, the Wine has got into myHead, 
and the Cypids into my Heart; and unleſs by quenching quick 
wy Flame, you kindly caſe the Smart, I'm a loſt Man, Ma- 

am. | 

Ang. DPrunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worlt pretence a Gen- 
tleman can make for Rudeneſs : For the Excule is as ſcanda- 
lous as the Fault. Therefore, pray conſider who you 
are ſo free with, Sir; a Woman of Condition, that can call 
half a dozen Footmey upon Occaſion. 

Wild, Nay, Madam, if you have a mind to toſs ine in a 
Blanket, half a dozen Chamber-maids would do better Ser- 
vice. Come, cone; Madam, tho' the Wine makes me 
liſp, yet has it taught me to ſpeak plainer. By all the Duſt 
of my ancient Progenitors, I muſt this Night quarter my Coat 
of Arms with yours. | 

Ang. Nay then, who waits there? (Enter Footmen, 
Take hold of that mad Man, and bind him. | 

Wild. Nay, then Bargundy's the Word, and Slaughter will 
enſue, Hold,——do you know, Scoundrils, that I have been, 
drinking victorious Burgundy ? ( Draws. 

Servants. We know you're drunk, Sir. 

Wild. Then, how have you the impudence, Raſcals, to aſ- 
ry a Gentleman with a couple of Flasks of Courage in his 

cad? | 

Servants. Sir, we muſt do as our young Miſtriſs commands 


us. 
Wild. Nay, then have among ye, Dogs. | 

(Throws Money among them : They ſcramble, and take it 

up. He pelting them out, ſhuts the Door, and returns, 

Raſcals, Poultrons, I have charm'd the Dragon, and 

now the Fruit's my own. . | 

Ang. O, the mercenary Wretchcs ! This was a Plot to be- 
tray me. | 

Wild. J have put the whole Army to flight: And, now take 

the General Priſoner. ( Laying hold on her. 


Ang. 1 conjure you, Sir, by the ſacred Name of Honour, 


by your dead Father's Name, and the fair Reputation of your 
1 K 4 Mothers 
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Mother's Chaſtity, that you offer not the leaſt Offence.——. 
Already you have wrong d me paſt Redreſs. 
Mild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature. 

Ang. What Madneſs, Sir Harry? whit wild Dream of 
Jooſe Deſire cou'd prompt you to attempt this Baſeneſs? View 
me well, -——The Brightneſs of my mind, methinks, ſhould 
lighten outwards, and let you ſee your Miſtake in my Bcha- 
viour. I thivk it ſhines with fo much Innocence in my Face, 
that it ſhou'd dzzzle all your vicious Thoughts : Think/nat 
1 am defenceleſs *cauſe alone. Your very ſelf is guard again 
your ſelf : I'm ſure, the e's ſomething generous in your Soul; 


my Words ſhall ſearch it cut, and Eyes ſhall fire it for my 


owr Defence. | 5 
Wild. [ Mimicking. Tal tidum, ti dum, tall ti didi, didum. 
A Million to one now, but this Girl is juſt come fluſh from 
1 the Rival Queens. gad, IIl at her in her owh 
RT}; —— ry 
O my Statyra, O my angry Dear, turn thy Eyes on me, behold 
thy Beau in Buskins, by 
Ang. Behold ine, Sir; view me with a ſober Thought, free 
from thoſe Fumes of Wine that throw a Milt before your Sight, 
and you hall find that every Glance from my reproaching 
Eyes, is armed with ſharp R:ſentment, and with a yertuous 
Pride that looks Diſhonour dead. 
Mid. This is the firſt Whore in Heroicks that J have met 
with; [Aſide.] lock ye, Madam, as to that ſlender Particular 
of your Vertue, we ſhan't quarrel about it; you may be as 
Vcriuous as any Woman in England, if you pleate ; you may 
{ay your Pray'rs all the time: But pray, Madam, be 
pleas'd to conſider what is this fame Vertue that you make ſuch 
a mighty Noiſe about: Can your Vercue beſpeak you a Front 
Row in the Boxcs? No; for the Players can't live upon Ver- 
tue. Can your Vertue keep you a Coach and Six! No, no; 
your Vertuous Women walk a Foot. — Can your Vertue 
hire you a Pue in a Church? Why, the very Sexton will tell 
you, No. Can your Vertue Rake for you at Picquet ? No: 
hen, what buſincſs has a Woman with Vertue? — Come, 
come, Madam, I offer'd you fifty Guineas,— there's a hun- 
dred, ——The Devi)! Vertuous ſtil!! Why, *tis a hundred, 
five ſcore, a hundred Guineas, 
* Ang. O Indignation! Were I a Man, you durſt not uſe 
me thus ; but the mean, poor-Abuſe you throw on me, reflects 
upon ycur ſelf ; our Sex fill ſtrikes an awe upon the Brave, 
and only Cowards dare affront a Woman. | | 
Wild, Affront! S'death, Madam, a hundred Guineas - 
3 En e Ra DE Det RE es. e be E 
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{et you up at Baſſet, a hundred Guineas will furniſh out your 
Lodgings with China ; a hundred Guincas will give you an 
Air of Quality ; a hundred Guineas will buy you a rich Eſcri- 
tore for your Billet deux, or a fine Commun Prayer-Book for your 
Vertue. A hundred Guineas will buy a hundred fine things, 
and fine things are for fine Ladies; and fine Ladies ate for 
fine Gentlemen ; and fine Gentlemen are I Gad, this 
Bargundy makes a Man ſpeak like an Angel,— Come, come, 
Madam, take it, and put it to what uſe you pleaſe. | 

Ang. Tl uſe it as 1 wou'd the bate unworthy Giver , thus: 

| [Throws down the Purſe and ſtamps upon it. 

Mild. J have no mind to meddle in State Affairs; bur theſe 
Women will make me a Parliament Man ſpight of my Teeth, 
on purpoſe to bring in a Bill againſt their Extortion, She 
tramples under-foot that Deity which all the World adores. 
O the blooming Pride of beautiful Eighteen! Pihaw 
I'll talk to her no longer; I'll make my Markets with the Old 
Gentlewoman ; ſhe knows Buſineſs better; —[Goes to the Door. ] 
Here, you, Friend, pray deſire the Old Lady to walk in,— 
Hearkee, by Gad, Madam, III tell your Mother. 

. Enter Darling. 5 

Dar. Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my Daughter, 


ray. | 5 

Wild. Like her, Madam! Hearkee, will you take it ? 
Why, faith, Madain !-— take the Money, I ſay, or J gad, 
all's out. 

Ang. All ſhall out; Sir, you're a Scandal to the Name of 
Gentk:man. 

Wild. With all my Heart, Madam ;——In ſhort, Madam, 
your Daughter has us'd me ſomewhat too familiarly, tho' I 
have treated her like a Woman of Quality. 

Dar. How, Sir. 3 

Wild. Why, Madam, I have offer d her a hundred Guineas, 

Dar. A hundred Guineas upon what Score? 

Mid. Upon what Score! Lord, Lord, how theſe Old Wo- 
men love to hear Bawdy ? Why, faith, Madam, I have ne'er 
a double Entendre ready at preſent, but I'll ſing you a Song. 


Behold the Goldfinches, tall al de rall, 
And a Man of my Inches, tall al de rall, 
Ton ſhall take um, believe me, tall al de rall, 


If you will give me your tall al de rall. 
A Modiſh Minuet, Madam, thats all. 


Par. Sir, I don't underſtand you. 


a . 
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Mild. Ay, fhe will have it in plain terms; then, Madam, 
in downright Engliſh, I offerd your Daughter a hundred 
Guineas, to 2 | 

Ang. Hold, Sir, ſtop your abuſive Tongue, too looſe for 
modett Ears to bear. Madam, I did before ſuſpe& that 
his Deſigns were bale, now they're too plain; this Knight, this 
mighty Man of Wit and Humours, 18 made a Tool to a 
Knave : Vizard has icat him of a Bully's Errand, to affront 
a Woman; but 1 ſcorn the Abuſe, and him that offer d it. 

Dar. How, vir, come to affront us! D'ye know who we 
are, Sir? | | 8 

Wild, Know who ye are! Why, your Daughter there is, 
Mr. YVizard's Couſin, I ſuppoſe :——-And for you, Madam, 
now to call her Procureſs Alamode France. (Aſide.) 
F ejtime votre Occupation. | 

Dar. Pray, Sir, tpeak Engliſh. 

Mid. Then to define her Office, Alamode Londres! Aide.) 
1 ſuppoſe your Ladyſnip to be one of thoſe civil, obliging, dit- 
creet, old Gentlewomen, who keep their Viſiting-days for the 
Entertainment of their preſenting Friends, whom they treat 
with Imperial Tea, a private Room, and a Pack of Cards. 
Now I ſuppoſe you do underſtand me. 

Dar, This is beyond Sufterance ; but ſay, thou abuſive Man, 
what injury have you cer recav'd from me or mine, thus to 
engage you in this {candalous Aſperſion? ; 

Ang. Yes, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motives, could induce. 
you thus to debaſe your ſelf below your Rank? 

Wild. Hey day! Now dear Roxana, and you my fair S. 
tyra, be not fo very Reroick in your Styles; YVizard's Letter 
may reſolve you, and anſwer all the 1mpertinent Queſtions 

you have made me. He _ 

Both Nomen. We appcal to that. | 
| Wild. And VI Rand to't ; he read it to me, and the Contents 
were pretty plain 1 thought. 9 

Ang. Here, Sir, peruſe it, and ſce bow much we are injur d, 
and vou deceiv'd. | : 

Wild. (Opening the Letter.) But hold, Madam, (Io Darling.) 
before I read, Lil make ſome Condition: Mr. Vizard 
ſays here, that I wo'n't ſcruple 30 or 40 Pieces. Now, Ma- 
dam, if you have clapt in another Cypher to the Account, 
and made it 3 or 4 Hundred, by Gad, Iwill not ſtand tot. 

Ang. Now, can't 1 tel! whether Diſdain or Anger be tie 
molt juſt Reſentment for this Injury. | 
Dar. The Letter, Sir, ſhall anſwer you. 

Wild. Well then! (Reads. 


— 


Out 
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Ont of my earneſt Inclination to ſerve your Ladyſhip, and my 
Couſin Angelica, Ay, ay, the very Words, I can 
lay it by heart, ——1 have ſent Sir Harry Wildair 
to court my Couſin. What the Deyil's this? Sent 
Sir Harry Wildair to court my Confin  — He read to me 
quite a different thing. He's a Gentleman of great 
Parts and Fortune. He's a Son of a Whore, and 
a Raſcal. And wou'd make your Daughter very Hap- 
py [WWhiftles] in a Husband. | Looks fooliſh, aud hums 4 
22 Oh, poor Sir Harry! what have the angry Stars 
elign'd ? 

Ang. Now „Sir, I hope you need no inſtigation to redreſs 
our Wronęs, ſince even the Injury points the way. 

Dar. Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Generations, has 
run 4n the pureſt Channel of unſully'd Honour. 

Wild. Ay, Madam. [ Bows to her. 

Ang. Conſider what a tender Bloſſom is Female Reputation, 
vh:ch the leaſt Air of foul Detraction blaſts. 

Wild. Ves, Madam. [ Bows to tother, 
Dar. Call then to mind your rude and ſcandalous Behaviour. 
Vld. Right, Madam: [ Bows again. 

Ang. Remember the bate Price you offer d me, Exit. 

Wild, Very true, Madam; was ever Man ſo catech'z'q ? 

Dar. Then think that Yizard, Villain Vizard, caus d all 
tlüs, yet lives : that's all; farewel. (Going. 

d. Stay, Madam, [Io Darling] one Word; is there no 
her way to redreſs your Wrongs, but by Fighting. 

Dar. Only one, Sir, which if you can think of, you may 
do; you know the Buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 

d. 1 underſtand you, Madam. [Exit. Darling.} Here 
am ] brought to a very pretty Dilemma; I muſt commit Mur- 
der, or commit Matrimony ; which is beſt now? A Licenſe 
from Dofturs Commons, or a Sentence from the Old Baily? If I 
kill my Man, the Law hangs me; If I marry my Woman, 
I thall hang my ſelf.—— But, Dam 1t, —— Cowards dare 
figlit; I'll marry, that's the moſt daring Action of the two: 
do my dear Couſin Angelica, have at you. 


SCENE, Nen gate, Clincher ſenior ſolar. 


Cin. How ſevere and melancholy are Newgate Reflections? 
Lat Week my Father died; yeſterday I turn'd Beau; to day 
Lam laid by the Heels, avd to morrow ſhall be hung by the 
Neck. —— I was agreeing with a Bookſeller about Printing 
an Account of my Journey through France to Tah; but 8 
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the Hiſtory of my Travels thro' Holburn to Tyburn, he lat 
and dying Speech of Reau Clincher, that was going to the Fubile, 
Come, 4 1 NT. 4 piece, A ſad Sound, a ſad Sound, 
faith. Tis one Way to have a Man's Death make a great 
Noiſe in the World. | | 

| Enter Smuggler and Goaler. 

Sug. Well, Er lend, 1 have told you who I am: So ſend 
theſe Letters into Thames ſtreet, as directed; they are to Gen- 
tlemen that will bail me. [Exit Goaler.] | 
Eh! this Newgate is a very populous Place: Here's Robbe. 

ry and Repentance in every Corner. Well, Friend, what 
are ycu ? a Cut-throat or a Bum-Bailiff? 

Clin. What are you, Miſtriſs? a Bawd, or a Witch? | 
Hearkee, if you area Witch, d'ye ſee, I'Il give you a hundred 
Pounds to mount me on a Broom-ftaft, and whip me away 
to the Jubilce. | | | 

S»ug. The Jubilee! O, you young Rake-bell, what brought 
you here? | 

Clin. Ah, you old Rogue, what brought you here, if you ga 
to that? | 8 

Smug, I knew, Sir, what your Powdering, your Prinking, 
your Dancing, and your Fr.sking, wou'd come to, 

Qin. And l knew what your Cozening, your Extortion, and 
your Smugling wou'd come to. 

Smug. Ay, Sir, you mult break your Indentures, and run 
to the Devil in a full Bottom Wig, muſt you? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, and you mult put oft your Gravity, and run 
to the Devil in Petticoats: You deſign to ſwing in Maſque- 
rade, Maſter, d'ye? i 

Sung. Ay, you mult go to Plays too, Sirrah: Lord, Lord! 
What Buſineſs has a Prentice at a Play- houſe, unleſs it be 
to hear his Maſter made a Cuckold, and his Miſtriſs a Whore? 
*Tis ten to one now, but ſome malicious Poet has my Cha- 
racter upon the Stage within this Month : Tis a hard matter 
now, that an honeſt ſober Man can't {in in private for this 
plaguy Stage. I gave an honeſt Gentleman five Guineas my 
ſelf towards writing a Book againſt it: And it has done no 
good, we ce. x | Ee 

Ain. Well, well, Maſter, take Courage; our Comfort is, we 
have liv d together, and ſhall die together, only with this diffe- 
rence, that I have liv'd like a Fool, and ſhall die like 3 
Knave; and you have liv'd like a Knave, and ſhall die like a 

Smug. No, Sirrah ! I have ſent a Meſſenger for my Cloaths, 
add {hall gęt out immediately, and (hall be upon your Jy 
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Go to Prayers you Rogue, go to Prayers. 

[Exit Smug. 
Clin. Prayers! Tis a hard taking, when a Man muſt ſay 
G:ace to the Gallows —Ah, this curſed Intriguing! Had 
1 ſwung handſomely in a ſilken Garter now, I had died in 


my Duty; but to hang in Hemp, like the Vulgar , tis very 
ungenteel. ; 


by and by. 


Z Enter Tom Errand. 

A Reprieve! a Reprieve! thou dear, dear damn d 
Rogue, Where have you been? Thou art the molt welcome 
Son of a whore; where's my Cloaths ? | 

Err. Sir, I {ce where mine are: Come, Sir, ſtrip, Sir, ſtrip. 

Clin, What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman ? 

Err, A Gentleman! Ha, ha, ha, D'ye know where you 
are, Sir? We're all Gentlemen here; — I ſtand up for Li- 
berty and Property.——MNewgate's a Common-wealth. No 
Courtier has Buſmeſs among us; come, Sir. 


Clin. Well, but Ray, ſtay till I ſend for my own Cloaths : 
I ſhall get out preſently. 


Err, No, no, Sir! III ha' you into the Dungeon, and un- 
caſe yon. | | | 

Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me; for Im Twenty thouſand 
{trong. Exeunt firuggling. 


5 CE NE, changes to Lady Darling's Honſe. 


4 Enter Wildair with Letters, Servants following, 

d. Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as directed; you 
to Mat minſter. you to St. Fames's, and ycu into the City. 
——Tell all my Frinds, a Brid-groom's Joy invites their 
| Preſence. Look all ot ye like Bridegrooms allo : All appear 

with hoſvitable Locks, and bear a Welcqme in your Faces. 
ell 'em I'm marry d. If any ask to whom, make no 
Reply; but tell em that 'm marry d, that Joy ſhall crown 
the Day, and Love the Night. Be gone. fly. 

| Enter Standard. 

A thouſand Welcomes, Friend: my Pleaſure's now com- 
plete, ſuice 1 can ſhare it with my Friend: Brisk Joy ſhall 
bound from me to you. Then back agen; and, like the Sun, 
grow warmer by Reflexion. 


Stand. You're always pleaſant , Sir Harry ; but this tranſ- 


cenis your ſelf: Whence proceeds it? 


Wild. Canſt thou not gueſs, my Friend? Whence flows 
all Earthly Joy? What is the Life of Man, and Soul of 
Plature ?———WVoman,—— What fires the Heart with Tranf- 


port, 
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port, and the Soul with Raptures? Lovely Woman — What 


15 the Maſter-ſtroke and Smile of the Creation, but Charming, 
Vertuous Woman ?. When Nature in the general Compo- 


ſnion, firſt brought Woman forth , like a fluſh'd Poet, ra- 


viih'd with his Fancy, with Extaſie; the bleſt, the fair Pro- 
duction. Methinks, my Friend, you reliſh not my Joy. 

What is the Cauſe ? | | | | 
Sand. Canſt thou not gueſs ?!—=—— What is the Bane of 


Man, aud Scourge of Life, but Woman 2— What is the 


Heatheniſh Idol Man ſeis up, and is damn'd for worſhip. 
ping, Treacherous Woman ? What are thoſe, whoſe Eyes, 


like Baſilisks, ſhine beautiful for ſure Deſtruction, whoſe 


Smiles are dangerous as the Grin of Fiends? but falſe deluding 
Woman._—— Woman! whoſe Compoſition inverts Humanity; 
their Body's Heavenly, but their Souls are Clay. 
Mild. Come, come, Colonel, this is too much: I know 
your Wrongs receiv'd from Lyrewell, may excuſe your Reſent- 
merits az2in{t ber. But 'tis unpardonable to charge the Fail— 
ings of a ſingle Woman upon the whole Sex. — I have found 
one, whole Vertues L - 
Stand So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one; whoſe 
Pride's above yielding to a Prince, And if Lying, Diſſem— 
bling, Perjury and Falſchood, be no Breaches in a Woman's 
onour, ſhe's as innocent as Infancy. | | 
Wild. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows ſtronger by 
Oppoſition; I ſhall now therefore wave the Argument, and 
only beg you for this Day to make a She of Complaiſance at 
leaſt.— - Here comes my Charming Bride. . 
3 Enter Darling and Angelica. 
Stan, [Saluting Angelica.) I wiſh you, Madam, all the 
Joys of Love and Fortune. 
Enter Clincher junior. | 
Clin. Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the Spur , and 
have only a Minute to take my Leave. | 
Hild. Whither are you bound, Sir? 
Clin. Bound, Sir! I'm going to the Jubilee, Str. 
Dar. Ble's me, Couſin! how came you by theſe Cloaths? 
Clin. Cloaths! Ha, ha, ha, the rarelt Jet! Ha, ha, ha, I 
{hall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt. | 
Dar, What's the matter Couſin? 
Clin. The matter! Ha, ha, ha: Why, an honeſt Porter, 
ha, ha, ha, has knock d out my Brother's Brains, ha, ha, ha. 
Wild. A very gocd Jeſt, i'faith, ha, ha, ha. . 
Clin. Ay, Sir, but the beſt Jeſt of all is, he knock d out his 
Brains with a Hammer, and jo he is as dead as a Door-vail, 


+ 


ha, ha, ha, | Dar. 
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Dar. And do you laugh, Wretch ? 


Cin. Laugh ! ha, ha, ha, let me ſee &er a younger Brother 
in England that won't laugh at ſuch a Feſt. 
Ang. You appeard a very ſober pious Gentleman ſome 
Hours ago. | 
Clin. Pſhaw, IT was a Fool then: But now, Madam, I'm 
| a Wit: 1 can rake now. As for -your part,. Madam, 
you might have had me once: But now, Madam, if you 
mou'd chance fall to cating Chalk, or gnawing the Sheets, 
tis none of my fault Now, Madam—- ——1 have got an 
Eſtate, and I mult go to the Jubilee. | 
Enter Clincher tenior in a Blanket. 
Uin. ſen. Muſt you fo, Rogue, mult ye? 
to the Jubilee, will you? 

Clin. jun. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt! — Send for the Dean and 
Chapter prefc.otly. _ 

Clin, ſen, L. Ghoſt ! No, no, Sirrah, I'm an Elder Brother; 
Rogue, 
Clin, jun. I don't care a Farthing for that; I'm ſure you're 
Dead in Law. 

Clin. ſen. Why ſo, Sirrah, why ſo ? 

Clin. jun, Becauſe, Sir, I can get a Fellow to ſwear he 
knock d out your Brains. 

Mid. An odd way of ſwearing a Man out of his Life! 

Jin. jun. Smell him, Gentlemen, he has a deadly Scent 
about hm —— _ 

Jen. ſen. Truly the Apprehenſions of Death may have 
made me favour a little———O Lord, ———the Colonel! 
* Apprehenſion of him may make me ſavour worſe, Lm 
afraid. T2 

Clin, jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you a Ghoſt, or Brother, or 
Devil, I will go to the Jubilee, by Jupiter Ammon. 

Stand. Go to the Fubilee ! Go to the Bear- Garden the 
Travel of ſuch Fools as you doubly injure our Country, you 
expoſe our Native Follies, which ridicules us among Strangers, 
and return fraught only with their Vices, which you vend 
lere for faſhicnable Gallantry ; a Travelling Fool is as dan- 
£crous as a Home-bred Villain—Get you to your Native 
Plough and Cart, converſe with Animals, like your ſelves, 
Sheep and Oxen; Men are Creatures you don't underſtand. 

Hild. Let em alone, Colonel, their Folly will be now di- 
verting. Come, Gentlemen, we'll diſpute this Point ſome 
other time; I hear ſome Fiddles tuning, let's hear how they 
can entertain us; Be pleas d beſit. 5 


You will go 


Here 
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Here Singing and Dancing. After which a Servant whiſpers 
FEI Wildair. 

Wild. Madam, ſhall I beg you to entertain the Company in 
the next Room for a Moment? (Jo Darling. 
Dar. With all my Heart Come, Gentlemen. 
5 ( Exeunt omnes but Wildait. 
Mild. A Lady to enquire for me! Who can this be? 
| Enter Lurewell. ES 
O! Madam, this Favour is beyond my Expectation , to 
come uninvited to dance at my Wedding—— What dye 
gaze at, Madam? „ „ | 
Lure. A Monſter— if thou art marry'd thou'rt the moſt 
perjur'd Wretch that &er avouch'd deceit. 
Wild. Hey day! Why, Madam, I'm ſure I ncver-ſwore to 
warry you, I made indeed a flight Promiſe, upon Condition 
of your granting me a ſmall Favour, but you would not 

conſent, you know. _. 3 
Lure, How he upbraids me with my Shame—can you deny 

your binding Vows when this appears a Witneſs gainſt your 

F+l{hood. (Shews a Ring.) Methinks the Motto of this Sacred 

Pledge thou'd flaſh Confuſion in your guilty Face——read, 

read here the binding words cf Love and Honour, words not 

unknown to your perfidious Eyes, —tho' utter Strangers to 

your treacherous Heart, 5 
Wild: The Woman's ſtark Raring mad, that's certain. 

Lure, Was it maliciouſly deſign'd to let me find my Miſery 

when paft Redreſs; to let me know you, only to know you 

| falſe——had not curfed Chance ſhow'd me the ſurprizing 
Motto, I had been happy———The firſt Knowledge I had 
of you was fatal to me, and this ſecond worſe. 


Wild. What the Devils all this | — — Madam, I'm not; it 5 


leiſure tor Rallery at preſent, I have weighty Affairs upon 
my hands; the buſineſs of Pleafure, Madam, any other 
tine „5 (Going. 
I Bay. ue 5 
Wild. Faith I can't, my Bride expeAs me; but harke, 
when the Honey-Moon 1s over, about a Month or two hence, 
I may do vou a ſmall Favour. | (Exit. 
Lure. Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heav'ns, or Iſhall 
burſt—— Woman's Weakneſs, Man's Falſhocd, my own 
Shame, and Love's Diſdain, at. once ſwell up my Breaſt 
Words, Words, or I ſhall burſt; {2 ( Going. 


EL Enter 


t 


vv as. 


The Conſtant Couple. "= 


Enter Standard, 


Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my Sight; for if 
| you are perfect 
Crime, and bear the Charge of Guilt without a Bluſh. 

Lure. The Charge of Guilt! What? Making a Fool of you? 
I've don't, and glory in the Act, the height of Female Juſtice 
were to make you all hang or drown, diſſembling to the pre- 
judice of Men is Vertue; and every Look, or Sign, or Smile, 
or Tear that can deceive is Meritorious. 3 

Stand. Very pretty Principles truly —if there be Truth in 
Woman, tis now in thee — Come, Madam, you know 
that you're diſcovered, and being ſenſible you can't eſcape, 
you wou d now turn to Bay. 

That Ring, Madam, proclaims you guilty. 


Lure O Monſter, Villain, perfidious Villain! Has he 


told you? | 

Stand, I'll tell it you, and loudly too. | 

Lure. O name it net yes, ſpeak it out, tis ſo juſt a 
Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that I will bear it 
all; and let credulous Maids that truſt their Honour to the 
Tongues of Men, thus hear their Shame proclaim'd Speak 


now, what his buſie Scandal, and your improvioe Malice 
both dare utter. 


Fand. Your Falſhood can't be reach'd by Malice nor by 


Satyr; your Actions are the juſteſt Libel on your Faine —— 


your Word, your Looks, your Tcars, I did bcli-ve in ipight 


of common Fame. Nay, gainſt my own Eves, I ſtill main- 
tain'd your Truth. I 1magin'd Wtldair's boaſting of your Fa- 
vours to be the pure reſult of his own Vanity : At laſt he 
urg d your taking Preſents of him, as a convincing Proof of 


which you Yeſterday from him recciv'd that Ring -which 
Ring, that I might be ſure he gave it, I lent him for that 


purpoſe. 
Lure. Ha! You lent him for that purpoſe ! DO 
Stand. Yes, yes, Madam, I lent him for that purpoſe—— 
no denying t——TI know it well, for I have worn it long 


and deſire you now, Madam, to reftore it to the 3 
Owner. | | 


Lure. The juſt owner | Think, Sir, think but of what Im- 


portance tis to own it; if you have Love and Honour in 


| your Soul, tis then moſt juſtly yours, if not, you are a 
* Robber, and bare feln it baſety. 


L —_ 


Woman, you have Confidence to out-face a 
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Lure. How has blind Fortune ſtumbled on the right !— | 


Stand. Ha your Words, like meeting Flints , have 
truck a Light to ſhew me ſome: hing ſtrange but tell me 
inſtantly, is not your real Name Manly? 

Lure. Anſwer me firſt, d1d not you receive this Ring about 
twelve Years ago? 1 

Stand, I did. 


Lure. And were not you about that time entertain'd two 


Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxfordſhire ? 
Stand. 1 was, I was. (Runs to her, and embraces her.) The 

bleſt Remembrance fircs my Soul with Tranſport——1 know 

the relt you are the charming ſhe, and I the happy 


But where have you wander'd ſince, —twas cruel to for- 
ſake me, | . 
Stand, The Particulars of my Fortune were too tedious 
now; But to diſcharge my ſelf from the Stain of Diſhonour, 
J muſt tell you, that immediately upon my return to the 
Univerſity, my Elder Brother and I quarell'd : My Father, 


to prevent farther Miſchief, poſts me away to travel: I writ 
bo you from London , but fear the Letter came not to your 
Lure. I never had the leaſt account of you, by Letter or 


otherwiſe, 5 BR 
Stand, Three Years I liv'd abroad, and at my return, 
found you wcre gone out of the Kingdom; tho' none coud 


tell me whither ; miſſing you thus, I went to Flanders, ſcrvd | 
my King till the Peace commenc'd ; then fortunately going 


on Board at Amſterdam , one (hip tranſported us both to En- 
gland. At the firſt fight Hov'd, tho ignorant of the hidden 
Cauſe—— You may remember, Madam, that talking once 
of Marriage, I told you I was engagd ; to your dear ſelf ! 
meant, | 

Lure. Then Men are ſtill moſt generous and Brave 
and to reward your Truth, an Eſtate of Three Thouſand 
Pounds a Year waits your accep'ance; and it I can, fa. 
tisfie you in my paſt Conduct, and the Reaſons that engagd 


me to deceive all Men, I ſhall expect the honourable Per- 
formance of your Promiſe, and that you wou'd [tay with me 
in England, bs 


Sand. Stay, not Fame, nor Glory, eer ſhall part us 


more. My Honour can be no where more concern d than 


bere. 


Ente 


— — 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers: 7 


Oh! Sir Harry, Fortune has acted Mitacles; the Story's. 
ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to this. That Woman's 
Mind is charming as her Perſon, and I am made a Convert 
too to Beauty. | 


Wild, 1 wanted only this to make my Pleaſure perfect, 
Enter Smugler. 


Smug. So Gentlemen and Ladies, is my Gracious Nephew 
Vizard among ye? NE | 

Wild. Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch honoura- 
ble Company, for your Gracious Nephew is 

Smug, What, Sir? Have a care what you ſay. | 

Will A Villain, Sir. 2 

Snug. With all my Heart l pardon you the beat- 
ing me for that very Word. And pray, Sir Harry, when you 
ſee him next, tell him this News from me, that 1 have diſin- 
berited bim, that I will leave him as poor as a disbanded 
Quarter-Maſter, And this is the poſitive and ſtiff Reſolution 
of Threeſcore and Ten ; an Age that ſticks as obſtinately to 
its purpoſe, as of the old Faſhion of its Cloak,  _ 
Mild. You fee, Madam, (To Angel.) how induſtriouſly 
Fortune has pumiſh'd his Offence to you, ON 
Angel. I can ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Offence, conſider- 
ing the happy Conſequence of it. | 

Snug, O! Sir Harry, he is as Hypocritical ——— 

Lure. As your ſelf, Mr. Aldetman : how tares my good old 
Nurſe , pray Sit ? HE 

Sug. O Madam, I ſhall be even with you before I part 
with your Writings and Money, that I have in my hands. 

Stand, A word with you, Mr. Alderman, do you know 
this Pocket-Book. e En 
Sung. O Lord, it contains an Account of all my ſecret 
Practices in Trading (Aſide) how came you by it, Sir? 
Stand. Sir Harry here duſted it out of your Pocket, at this 
Lady's Houſe Yeſterday: It contains an Account of ſome ſe- 
cret Practices in your Merchandizing, among the reſt the 
Counterpart of an Agreement with a Correſpondent at Bour- 
deaux, about tranſpor;ing French Wine in Spaniſh Casks-— 
Fult return this Lady all her Writings, then I ſhall conſider 
whether 1 ſhall lay your Fee before the FILES 

| 2 : 


of | ** 
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or not whoſe Juſtice will never ſuffer your ſmuggliug to go 
unpuniſh'd. e 

Smug. O my poor Ship and Cargo! 8 

in. ſen. Hark e, Maſter, you had as good come along with 
me to the Jubilee, now. = 
Angel. Come, Mr. Alderman , for once let a Woman ad- 
viſe; Wou'd you be thought an honeſt Man, baniſh Core. 
touſneſs, that worſt Gout of Age; Avarice is a poor pilfering 
Quality of the Soul, and will as certainly Cheat, as a Thief 
wou'd ſteal = 
Wou'd you be thought a Reformer of the Times, be lefs ſevere 
in your Cenſures, leſs rigid in your Precepts, and more ſtrid 
1n your Example. | 3 

Wild. Right, Madam , Vertue flows freer from Imitation, 
than Compulſion; of which, Colonel, your Converſion and 
mine are jult Examples. ” 


In vain are muſty Morals taught in Schools, 
By rigid Teachers, and as rigid Rules, 
Where Virtue with a jrowning Aſpett flands, 
And frights the Pupil from it; rough Commands. 
But Woman — SLY g 
Charming Woman can true Converts make, 
We love the Precepts for the Teachers ſake. 


Virtue in them appear ſo bripht, Jo 27 , | 
e obey. 


We hear with Tranſport, and with Pri 
The End of the Fifth ACT. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. WII xs. 


No W all depart each his reſpective May, 
To pend an Evening Chat upon the|Play ; 
Some to Hippolito's; one homeward poes, 
And one with loving ſhe retires to th Roſe, 
The am'rous Pair in all things frank and free, 
Perhaps may ſave the Play, 1n number Three. 
The tearing Spark, if Phillis ought gainſays, 
Breaks th Drawer s Head, kicks her, and murders Bays. 
To Coffee ſome retreat to ſave their Pockets, | 
Others, more generous, damn the Play at Lockets, 
But there, I hope, the Authors Fears are vain, 
er ſpoke in generous Champain. 
That Poet merits an ignoble Death, 
Who fears to fall over a brave Monteth. 
The Privilege of Wine we only al, 
Dual taſte again, before you damn the Flack. 
| Our Author fears not you; but thoſe he may, 
| Who in cold Blood murder a Man in Tea. 5 
| Thoſe Men of Spleen who fond the World ſhould know it, 
| Sit down, and for their Twopence damn a Poet. 
| Their Crtticiſm's good, that we can J ay for t, 
| They underſtand a DO well to pay for't. 


| From Box to Stage, from Stage to Box they run, 

| Firſt ſteal the Play, then damn it when they ve done. 
| But now, to know what Fate may us betide, | 

| Among our Friends, in Cornhil and Cheapſide : | 
| But thoſe, I think, have but one Rule for Plays; 

| They'll ſay they re good, if ſo the World but ſays. 

F it ſhould pleaſe them and their Spouſes know it. 

| They ſtrait enquire what kind of Man i the Poet. 


L 3 
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EPILOGUE. 


But from Side-box we dread a fearful Doom, 

All the good natur d Beaux are gone to Rome. 

The Ladies Cenſure Id almoſt forgot, 

Then {” a Line or two t engage their Vote: 

But that way s old, below our Author's Aim, 

Ab el than his whole Play is compliment to them. 
Fon their ſakes then the Play can't miſs ſucceeding, 
Tho' Criticks may want Wit, they have good Breeding, 
They won't, I'm ſure, forfeit the Ladies Graces, 
By ſhewing their ill: nature to their Faces, 

. Oar Buſmeſs with good Manners may be done, 
 Flatter us here, ad damn us when youre gone. 
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Sir HARRT WILDAIR: 


Being the SEQUEL of the 


Trip to the Jubilee. 


COME D. 


As it is Acted at the 
THEATRE-ROYAL | 
IN 


DRU RT-LAN E, 
By Her MAE STv's Servants. 
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LONDON: 


Printed for JaMEs KNAPTON, 1711. 


To the Right Honourable the 


Earl of Albemarle, &c. 
| Knight of the moſt Noble Order of the Garter, 
My LORD, 


Y Pen is both a Novice in Poetry, and a Stranger at 
Court, and can no more raiſe it ſelf to the Stile of Pa- 


pegyrick, than it can ſtoop to the Art of Flattery ; but 
if in the plain and ſimple Habit of Truth, it may preſume to 
mix with that Crowd of Followers that daily attend upon 
your Lordſhip's Favour, pleaſe to behold a Stranger, with 
this difference, that he pays more Homage to your Worth, than 
Adoration to your Greatneſs. 4 
This diſtinction, my Lord, will appear too nice, and Me- 
taphy ſical to the World, who know your Lordſhip's Merit and 
Place to be ſo inſeparable, that they can only differ as the Cauſe 
from the Effect; and this, my Lord, is as much beyond diſ- 
pute, as that your Royal Maſter, who has made the noble 
Choice, 1s the moſt wiſe, and moſt diſcerning Prince 1n the 
Univerſe. | 
To preſent the World with a lively draught of your Lord- 
ſhip's Perfections, I ſhould enumerate the Judgment, Con- 
duct, Piety and Courage of our great and gracious King, who 
can only place his Favours on thoſe ſhining Qualifications 
for which his Majeſty is ſo eminently remarkable himſelf ; 
but this, my Lord, will prove the buſineſs of voluminous 
Hiſtory, and your Lordſhip's CharaRer mult attend the Fame 
of your great Maſter in the Memoires of Futurity, as your 
A Service has hitherto accompanied the noble Actions of 
is Life. 5 
The greateſt Princes in all Ages, have had their Friends and 
Favourites, with them to communicate and debate their 
Iboughts, ſo to exerciſe and ripen their Judgments; or ſome- 
times to caſe their Cares by imparting them. The great Au- 
guſt, we read in his Project of ſettling the unweildy Roman 
Conqueſts on a fix'd Baſis of Government, had the Deſign laid, 
not in his Counſel, but his Cloſet ; there we find him with his 
two Friends Mecænas and Agrigpa, ibis Favourite Friends, 
Perſons of found judgment, and unqueſtionable 8 4 
eee — — ER 


The Epiſile Dedicatory. 


there the great Queſtion is ſreely and reaſonably debated, with- 
out the noiſe of Faction, and conſtraint of Formality ; and 
there was laid that prodigious Scheme of Government, that 
{oon recovered their bleeding Country, heal'd the Wounds of 
the Civil War, bleſt the Empire with a laſting Peace, and 
ſtild its Monarch, Pater Patrie. 26 0 

- The Parallel, my Lord, is eaſily made; we have our Cæſar 
too, no leſs renowned than the foremention'd Auguſtus; he 
firſt aſſerted our Liberties at home againſt Popery and Thral- 
dom, healed our Armies abroad with Bravery and Succeſs, 
gave Peace to Europe, and Security to our Religion. And you, 
my Lord, are his Mecænas, the private Councellor to thoſe 
great Tranſactions which have made England fo formidable 
to its Enemies, that (which I bluſh to own) it is grown jea- 
lous of its Friends. | 

But here, my Lord, appears the particular Wiſdom and 
Circumſpection of your Lordſhip's Conduct, that = ſo firm- 
ly retain the Favour of your Maſter without the Envy of the 
Subject; your Moderation and even Deportment between both, 
has ſecur d to your Lordſhip the Ear of the King, and the Heart 
of the People; the Nation has voted you their Good Angel in 
all Suits and Petitions to their Prince, and their Succets fills 
the three Kingdoms with daily Praiſes of your Lord(hip's Good- 
neſs, and his Majeſty's Grace and Clemency. 

And now, my Lord, give me leave humbly to beg, that a- 
mong all the good Actions of your Lord(hip's high and happy 
Station, the encouragement of Arts and Literature may not be 
ſolely excluded from the influence of your Favour. The Po- 
lite Mecænas, whom I preſuntd to make a Parallel to your 
Lordſhip in the Favour of his Prince, had his Virgil, and his 
Horace, and his Time was moſtly divided between the Empe- 
ror and the Poet; he fo manag'd his Stake of Royal Favour, 


that as Auguſtus made him Great, ſo the Muſes fix d him Im- 


mortal; and Maro's Excellency, my Lord , will appear the 
leſs wonder, when we conſider that his Pen was fo cheriſh'd 
with Bounty, and inſpir'd by Gratitude. 

But I can lay no claim to the Merits of ſo great a Perſon 
for my acceſs to your Lordſhip; I have only this to recom- 
mend me without Art void of Rhetorick, that I am a true 
lover of my King, jand pay an unfeigned Veneration to all 
thoſe who are his truſty Servants, and faithful Miniſters; which 
 Iufersthat law, my Lord, with all ſubmiſſion, 
| Tour Lordſhip's moſt devoted, 

and moſt obedient humble Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR 


* 


1 


8 1 1 et... 3 * the... Hill... Att e._ es 4A. 


— 
ad c „ —— — — 


PROLOGUE. 

O Authors have, in moſt their late Eſſays, 

Prologu d their own, by damning other Plays z 
Made great Harangues to teach you what was fit 
To paſs for Humour and go down for Wit. 
Athenian Rules muſt form an Engliſh Piece, 
And Drury- lane comply with ancient Greece, 
Exactneſs only, ſuch as Terence writ, 
Muſt pleaſe our maſqu'd Lucretias in the Pit. 
Our Youthful Author ſwears he cares not a Pin 
For Voſſius, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin : 
He leaves to learned Pens ſuch labour'd Lays, 
You are the Rules by which he writes his Plays. 


From muſty Books let others take their View, 
He hates dull Reading, but he ſtudies Tow. 


. Firſt, from you Be aux, hu Leſſon is Formality, 
And in your Footmen there, 


moſt nice Morality 3 
To pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſt fly, 

Becauſe they judge, and lodge, three Stories high. 
From the Front-Boxes he has pick d hu Stile, 
And learns, without a Bluſh, to make 'em Smile ; 

A Leſſon only taught us by the Fair ; 

A waggiſh Action but a modeſt Air. 

Among his Friends here in the Pit, he reads 

Some Rules that every modiſh Writer needs. 

He learns from ev ry Covent-Garden Critick's Face, 
The modern Forms, of Action, Time, and Place, 
The Aclion he's aſham'd to name, —d'ye ſee, 

The Time # Seven, the Place is Number Three. 
The Maſques he only reads by paſſant Looks, 


Je dares not venture far into their Books. 


Thus then the Pit and Boxes are his Schools, 

Your Air, your Humour, his Dramatick Rules. 

Let Criticks cenſure then, and hiſs like Snakes, 7 
He gains his Ends, if his light Fancy takes 5 
ot, James's Beaux, and Covent-Garden Rates, 


Dramas» 


— 


Diramatis Perſonæ. 


—— — —— — 


Sir Harry Wilddr Mr. Wilks, 
Col Sede, . Mr. All. 
Fireball, a Sea Captain, OO Mir. Fobuſon: 
Monſ. Marquis, a ſharping Refugee, Mr. Cibber. 
Beas- Banter, Mrs. Rogers. 
Cincher, the Tubilee-Bean turn'd Politician, Mr. Pinkethman, 
Dicky, Servant to Wildair, Mir. Norrie. 
| Shark, Scrvani to Firebal, Mr. Fairbank. 
| bon, Mrs. Rogers. 
Lord Bellany, Ml. Singſon. 
WOMEN. 
Lady Lurewell, | Mrs. Verbrug gen. 
| Angelica, Es | Mrs. Rogers, 
Foals, Mrs. Lucas, 


| Servants and Attendants. 
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SECOND PART 
CONSTANT COUPLE: 


Trip to the Jubilee. 
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AC F;.-L 
SCENE, The Park. 


Enter Standard and Firebal meeting. 
ml AH! Brother Firebat! Welcome aſhore. 
al What! Heart whole? Limbs firm, and 
Frigate ſafe ? OD 5. 
Wl Fire. All, all, as my Fortune and Friends 
_ [Em cou'd wiſh. | 5 
Stand. And what News from the Baltick ? | 
Fire. Why, yonder are three or four young Boys 1'th' North; 
that have got Globes and Scepters to play with: They fell to 
e about their Play- things; the Engliſh came in like 
Kobin Goodfellow, cry d Boh, and made em be quiet. 


* 


Stand. 


mult murder all the Beaux, and poyton half the Ladies: 
e 


Sir Harry Wildair; being 
Stand. In the next place then, you're to congratulate my 
Sacceſs : You have heard I ſupoſe, that I've marry d a fine 


2 


Lady with a great Fortune, 


Fire. Ay, ay; twas my firſt News upon my Landing, 
That Coll. Standard had marry'd the fine Lady Larewell—— 
A fine Lady indeed! A very fine Lady! ——But Faith, Bro- 
ther, I had rather turn Skipper to an Indian Canoo, than ma- 
nage the Veſſel you're Maſter of. 

Stand. Why ſo, Sr? | 8 

Fire. Becauſe ſhe'll run adrift with every Wind that blows + 

She's all Sail and no Ballaſt- Shall I tell you, the Cha- 


racter I have heard of a fine Lady? A fine Lady can laugh 


at the Death of her Husband, and cry for the Loſs of a Lap 
Dog. A fine Lady is angry without a Cauſe, and pleas d 
without a Reaſon. A fine Lady has the Vapours all the 
Morning, and the Cholick all the Afternoon. The Pride of 
a fine Lady 18 abave the Merit of an underſtanding Head ; 


yet her Vanity will ſtoop to the Adoration of a Peruke. And 


in fine, a fine Lady goes to Church for Faſhion's ſake, and 


to the Baſſet-Table with Devotion; and her Paſſion for Ga- 


ming excceds her Vanity of being thought vertuous, or the 
Deſire of acting the contrary, ——We Seameg ſpeak plain, 
Brother. SE 373.2 = 9 1 | 
Stand. You Seamen are like your Element, always tempe- 
ſtuous, too ruffling to handle a fine Lady. 
Fire, Say you to? Why then, give me thy Hand, hone 


Frank; and let the World talk on, and be damn'd. 


Stand. The World talk, ſay you? What does the World 
WF DIY by XZ £1 : 

Fire. Nothing, nothing at all —— They only ſay whats 
uſual upon ſuch Occaſions : That your Wife's the greateſt 


 Coquet about the Court, and your Worſhip the greatelt 


Cuckold about the City: That's all, 
Stand. How, how, Sir! canes 
Fire. That ſhe's a Coquet, and you a Cuckold. | 
Stand. She's an Angel in her ſelf, and a Paradiſe to me. 
Fire, She's an Eve in her ſelf and a Devil to you. 
Stand. She's all Truth and the World a Liar. 
Fire. Why then, I'gad, Brother, it ſhall be fo ; III back 


again to White's, and whoev:r dares mutter Scandal of my 


Brother and Siſter, I'll daſh his Ratifia in's Face, and call 


him a Lyar. (Going: 


Stand. Hold, Hold, Sir. The World is too ſtrong for us. 
Were Scandal and Detraction to be throughly reveng'd , we 


y 
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Thoſe that have nothing elſe to ſay, muſt tell Stories; Fools 
over Burgundy, and Ladies over Tea, mult have ſomething 
that's ſharp to reliſh their Liquor; Malice is the piquant Sauce 
ot ſuch Converſation ; and without it, their Entertainment 
wou'd prove mighty inſipid . Now, Brother, why ſhou'd 
we pretend to quarrel with all Mankind ? 

Fire, Becauſe all Mankind quarrel with us. 

Stand. The worſt reaſon in the World. Wou'd you 
pretend to deyour a Lion, becauſe a Lion, wou'd devour you ? 

Fire, Ves, if I coud. gs 

Stand. Ay, that's right; if you cou'd ! But ſince you have 
neither Teeth nor Paws for ſuch an Encounter, lie quietly 
down, and perhaps the furious Beaſt may run over you, 
Fire. Sdeath, Sir! But, I ſay, that whoever abuſes my 
ES Wife, tho at the back of the King's Chair, he's a 

Iialns | , . hx: 

Stand. No, no, Brother; that's a contradiction ; There's no 
| ſuch thing as Villany at Court. Indeed, if the Practice of 
Courts were found in a ſingle Perſon, he might be ſtil'd Vil- 
lain with a vengeance ; but Number and Power authorizes 
every thing, and turns the Villain upon their Accuſers. In 
ſhort, Sir, every Man's Morals, like his Religion now adays,. 
pleads Liberty of Conſcience ; every Man's Conſcience is his 
Convenience, and we know no Convenience but Preferment. 
——As for inſtance, Who would be fo complaiſant as to 
thank an Officer for his Courage, when thats the Condition 
of his Pay? And who can be fo ill- natur dl, as to blame a 
Courtier for eſpouſing that which is the very tenure of his 
Livelihood? | 

Fire. A very good Argument in a very damnable Cauſe ! 
But Sir, my bus'neſs is not with the Court, but with 
You : I deſire you, Sir, to open your Eyes; at leaſt, be 


| pens to lend an Ear to what I heard jult now at the Choco- 
ate-Houſe. | 
Stand. Brother. 
Fire. Well, Sir. de 
Stand. Did the Scandal pleaſe you when you heard it? 
Fire. No. | of 
| Stand. Then why ſhou'd you think it ſhuu'd pleaſe me? Be 
not wore uncharitable to your Friends than to your ſelf, ſweet 
Sir: If it made you uneaſie, there's no queſtion but it will 
torment me, who am ſo much nearer concern. | 
Fire. But wou'd you not be glad to know your Enemies? 
Stand. Pſhaw! If they abus den e they are my Friends, my 
intimate Friends, my Table - Company, and Pot-Companions. 


Fire. 


4 Sir Harry Wildair; being 
Fire. Why then, Brother, the Devil take all your Acquain- 
tance. You were ſo rally'd, fo torn! there was a hundred 
Ranks of ſneering white Teeth drawn upon your Misfortunes 
at once; which ſo mangl'd your Wife's Reputation, that the 
can never patch up her Honour while ſhe lives. 
Stand. And their Teeth were very white, you ſay. 

Fire, Very white! Blood, Sir, I ſay, they mangl'd your 
Wife's Reputation. | „ 

Stand. And I ſay, That if they touch my Wife's Reputation 
with nothing but their Teeth, her Honour will be ſafe enough. 

Fire. Then you won't hear it. 

Stand. Not a Syllable. Liſtning after Slander, is laying 
Nets for Serpents, which, when you have caught, will ſting 
you to Death: Let em ſpit their Venom among themſelves, 
and it hurts no Body. 

Fire. Lord! Lord! How Cuckoldom and Contentment go 
together! Fye, fye, Sir! conſider you have been a Sol- 
dier, dignify'd by a Noble Poſt ; diſtinguiſh'd by brave Acti- 
ons, an Honour to your Nation, and a Terror to your Ene- 
mies. Hell? that a Man who has Rorm'd Namur, ſhou'd 
become the jeſt of a Coftee-Table——The whole Houſe was 

clearly taken up with the two 1mportant Queſtions, Whether 
the Coll. was a Cuckold? or Kid a Pyrate? | 

Stan l. This I can't bear, TI ( Alide, 

Fire, Ay, (ſays a ſneering Coxcomb) the Coll. has made 
his Fortune with a witneſs ; be has ſecur'd himſelf a good 
Eſtate in this Life, and a Reverfion in the World to come, 
Then (replies another) I preſume he's oblig'd to your Lord- 
ſhip's Bounty for the latter part of the Settlement. There are 
others (ſays a third) that have play d with my Lady Lare- 
well at Picket, beſides my Lord; I have Capotted her my ſelf 
two or three times in an Evening. 

Stand. O Matrimonial Patience, aſſiſt me! 

Fire. Matrimonial Patience! Matrimonial Peſtilence 
Shake off theſe drowzy Chains that fetter your Reſentments. 
If your Wife has wrong'd ye, pack her off, and let her Per- 
ſon be as publick as her Character: If ſhe be honeſt, revenge 
her Quarrel. — can ſtay no longer: This is my Hour of 


Attendance at the Navy-Office ; I'll come and Dine with you; 

in the mean time, Revenge; think ont. (Exit Fireball. 

Stand. LSolus] How eaſie is it to give Advice, and how dif- 

ficult to obſerve it! If your Wife has wrong d ye, pack her off. 

Ay, but how? The Goſpel drives the Matrimonial Nail, 

and the Law clinches it fo very hard, that to draw it per 
| wou 


* 
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wou'd tear the Work to pieces. That her Intentions have 
wrong d me, here's a young Bawd can witneſs. 
Enter Parley, running croſs the Stage, 
Here, here, Mrs. Parley, Whither ſo faſt ? 
Par. Oh Lord! my Maſter !—— Sir, I was running to Ma- 
damoiſelle Furbelo, the French Milliner, for a new Burgund) for 
my Lady's Head. 


Sand. No, Child youre employ d about an old faſhion'd 


— for your Maſter's Head, if I miſtake not your Er- 
rand. 

Par. Oh, Sir! there's the _ Faſhion lately come over ! 
ſo airy, ſo French, and all that The Pinners are double 
ruffled with twelye Pleats of a fide, and open all from the 


Face; the Hair is frizl'd all up round the Head, and Rands 


as tiff as a Bodkin, Then the Favorites hang looſe upon the 
Temples, with a languiſhing Lock in the middle, Then the 
| Caule is extremely wide, and over all is a Cor'net rais'd very 
— , and all the Lappets behind I muſt fetch it pre- 
ently. | 
Stand. Hold a little, Child, I muſt talk with you. 
Par. Another time, Sir, my Lady ſtays for it. 
' Stand, One Queſtion firſt : — What Wages does my Wife 
glye you? OT 
Par. Ten Pound a Year, Sir; which Gad knows is little 
2 , conſidering how I ſlave from place to place upon her 
occaſi 
make above Two hundred Pound a Year of her Old Cloaths. 
Sand. Two hundred Pound a Year. by her Old Cloaths ! 


What then muſt her New one's coſt But what do you * 


get by viſiting Gallants and Picket ? 

Par. About a hundred Pound more. | 

Stand. A Hundred Pound more! Now who can expect to 
find a Lady's Woman honelt, when ſhe gets ſo much by being 
a jade? What Religion are you of, Mrs. Parley ? 

Par, I can't tell. | 

Stand, What was your Father ? 

Par. A Mountebank. 

Stand. Where were you born ? 

Par, In Holland. 


Stand. Were you ever Chriſten d? 
Par. No. 


Stand. How came that? I | 
Par. My Parents were Anabaptiſts : they dy'd before I was 
dipt ; I then forſook their Religion, and ha got ne er a new 


one ſince, | | | 
M Stand] 


ons. But then, Sir, my Perquiſites are conſiderable; 1 


7 $ 
_ 
wo, 


6 Sir Harry Wildair; being 


Stand. Im very ſorry, Madam, that I had not the Honour 
to know the worth of your Extraction ſooner, that I might 
have paid you the Reſpect due to your Quality. 

Par. Sir, your humble Servant. e 


Stand. Have you any Principles? 
Par. Five Hundred. 


Stand. Have you loſt your Maidenhead?— [She- puts on 


her Maſque, and nods.) Do you love Money? 
Par. Yaw, Mijn Heer. | 
Stand. Well, Mrs. Parley, now you have been ſo free with 
me, I tell you what you mult truſt to in return: Never to 
come near my Houſe again. Be gone, Monſter, fly, — 


Hell and Furies! never Chriſten'd ! her Father a Mounte- 


bank! 2 | 

Par. Lord, Sir, you need not be ſo furious. Never Chri- 
ſten'd! What then? 1 may be a very good Chriſtian for 
all rhat I ſuppoſe. Turn me off! Sir, you ſha'nt, 


Meddle with your Fellows; tis my Lady's buſineſs to order 
her Women. 


Stand. Here's a young Whore for you now ! A ſweet Com- 


panion for my Wife! Where there's ſuch a helliſh Confi- 


dent, there muſt be damnable Secrets — ——Be gone, I ay, 
My Wife ſhall turn you away, 

Par. Sir, ſhe wo'n't turn me away, ſhe ſha'n't turn me 
away, nor ſhe can't turn me away. Sir, 1 ſay, (he dare not 


turn me away. 


Stand. Why, you jade? Why? 
Par. Becaule I'm the Miſtriſs, not She. 
Stand. You the Miſtreſs! | 


Par. Yes, I know all her Secrets; and let her offer to turn 
me off if ſhe dares. 


Stand. What Secrets do you know. | | 
Par. Humiph !——Tell a Wife's Secrets to her Hueband! 


- — Very pretty, Faith! Sure, Sir, you don't think me 


ſach a Jew ; Tho' I was never Chriſten d, I have more Reli- 
gion than that comes to. 


Stand. Are you faithful to your Lady for Affection or In- 
tereſt? 8 

Par. Shall I tell you a Chriſtian Lie, or a Pagan Truth? 

Stand. Come, Truth for once. 

Par. Why then, Intereſt, Intereſt. T have a great Soul, 
which nothing can gain but a great Bribe. 


Sand. Well, tho thou art a Devil, thou art a very boneſt 
Give me thy Hand, Wench. Should not Intereſt 


One 
make you faithful to me as much as to others ? 


Par. 
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Par, Honeſt to you! Marry for what? You gave me in- 
deed two pitiful pieces the Day you were marry'd, but not a 
Stiver ſince. One Gallant me Ten Guineas, another 
a Watch, another a pair of Pendants, a fourth a Diamond 
Ring; and my Noble Maſter gives me— —his Linnen to 
mend,——PFaugh ! I'll tell you a Secret, Sir: Stingi- 
_ to Servants makes more Cuckolds, than ill. nature to 

Ves. | 

Stand. And am 1 a Cuckold, Parley ? 

Par. No, Faith, not yet; tho' in a very fair way of having 
the Dignity conferr'd upon you very ſuddenly. | 
Sand. Come, Girl, you ſhall be my Penfioner ; you ſhall 
have a glorious Revenue; for every Guinea that you get for 
keeping of a Secret, III give you two for revealing it: You 
ſhall find a Husband once in your Life out-do all your Gal- 
lants in Generoſity. Take their Money, Child, take all their 
Bribes: give em Hopes, make em Aſſignations ; ſerve your 
Lady faithfully, but tell all to me. By which means, ſhe will 
hes. Chaſte ; you will grow Rich, and I ſhall preſerve my 

onour. - 3 ; 
: ie But what Security ſhall I have for performance of Ar- 
ticles : | 
Stand. Ready payment, Child. 
Par. Then give me Earneſt. 


Stand. Five Guineas, Fiir ber Money. 
Par. Are they right? No Gray s-Inn Pieces amongſt em. 
———All right as my Leg: Now, Sir, I'll give you an 


Earneſt of my Service. Who d'ye think 1s come to Town? 
Stand, Who? | 3 
Par. Vour old Friend, Sir Harry Mildair. 

Stand. Impoſſible ? 

Par. Yes, Faith, and as gay as ever. 

Stand. And bas he forgot his Wife 1o ſoon ? | 
Par. Why, ſhe has been dead now above a Year, ——— 

He appear'd 1n the Ring laſt Night with ſuch Splendor and 

Equipage, that he eclips'd the Beaux, dazl'd the Ladies, and 

made your Wife dream all Night of Six Flanders Marcs, Seven 

_ Liveries, a Wig like a Cloak, and a Hat like a Shittle- 

cock. | 
Stand. What are a Woman's Promiſes and Oaths ? 

Par. Wind, Wind, Sir. | 50 T1 
Stand. When J marry'd her, how heartily did ſhe condemn 
ber light preceding Conduct, and for the future vow d her ſelf 
a perfect Pattern of Conjugal Fidelity © 
Par. She might as ſafely * Sir, That this day ſe'night, 

2 at 


8 Sir Harry Wildair; being 


at four a Clock , the Wind will blow fair for Flanders. *Tis 
preſuming for any of us all to promiſe for our Inclinations a 
whole Week. Beſides, Sir, my Lady has got the knack of 
Coquetting it; and once a Woman has got that in her Head, 
ſhe will have a touch on't every where elſe. 

Stand. An Oracle, Child. But now 1 muſt make the beſt 
of a bad Bargain; and ſince I have got you on my ſide, I 
have ſome hopes, that by Conſtant diſappointment and croſſes 
in her Deſigns, I may at laſt tire her into good Behaviour. 
Par, Well, Sir, the Condition of the Articles being duly 
perform'd, I tand to the Obligation; and will tell you far- 
ther, That by and by Sir Harry Wildair is to come to our Houſe 
* Cards, and that there is a Deſign laid to cheat him of his 
Money, 

Fand. What Company will there be beſides? 

Par. Why, the old Set at the Baſſet-Table; my Lady Love- 
cards, and the uſual Company : They have made up a Bank 
of Fifteen Hundred Loxrs-d'Ors among em; the whole deſign 
lies upon Sir Harry's Purſe, and the French Marquis, you know, 
conſtantly Tailles. 

Stand. Ay, the French Marquis ; that's one of your Benefa- 
Rors, Parley; the Perſecution of Baſſet in Pars furniſh'd 
us with that Refugee, but the Character of ſuch a Fellow ought 
not to reflect on thoſe who have been real Sufferers for their 
Religion.—But take no notice. Be ſure only to inform me of 
all that paſſes, There's more Earneſt for you: Be Rich 
and Faithful. | [ Exit Standard, 

Par. [ Solus.] 1 am now not only Woman to the Lady 
Lurewell, but Steward to her Husband , in my double Capa- 

city of knowing her Secrets, and commanding his Purſe. A 
very pretty Office in a, Family! For every Guinea that I get for 
keeping a Secret, he'll give me two for revealing it. My 
cComings in, at this rate, will be worth a Maſter in Chancerys 
place, and many a poor Templer will be glad to marry me 
with half my Fortune. Going. 

Enter Dickv, meeting her. | 

Dick, Here's a Man much fitter for your purpoſes. 

Par. Bleſs me! Mr. Dicky ! | 

Dick, The very ſame in Longitude and Latitude; not a 
bit diminifſh'd, not a Hair's Bredth increas d. — Dear 
Mrs. Parley, give me a Buſs, for I'm almoſt Rarv'd. 

Par, Why io hungry, Mr. Dicty? Bi 

Dick. Why, 1 ban't taſted a bit this Year and half, Wo- 
man; I have been wandring about all over the World, fol- 
lowing my Maſter , aud come home to dear London but I 
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Days ago. Now the Devil take me, if I had not rather 
kiſs an Engliſh pair of Pattins, than the fineſt Lady in 
France, men | 
Par. Then you're over- joy d to fee London again? 

Dick. Oh! I was juſt dead of a Conſumption, till the 
ſweet Smoke of Cheap/ide, and the dear Perſume of Fleet-Ditch, 
made me a Man again. he . 
Par. But how came you to live with Sir Harry Wildair ? 

Dick, Why, ſeeing me a handſome Perſonable Fellow, 
and well qualify'd for a Livery, he took a Fancy to my Fi- 
gure, that was all. 

Par. And what's become of your old Maſter ? 

Dick. Oh! hang him, he was a Blockhead, and I turn'd 
him off, I turn'd him away. cots 
Par. And were not you very ſorry for the Loſs of your 
Miſtreſs, Sir Harrys Lady? They ſay, ſhe was a very good 

Woman. | 

Dick. Oh! The ſweeteſt Woman that ever the Sun ſhin'd 
upon. I cou'd almoſt weep when I think of her. 

: [Wiping his Eyes. 
Per. How did ſhe die, pray? I cond never hear how 
TR. 

Dick, Give me a Buſs then, and VI tell ye. 
p Par. You ſhall have your Wages when your Work's 
8 
Dick. Well then — Courage !—--Now for a doleſul 
Tale — Vou know that my Maſter took a freak to go ſee 
that fooliſh Jubilee that made ſuch a Noiſe among us here; 
and no ſooner ſaid than done; away he went, he took his 
fine French Servants to wait on him; and left me, the poor 
Engliſh Puppy, to wait upon his Lady at home here, ——— 
Well; fo tar, ſo good But ſcarce was my Maſter's 
back turn'd, when my Lady fell to ſighing, and pouting, and 
whining, and crying; and in ſhort, fell ſick upon't. 
Par. Well, well; 1 know all this already; and that ſhe 
pluck'd up her Spirits at laſt, and went to follow him. 
Dick. Very well. Follow him we did, far and far, and 
farther than TI can tell, till we came to a Place call'd Mont- 
pellier, in France; a goodly place truly.“ But, Sir Harry 
was gone to Rome; there was our Labour loſt.— But, to be 
ſhort, my poor Lady, with the Tireſomneſs of Travelling, 
fell ſick——and dy d. 5 
Par. Poor Woman! 33 
Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the worſt of 
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the Story. Thoſe curſed barbarous Devils, the French, wou'd - 


not let us bury her. 
Par. Not bury her! | 
Dick. No, ſhe was a Heretick Woman, and they wou'd 
not let her Corps be put in their Holy Ground Oh! 
damn their Holy Ground for me. 5 
Par. Now had not I better be an honeſt Pagan, as I am, 
than ſuch a Chriſtian as one of theſe ?—— But how did you 
diſpoſe the Body. | 
Dick, Why there was one Charitable Gentlewoman that 
us'd to viſit my Lady in her Sickneſs : She contriv'd the mat- 
ter ſo, that ſhe had her ca} bh in her own private Chapel. 
This Lady and my ſelf carry 


her in a Grave that I dug for her with my own hands; and 


it we had been catch'd by the Prieſts, we had gone to the 


Gallows without the Benefit of Clergy. 

Par. Oh! the Devil take em. But what did they mean 
by a Heretick Woman ? Ne 3 

Dick. 1 don't know; ſome ſort of a Cannibal, I believe. I 
know there are ſome Cannibal Women here in England , that 
come to the Play-houſes in Maſques ; but let them have a care 
how they go to France. (For they are all Hereticks, I believe) 
But I'm ſure my good Lady was none of theſe. 

Par, But how 115 Sir Harry bear the News? 

Dick. Why, you muſt know, that my Lady after ſhe was 
bury'd ſent me — - _ 

Par. How! after ſne was bury d! 

Dick. Pſhaw! Why Lord, Miſtreſs, you know what IJ mean: 
I went to Sir Harry all the way to Rome; and where d' ye think 
I found bim? 8 Fo» | 
JVC 9 85 | | 

Dick. Why, in the middle of a Monaſtery among a hun- 
dred and fifiy Nuns, playing at Hot-cockles. He was ſur- 
priz'd to fee honeſt Dich, you may be ſure. But when I told 
him the ſad Story, he roar'd out a whole Volley of Engliſh 
Oaths upon the Spot, and ſwore that he would ſet fire on 
the Pope's Palace for the Injury done to his Wife. He then 
flew away to his Chamber, lock d himſelf up for three days; 
we thought to have found him dead; but inſtead of that, he 
call'd for his beſt Linnen, fine Wig, gilt Coach; and Jaugh- 
ing very heartily ,: ſwore again he wou'd be reveng'd, and bid 
them drive to the Nunnery ; and he was reveng'd to ſome 
purpolc, S 8 


Par. 


d her out upon our own Shoul- 
ders through a Back-door at the Hour of Midnight, and laid 


f 0 


_ colate ready ? 
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Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky ? 
Dick. Why, in the matter of five Days he got ſix Nuns 


with Child, and left em to provide for their Heretick Ba- 
ſtards Ah plague on em, they hate a dead Heretick, but 


they love a piping hot warm Heretick with all their Hearts — 
So away we came; and thus did he jog on, revenging him- 
ſelf at this rate through all the Catholick Countries that we 


paſs'd, till we came home; and now, Mrs. Parley, I fancy 


be has ſome Deſigns of Revenge too upon your Lady. 
Par. Who cou'd have thought that a Man of his light airy 
Temper wou d have been ſo revengeful? 


Dick. Why, Faith, I'm a little malicious too: Where's the | 


Buſs you promis'd me, you jade? 
Par. Follow me, you Rogue, 75 [ Runs off. 
Dick, Allons, | [ Follows, 


The End of the Hrſt AC T. 


— 


ACT II. 
SCENE, à Lady's Apartment. 


Enter two Chamber maid . 25 


1 Chas. A 


Bottles and Combs put in Form, and the Cho- 


2 Cham, 'Tis no great matter whether they be right or not; 


for right or wrong we ſhall be ſure of our Lecture; I wiſh, 


for my part, that my time were out. 

I Cham. Nay, tis a hundred to one but we may run away 

before our time be half expir'd; and ſhe's worſe this Morning 

than ever lere ſhe comes, = 
Enter Lurewell. | 


Lure. Ay, there's a couple of you indeed! But how, how 


in the Name of Negligence cou'd you two contrive to make 
a Bed as mine was laſt Night? A Wrinkle on one fide, and 
a Rumple on tother.; the Pillows awry , and the Quilt 
askew. ——1 did nothing but tumble about, and fence with 
the Sheets all Night long. Oh !-— my Bones ake this 
Morning as if I had lain all Night on a pair of Dutch Stairs. 
o bring Chocolate ——And, d'ye hear? Be ſure to 
ſtay an Hour or two at leaſt. 


8 


RE all things ſet in order? The Toilet fix d, the 
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mals are ſo unpoliſh'd! I wiſh the Perſecution wou d rage 
a little harder, that we might have more of theſe French Re- 
fugees among us. 5 | 
Enter the Maids with Chocolate. 
Theſe Wenches are gone to Smyrna for this Chocolate, = 
And what made you ſtay ſo long? | 

Cham, I thought we did not ſtay at all, Madam. 
Lure. Only an Hour and half by the ſloweſt Clock in 
' Ciriftendom —— And ſuch Salvers and Diſhes too! The Lard 
be merciful to me ; what have I committed, to be plagu'd 
with ſuch Animals? ——Where are my new Japan Salvers ? 
—ÞBroke, o' my Conſcience ! All to pieces, III lay my 
Life on't. N 
Cham. No, indeed, Madam, but your Husband 
Lure, How ! Husband, Impudence! I'll teach you Man- 
ners. [Gives her a Box on the Ear.] Husband! Is that your 
Welſh Breeding ? Han't the Coll. a Name of his own ? 
Cham. Well then, the Coll. He us'd em this Morning, 
and we han't got em ſince. 


Lare. How ; The Coll. uſe my things ! How dare the Coll. 


uſe any thing of mine? ——But his Campaign Education 


mult be pardon'd,——And I warrant they were fiſted about 
among his dirty Leyee of Disbanded Officers ?———Faugh! 
The very Thoughts of them Fellows with their eager Looks, 
Iron Swords, ty d up Wigs, and tuck'd in Cravats makes me 
ſick as Death. Come let me ſee.—[Goes to take the Chocolate, 
and ſtarts back.) Heav'ns protect me from ſuch a Sight! Lord, 

Girl! When did you waſh your hands laſt? And have you 
been pawing me all this Morning with them dirty Fiſts of 
yours? [Runs to the Glaſs:] I muſt dreſs all over again— 
Go, take it away, I ſhall ſwoon elſe Here, Mrs. Mon- 
ſter, call up my Tayler; and, d'ye hear? You Mrs. Hobby- 
horle, ſee if my Company be come to Cards yet, 

Enter the Tayler. 

Oh, Mr. Remnant] I don't know what ails theſe Stays you 
have made me; but ſomething is the matter, I don't like 
Em. , 

Rem. I am very ſorry for that, Madam. But what Fault 

does your Ladyſhip find? 1 

Lure, I don't know where the Fault lies; but in ſhort, I 
don't like em; I can't tell how; the things are well enough 
made, but I don't like em. | 

Rem. Are they too wide, Madam? 

n No. | 


Rem. 
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Rem. Too ſtraight, Soy 5 | 
Lure. Not at all! they fit me very well; but ——Lard 
| bleſs me! Can't you tell where the Fault lies? | 
Rem. Why truly, Madam, I can't tell But your La- 
dyſhip, I think is a little too (lender for the Faſhion. 

Lure. How! Too ſlender for the Faſhion, ſay you? 
| Rem. Les, Madam! there's no ſuch thing as a good Shape 
worn among the Quality: Your fine Waltes are clear out, 
clear out, Madam. | 
Lare. And why did you not plump up my Stays to the fa- 
} ſhionable Size? 18 
* Rem. I made em to fit you, Madam, mo 

Lure. Fit me! Fit my Monkey—— What, d'ye think I 
wear Cloaths to pleaſe my ſelf ? Fit me! Fit the Faſhion, 
pray; no matter for me — I thought ſomething was the 
matter, I wanted of Quality-Air.—Pray, Mr. Remnant, let 
me have a Bulk of Quality, a ſpreading Countour. I do re- 
member now, the Ladies in the Apartments, the Birthnight 
nere moſt of em two Yards about. Indeed, Sir, if you 
contrive my things any more with your ſcanty Chambermaid's 

Air, you ſhall work no more for me. 


| Rem. | ſhall take care to pleaſe your Ladyſhip for the ſu- 


ture. [Exit, 
Enter 4 Servant. © 


Ser. Madam, my Maſter defires——— | 

Lure. Hold, hold, Fellow; for Ga4's ſake hold; If thou 

touch my Cloaths with that Tobacco breath of thine, I (hall 
poyſon the whole Drawing-Room. Stand at the Door pray, 


and ſpeak. [Ser. goes to the Door and ſpeaks. 
Ser. My Maſter, Madam, deſires 


Lure. Oh hideous ! Now the Raſcal bellows fo loud, that 
he tears my Head to pieces — Here, Awkardneſs, go take 
the Booby's Meſſage, and bring it to me. FG 

[ Maid goes to the Door, _ and returns. 
Cham. My Maſter deſires to know how your Ladyſhip reſted 
laſt Night, and if you are pleas d to admit of a Viſit this 
Morning ? 

Lure. Ay. Why this is civil. —— Tis an inſupportable 
toil tho for Women of Quality to model their Husbands to 
good Breeding. | | 

| | Enter Standard. 3 
Stand. Good morrow my deareſt Angel. How have you 
reſted laſt Night? 

Lure. Lard, Lard, Coll! What a Room have you made 
me here with your dirty Feet! Bleſs me, Sir! Will you never 


be 
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be reclaimd from your ſlovenly Campaign Airs? Tis the 
moſt unmannerly thing in nature to make a ſliding Bow in 
a Lady's Chamber with dirty Shoes; it writes Rudeneſs upon 
the Boards. | © 

Stand. A very odd kind of Reception this, truly. — I'm 
very ſorry, Madam, that the Offences of my Feet ſhould cre- 
ate an Averſion to my Company: But for the future 1 ſhall 


honour your Ladyfhip's Apartment as the Sepulchre at Fer» 


ſalem, and always come in bare-foot. 7 
Lure. Sepulchre at Feruſalem! Your Complement, Sir, is 


very far fetch d: But your Feet indeed have {a very Travel- 


ling Air. fs | 2 
Stand. Come, come, my Dear, no ſerious Diſputes upon 
Trifles, ſince you know, I never contend with you in Mat- 
ters of Conſequence. You are ſtill Miſtreſs of 2 Fortune, 
and Marriage has only made you more abſolute in your 
Pleaſure, by adding one faithful Servant to your Deſire 
Come, clear your Brow of that uneaſie Chagrin, and let 
that pleaſing Air take place that firſt enſnar'd my Heart. 1 
have invited ſome Gentlemen to Dinner , whoſe Friendſhips 
deſerve a welcome Look, Let their Entertainment ſhew how 
bleſs'd you have made me by a plentiful Fortune, and the 
Love of ſo agreeable a Creature. 
Lure. Your Friends, I ſuppoſe, are all Men of Quality. 
Stand, Madam, they are Officers, and Men of Honour. 
Lure. Officers, and Men of Honour! That is, they will 
daub the Stairs with their Feet, ſtain all the Rooms with their 
Wine, talk Bawdy to my Woman, rail at the Parliament, 
then at one another, fall to cutting of Throats, and break 
all my China. | EE 
Stand, Admitting that I kept ſuch Company; tis unkind 
in you, Madam, to talk ſo ſeverely of my Friends——Bur 
my Brother, my Dear, is juſt come from his Voyage, and will 
be here to pay his Reſpects to you. 
Lure. Sir, I ſhall not be at Leiſure to entertain a Perſon of 
his Wapping Education, I can aſſure you. | 
Enter Parley, and whiſpers her. 
Sir, I have ſome Buſineſs with my Woman; you may enter- 
tain your Sea Monſter by your ſelf; you may command a 
Diſh of Pork and Peaſe, with a Bowl of Punch, I ſuppoſe; 
and fo, Sir, much good may do you. Come Parley. 


| Exeunt Lure. and Par 
Fand. Hell and Furies! 2 ä : 


Enter 
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5 Enter Fireball. 

Fire. With all my Heart. Where's your Wife, Bro- 
ther? Ho now, Man, What's the matter? — Is Din- 
ner ready? Go „55 

Stand. No. I don't know.— Hang it; I'm ſorry that 
I invited you :—— For you muſt know that my Wile is very 
much out of order; taken dangerous ill of a ſudden.—580 
that— „ 37 

Fire. Pſhaw! Nothing, nothing but a Marriage Qualm; 
breeding Children, or breeding Miſchief? Where is ſhe, Man? 
Prithee let me fee her; 1 long to. ſee this fine Lady you 
| Stand. Upon my word ſhe's very ill, and can't fee any 


Fire So ill that ſhe can't ſee any Body! What, ſhe's not 
in Labour ſure! I tell you, I will ſee her. Where is ſhe? 

Ry 2 SY | [Looking about. 

Stand, No, no, Brother ; ſhe's gone abroad to take the 

Ir. ER. T3 
Fire. What the Devil! dangerous ſick, and gone out! So 
ſick, that ſhell ſee no Body within, yet gone abroad to ſee 
all the World! Ay, you have made your Fortunes with 
a Vengeance ! Then, Brother , you ſhall dine with me 
at Locket's; 1 hate theſe Family-Dinners, where. a Man's 
oblig'd to, O Lard, Madam; No Apology, dear Sir. 
Tis very good indeed, Madam.——For your ſelf, dear Ma- 
dam. Where between the rub d Floor under foot, the 
China in one Corner, and the Glaſſes in another, a Man can't 
make two ſtrides without hazard of his Life. Commend me 
to a Boy and a Bell; Gun; coming, Sir. Much Noiſe, 
no Attendance, and a dirty Room , where I may eat like a 
Horſe, drink like a Fiſh, and ſwear like a Devil. Hang your 
Family-Dinners ; come along with me. 7 | 
As they are going out, Enter Banter; who ſeeing them, ſeems 

to retire. | | 

a Stand, Who's that? Come in, Sir. Your Buſineſs, pray 
r: | | "1 d 

Ban. Perbaps, Sir, it may not be ſo proper to inform you; 
for you appear to be as great a Stranger here as my elf. 

Fire. — come away, Brother; he has ſome Buſineſs 
with your Wife. 

Ban. His Wife! Gadſo! A pretty Fellow, a very pretty 
Fellow, a likely Fellow, and a handſome Fellow ; I find no- 
thing like a Monſter about him; 1 wou'd fain ſee bis Forehead 
tho. Sir your humble Servant. | 


4 | Stand, 
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. Sand. Your's Sir. ——— But why d'ye flare ſo in my 
ace? I 

Ban. I was told, Sir, that the Lady Larewell's Husband had 
ſomething very remarkable over his Eyes, by which he might 
be known. 

Fire. Mark that Brother. [In his Ear, 

Stand. Your Information, Sir, was right; I have a croſs 
Cut over my left Eye that's very remarkable. But pray, 
Sir, by what Marks are you to be known? | 

Ban. Sir, I am dignifyd and diſtinguſnd by the Name 
and Title of Beau Banter; I'm younger Brother to Sir Harry 
Wildair ; and I hope to inherit his Eſtate with his Humour; 
for his Wife, I'm told, 1s dead, and has left no Child. 

Stand. Oh, Sir! V'm your very humble Servant; yau're not 
unlike your Brother in the Face ; but methinks, Sir, you don't 
become his Humour altogether ſo well; for what's Nature in 
him looks like Aﬀectation in you. 

Ban. Oh, Lard, Sir! tis rather Nature in me what is acquird 


by him; he's beholding to his Education for his Air; Now 


where d'ye think my Humour was eſtabliſh'd ? 
Stand. Where ? 
Ban. At Oxford. 
—_ Fat Oxford. 


Ban. Ay: There have] been ſucking my dear Alma Mater 


theſe ſeven Years: Vet, in Defiance to Legs of Mutton, ſmall 


Beer, crabbed Books, and four-fac'd Doctors, J can dance a 
Minuet , court a Miſtreſs, play at Picket , or make a Paroli, 
with any Widair in Chriſtendom. In ſhort, Sir, in ſpight of 
the Univerſity, I'm a pretty Gentleman. —— Coll. Where's 
your Wife? 


Fire, [ Mimicking him.] In Jpight of the Univerſuy I'm a pretty 


Gentleman, ——Then , Coll. where is your Wife 2 —— Hark ye, 
young Plato, Whether wou'd you have, your Noſe ſlit, or your 


Ears cut ? | 
Ban. Firſt tell me, Sir, which would you chuſe, to be run 


through the Body, or ſhot through the Head? 


Fire. Follow me, and I'll tell ye. 

Ban. Sir, my Servants ſhall attend ye, if you have no E- 
quipage of your own. 

Fire, Blood, Sir! 

Stand. Hold, Brother, hold : he's a Boy. 

Ban. Look ye, Sir, 1 keep half a dozen Footmen that 


have no Buſineſs upon Earth but to anſwer Impertinent 
Queſtions: Now, Sir, if your fighting Stomach can digelt 


theſe 
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theſe ſix brawny Fellows for a Breakfaſt , their Maſter per- 
haps, may do you the favour to run you through the Body 
for a Dinner. | 

Fire. Sirrab, will you fight me? I received juſt now ſix 
Month's Pay, and by this Light, III give you the half ont 
for one fair Blow at your Scull. 


Ban. Down with your. Money, Sir. 

Stand. No, no, Brother; if you are ſo free of your Pay, 
get into the next Room: there rk find ſome Company at 
Cards, I ſuppoſe: you may find Opportunity for your Re- 
venge ; wy Houſe protects him now. 
Hire. Well, Sir, the time will come. . 
Ban. Well ſaid, Brazen-head. 1 
Stand, I hope, Sir, you'll excuſe the Freedom of this Gen- 


tleman; his Education has been among the boiſterous Ele- 
ments, the Wind and Waves. 5 


Ban. Sir, 1 value neither Him, nor his Wind and Waves 
neither; I'm privileg d to be very impertinent, being an Oxo- 
nian, and oblig'd to fight no Man, being a Beau. 

Stand. Sir, 1 admire the Freedom of your Condition. 
But pray, Sir , have you ſeen your Brother ſince he came laſt 
over ? 2. | | 

Ban. I ha'nt ſeen my Brother theſe ſeven Years, and ſcarce- 
ly heard from him but by report of others. About a Month 
ago he was pleas d to honour me with a Letter from Pars, im- 

porting his Deſign of being in London very ſoon, with a deſire 
of meeting me here. Upon this, I chang d my Cap and Gown 
for a long Wig and Sword, and came up to London to attend 
him, went to his Houſe, but that was all in Sables for the 
Death of his Wife; there I was told, that he delign'd to 
change his Habitation , becauſe he wou'd avoid all remem- 
brances that might diſturb his Quiet. You are the firſt Per- 
ſon that has told me of bis Arrival, and I expect that you may 
likewiſe inform me where to wait on him. 

Sand. And I ſuppoſe, Sir, this was the bus neſs that occa- 
ſion d me the Honour of this Viſit. 
Ban. Partly this, and partly an Affair of greater conſe- 
quence. You muſt know, Sir, that tho 1 have read Ten 
thouland Lies in the Univerſity, yet I have learn'd to ſpeak 
the truth my ſelf; and to deal plainly with you, the Honour 


of this Viſit, as you were pleas d to term it, was deſignd to 
the Lady Lurewell, 8 


Hand. My Wife, Sir! : 
Ban. My Lady Lyrewell, 1 ſay, Sir. 
Stand, But I ſay my Wite, Sir. — What! 2 
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Ban. Why, look ye, Sir; you may have the Honour of be- 
ing calFd the Lady Lurewell's Husband ; but you will never 
find in any Author, either ancient or modern, that She's 
call'd Mr. Standard's Wife. Tis true, you re a handſome 
young Fellow: ſhe lik d you, ſhe marry'd you; and tho the 
rieft made you both one Fleſh, yet there's no ſmall diſtin- 
Rion in your Blood. You are till a disbanded Colonel, and 


ſhe is ſtill a Woman of Quality, I take it. | 


Stand. And you are the moſt impudent young Fellow Jever 


met within all my Life, I take it, 


Ban. Sir, Lm a Maſter of Arte, and I plead the privilege of 


my ſtanding. 


| Enter a Servant, and whiſpers Banter. 
Ker. Sir, the Gentleman in the Coach below, ſays, he'll be 
gone unleſs you come preſently. 

Ban. I bad forgot.—Coll. your humble Servant, (Exit. 
Stand. Sir, you mult excuſe ime for not waiting on you down- 
Nairs—— An impudent young Dog. (Exit. another way. 


SCENE changes to another Apartment in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Lurewell, Ladies, Monſ. Marquis and Fireball, as loſing 
Gameſters, one after another, tearing their Cardi, and flinging 

em about the Room. 

Lure. Ruin d! Undone ! Deſtroy'd ! 

1. La. Oh Fortune! Fortune ! Fortune ! 

2. La. What will my Husband ſay? _ 

Monſ. Oh malheur ! malheur | malheur ! 

Fire. Blood and Fire, I have loſt ſix Month's Pay. 

Monſ. A hundred and ten Piſtoles, {ink me. 

Fire. Sink you! ſink me, that have loſt two hundred and 
ten Piſtoles. ink you indeed : 

Lure. But why wou'd you hazard the Bank upon one Card? 

Monſ. Becauſe me had loſe by de Card tree times before. 
a Look, dere Madam, de very next Card had been our. 
Oh Morbleu] qui ſa? 1 | „ 
Lure. rely d altogether on your ſetting the Cards; you us d 
to Tailée with ſucceſs. 1 
Monſ. Morbleu, Madam, me nevre loſe before : But dat 
Monſieur Sir Arry, dat Chevalier Wildair is de D:v1l, —— 
Vere is de Chevalier? > 1 

Lure. Counting our Money within yonder.— Go, go, be 


gone; and bethink your ſelf of ſome Revenge. Here 
he comes. | 


* 


Enter 
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Enter Wildair, | 
Mild. Fifteen hundred and ſeventy Louis d'Ors ! Tall 
dall de rall. [Sings.} Look ye, Gentlemen, any body may 
dance to this Tune ;—--Tall dall de rall. 1 dance to the 
Tune of Fiftcen hundred Pound, the moſt elevated Piece of 
Muſick that ever 1 heard in my Life; they are the prettieſt 
Caſtagnets in the World. [Chinks the Monty, ] Here, Waiters, 
there's Cards and Candles tor you. [Gives the Servants Mo- 
ney] Mrs. Parley, ——here's Hoods and Scarts for you: 
[Gives her Money.) And here's fine Coaches, ſplendid . 
page, lovely Women, and victorious Burgundy for me. 
Oh ye charming Angels! the Loſers ſorrow, and the Gainers - 
joy: Get ye into my Pocket, —— Now, Gentlemen and La- 
dies, 1 am your humble Scrvant You'll excuſe me, I 
hope; the ſmall Devotion here that I pay to my good For- 
tune — —Ho'now ! Mute !—-——Why, Ladies, I know 
that Loſers have leave to ſpeak ; but 1 don't find that they're 
privileg'd tv be dumb,— Monſieur, Ladies! Captain ! 
( Claps the Captain on the Shoulder. 
Fire. Death and Hell! Why d'ye ſtrike me, Sir? ¶ Drawing. 
Wild, To comfort you, Sir.—— Your Ear, Capt——T 
King of Spain is dead. | | 
Fire. The King of Spain dead ! 
Vild. Dead as Falius Ceſar ; I had a Letter on't juſt now; 
Fire. Tall dall de rall. [Sings.) Look ye, Sir, pray ſtrike 
me again if you pleaſe.— ce here, Sir, you have left me 
but one ſolitary Guinea in the World. [Puts it in his Mouth. 
Down it goes 1faith ——Allons for the Thatch'd Houſe an 
the Mediterranean, — Tall dall de rall. (Exit. 
F/ild, Ha, ha, ha. Bravely reſolv'd, Captain. 
Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry! I was afraid of a Quarrel. I'm 
ſo much concerud! — | 
Wild. At the lois of your Money, Madam. But wor, ay 
ſhould the Fair be afflicted? Your Eyes, your Eyes, Ladies 
much brighter than the Sun, have equal Power with him, an 
can transform to Gold whate'er they pleaſe. . The Lawyer's 
Tongue, the Soldier's Sword, the Courtier's Flattery, and the 
Mcrchant's Trade, are Slaves that dig the Golden Mines for 
You, Your Eyes unty the Miſer's knotted Purſe. [To one 
Lady.) Melt into Coin the Magiſtrate's maſſy Chain, — 
Youth mints for you hereditary Lands. [To another. 
And Gameſters only win when they can loſe to you. [To 
Lurerell.)-—=—This Luck 1s the moſt Rhetorical thing 10 
ature. 


Lure. J have a great mind to forſwear Cards as long as L 
live, De £1. 
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1 La. And I. Exit. . 
2 La. And 1. [Grytng, and Exit. h 
Wild. What, forſwear Cards! Why, Madam, you'll ruin 
our Trade, —— I'll maintain, that the Money at Court cir- y 
culates more by the Baſſet-Bank, than the Wealth of the Mer. 0 
chants by the Bank of the City. Cards! the great Miniſters n 
of Fortunes Power; that blindly ſhuffle out her thoughtleſs 
Favours, and make a Knave more pow'rful than a King. — 
What Adoration do theſe Pow'rs receive [ Lifting up a Card.) 
from the bright Hands and Fingers of the Fair, always lift up 
to pay Devotion here! And the pleaſing Fears, the anxious 
Hopes, and dubious Joy that entertain our Mind! The Ca- 
ot at Picket, the Paroli at Baſſet ;—— And then Ombre 
ho can reſiſt the Charms of Mattadors ? 
Lure, Ay, Sir Harry ; and then the Sept le Va, Quinxe le Va, 
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& Trante le Va] 

Wild. Right, right, Madam. 

Lure. Then the Nine of Diamonds at Comet, three Fives at 
Cribbidge, and Pam in Lanteraloo, Sir Harry ! 

Wild. Ay, Madam, theſe are Charms indeed. Then the 
Pleaſure of picking your Husband's Pocket over- night, to play 
at Baſſet next Day ! Then the advantage a fine Gentleman 

may make of a Lady's Neceſſity, by gaining a Favour for fifty 
abu a; , Which a hundred Year's Courtſhip cou'd never have 
produc'd. | 

Lare. Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul play. 1 

Wild. Nay, nay, Madam, tis nothing but the Game; and! 
have play'd it ſo in France a hundred times. . 

Lure, Come, come, Sir, no more on't. IL'Il tell you in three 
words, That rather than forego my Cards, I'll forſwear my 
Viſits, Faſhions, my Monkey, Friends, and Relations. 

Wild. There ſpoke the Spirit of true-born gli Quality, 
with a true French Education. | 7 

Lure. Look ye, Sir Harry, 1 am well born, and I was well 
bred; I brought my Husband a large Fortune; he (hall Mort- 
gage, or I will Elope. | | 

Mid. No, no, Madam! there's no occaſion for that, See 
here, Madam | . 3 hr 

Lure. What, the Singing-Birds ; Sir Harry, Let me ſec. 

Wild. Pugh, Madam, theſe are but a few. — But 1 cou'd 

| wiſh, de tout mon ceur, for quelque COmmudite, where I might be 
| handſomely plunder'd of 'em, 

Lure. Ah! Chevallier ! tous jour obligeant Engageant & tout 
fa 


| * Wild. Allons, Allons, Madam, tom 4 votre ſervice. LW her, 
| 4 ure. 
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Lare. No, no, Sir Harry, not at this time o'day; you (Hall 
hear from me in the Evening: . e 
Mid. Then, Madam, I'll leave you ſomething to entertain 
you the while. *Tis a French Pocket-book, with fome Remarks 
of my own upon the new way of making Love, Pleaſe to pe- 
ruſe it, and give me your Opinion in the Evening. Exit. 
Lure. [Opening the Book.) A French Pocket-book ; with Re- 
marks upon the new way of making Love! Then Sir Hatry 
is turning Author, I find. — What's here? — Hi, bi, hi. 
A Bank Bill for a hundred Pound. The new way of 
_— Love. Pardie cet fort Gallant One of the 
prettieſt Remarks that ever I ſaw in my Life! Well now, that 
Mildair's a charming Fellow; Hi, hi, hi. He has ſuch 
an Air, and ſuch a Turn in what he does! 1 Warrant now, 
there's a hundred hothe-bted Blockheads wou'd come. 
Madam, I'll give you a hundred Guineas if you'll let me. 
Faugh ! hang their nauſeous immodeſt Proceedings —<— 
Here's a Hundred pound now, and he never names the thing 4 
1 love an impudent Action with an Air of Modeſty with al 
my Heart. Exit. 


The End of the Second A C T. 
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SCENE continues «< 


_ Lurewell and Monſieur Marquise 
Lure. W ELL, Monſieur, and have you * how to re- 
taliate your ill Fortune? 5 
Monſ. Madam, 1 have tought dat Fortune he one blind 
Bitch. Why ſhou'd Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Chevay 
lier dan to de France Marquis? Ave I not, de bon Grace? 
Ave I not de Perfonage ? Ave I not de Underſtanding ? 
Can de Anglis Chevalier dance bettre dan I ? Can de An- 
glis Chevalier fence bettre dan I ? 6 de Anglis Chevalier 
play Baſſet bettre dan I? Den why ſhou d Fortane be kinder 
ro de Anglis Chevalier dan de France Marquis? 
Lure, Why ? Becauſe Fortune is bling... 
 Monſ, Blind! Yes begat; and dumb and deaf too. 
Vell den, Fortune give de Anglis Man de Riches, but Nature 
Five de France mati de Politique to correct de unequal Diſtri- 
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Lure. But how can you correct it, Monſieur? 

Monſ. Ecoute, Madam. Yr Arry Mildair his Vife is dead. 

Lare. And what Advantaße can you make of that?. 

Monſ. Begar, Madam. — Hi, hi, hi. — De Avnglis-man's 
dead V ife fall Cuckol her Usband. 

, — 1 How, how, Sir, A dead Woman Cuckold her Huſ- 
and! 

Monſ. Mark! Madam: We France- men make a de di- 
ſtinction between de deſign and de term of de Treaty. — 
She canno touch his Head, but ſhe can Cuckold his Pocket of 
Ten touſan Livres. 2 

Lure. Pray explain your ſelf, Sir. 

Aon]. 1 bave Sir Arry Wildair his Vife in my Pocket. 

Lure. How! Sir Harry's Wife in your Pocket! 

AMonſ. Hold, Madam; dere is an autre diftinction between 
de Deſign and de Term of de Treaty. 

e Pray, Sir, no more of your Diſtinctions, but ſpeak 
ain. 

; Monſ. Wen de France-man's Politique is in his Head, dete 
18 —_— but diſtinction upon his Tongue.—— See here, Ma- 
dam! I ave de Picture of Sir Arry's Vife in my Pocket. 

Lure. Is't poſſible ? | 

AMonſ. Voyez. | 

Lure, The very ſame, and finzly drawn. Pray, Monſieur, 
how did ycu purchaſe it? 

Monf. As me did purchaſe de Picture, ſo me did gain de 
Subſtance, de dear, dear Subſtance. by de bon mien, de 


France Air, Chantant, charmant de Politique a la Tate, and 


Dancant a la Pie. 
Lure. Lard bleſs me! How cunningly ſome Women an 


play the Rogue! Ah! have Il found it out! Now, as I hop: 


for mercy, I am glad on't. I hate to have any Woman more 
Vertuous than my ſelf.— Here was ſuch a work with my 
Lady Wildair's Piety! my Lady 1W:i!dair's Conduct! and my 
Lad; Wildair's Fidelity forſooth ! -—— Now, dear Monſicur. 
you have infallibly told me the bett News:tbat I ever heard in 
my Life, Well, and ſhe was but one of us! heh! 
Monſ. Oh, Madam! me no tell Tale, me no ſcandalize 
de dead; de Picture be dumb, de Picture fay noting. | 
Lure. Come, come, Sir, no more Diltin&ons 5 l'm ſure ! 
was ſo. I wou'd have given the World for ſuch a Story ct 
her while ſhe was living. She was charitable, forſooth ! and 
ſhe was Devout, forſooih | and every body was twitted 16 
Teeth with my Lady Wildair's Reputation: And why dont 
you mark her Behaviour, and ler Diſcretion ? She Hoes 
jure 


Fire. Why, ſtab him, ſtab him now. 
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Church twice a day. — Ah! I hate theſe Congregation- 


Women. There's ſuch a fuſs apd ſuch a clutter about their 
Devotion, that it makes more nbiſe than all the Bells in the 
Pariſh —— Well, but what Advantage can you make now 
of the Picture ? | 

Monſ. De Advantage of Ten touſand Livres, pardie. — 
Attendez, vous, Madam. Dis Lady ſhe die at Montpelier in 
France; J ave de Broder in dat City dat write me one Ac- 
count dat ſhe dye in that City, and dat ſhe ſend me dis Pi- 
cture as a Legacy, wid a touſand baſe mains to de dear Mar- 
quis, de charmant Marquis, mon ceur le Marquis. 

Lure. Ay, here was Devotion! here was Diſcretion ; here 
was Fidelity! Mon ceur le Marquis! Ha, ha, hi.—— Well, 


but how will this procure the Money? 


Monſ. Now, Madam, for de France Politique. 
Lure. Ay, What is the French Politick. | FO 
Monſ. Never to tell a Secret to a Voman.— Madam 


je ſui vitre ſerviteur. | [Runs off. 
Lure. Hold, bold, Sir; we ſhan't part ſo; I will have it. 


[ Follows, 
Enter Standard and Fireball. 
Fire. Hah !- Look! look! Look ye there, Brother! See how 


they Coquet it ! Oh! Therc's a Look ! there's a Simper | there's 


a Squecze for you! Ay, now the Marquis is at it. Aon ceur; 
may foy, pardie, allens. Don't you ſee how the French Rogue, 
has the Head, and the Feet, and the Hands, and the Tongue, 
all going together? | | 
Stand, [Walking in Diſorder.) Where's my Reaſon ? Where's 
my Philoſophy 2 Where's my Religion now? : 
Fire, PII tell you where they are, in your Forchead, Sir. 


Blood! I ſay, Revenge. 


Stand. But how, dear Brother? | 
lialian, Spaniard, 


I ſay. | | 
Stand. Stab him! Why, Cuckoldom's a Hydra that bears a 
thouſand Heads; and tho' I ſhou'd cut this one off, the Mon - 
ſter ſtill wou'd ſprout. Muſt J murder all the Fops in the Na- 
tion? and to ſave my Head from Horns, expoſe my Neck to 
the Halter ? | | 
Fire. Sdeath, Sir, can't you kick and cuff— Kick one. 
Stand. Cane another, | 
Fire. Cut off the Ears of a third. 
Stand. Slit the Noſe of a fourtl. 
Fire. Tear Crevats. 
Stand, Burn Perukes. 


N 2 | 3 Fire, 
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Fire. Shoot their Coach-horſes. Eh 
Stand. A noble Plot.—— But now it's laid, how ſhall we 

put it in Executien? for not one of theſe Fellows ftirs about 
without his Guatd qu Corps. Then they're ſtout as Heroes; 

for I can aſſure you, that a Beau with ſix Foot-men fhall fight 
you any Gentleman in Chriſtendom. | 
Enter Servant. | 
Ser. Sir, here's Mr. Clincher below, who begs the Honour to 
kits your Hand. | 
Stand. Ay, Why here's another Beau. 
Fire. Let him come, let him come; I'll ſhew you how to 

manage a Beau preſently. WE y 
Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; this is a {imple inoffenſive Fellow, 

that will rather make us Diverſion, 

Fire. Diverſion! Ay. Why, I'll knock him down for Di- 
verſion. | | | ; 

Stand. No, no; prithee be quiet; I gave him a ſurfeit of 
Intriguing ſome Months ago before I was marry'd.—— Here, 


bid hun come up. He's worth your Acquaintance! Brother, 


Fire, My Acquaintance ; What is he: £7 
Stand, A Fellow of a (range Wethercock-head, very hard, 
but as light as the Wind; conſtantly full of the Times, aud 
never fails to pick up ſome Humour or other out of the pub- 
lick Reyolutions ; that proves diverting enough. Some time 
ago he had got the Travelling Maggot in his Head, and was 
going to the Fabilee upon all occaſions ; but lately, ſince the 
new Revolution in Europe, another Spirit has poſſeſs d him, 
and he runs ſtark mad after News and Politicks. 
Enter Clincher. 3 | 
Clin, News, news, Coll. great Eh! what's this Fellow? 
 Methinks he has a kind of ſuſpicious Air.— Your Ear, 


Coll. The Pope's dead. 
Sand. Where did you hear it? : 
Clin, I read it in the publick News. [Whiſpering. 
8 Stand. Ha, ha, ha.——— And why d'ye whiſper it for 4 
Secret? 


Clin. Odſo! faith, that's true — But that Fellow there; 
what is he? | | 

Stand. My Brother Fireball, juſt ome home from the Baltick. 
Qin. Odſo! Noble Captain, Fm your moſt humble and 

obedient Servant, from the Poop to the Forecalile, — Nay, 
a kiſs o tother ſide, pray. —— Now, dear Captain, tell us 


the News —— Odſo! I'm ſo pl:as'd I have met you! Well, 
the News, dear Captain. —— You {ail'd a brave Squadron 


of Men of War to the Baltic. — Well, and what then? ot 
e — irt. 


lu 
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Fire, Why then——we came back again. 

Clin, Did you, faith ?2—— Fooliſh ! fooliſh ! very fooliſh ! 
a right Sea-Captain —— But what did you do? How did 
you Fight? What Storms did you meet: And what Whales 
did you fee? : 

Fire. We had a violent Storm off the Coaſt of Jutland. 

Clin. Futland ! Ay, that's part of Portygal, —— Well, and 
ſo ;—— you enter d the Sound; and you maul'd Copen - 
lagen, faith, And then that pretty, dear, ſweet, pret- 
ty King of Sweden! What fort of Man is he, pray? 

Fire. Why, tall and Slender. Wk 

Clin, Tall and ſlender! Much about my pitch? Hch! 

Fire. Not ſo groſs, not altogether ſo low. 

Clin. No! Tm ſorry fort; very ſorry indeed. Here Parley 
enters and ftands at the Door; Clincher beckons her with his Hands 
behind going backwards, and ſpeaking to her and the Gentlemen by 
turns.) Well, and what more? And ſo you borabarded Co- 
penhagen, — (Mrs. Parley ) ——— Whiz, ſlap went the 
Bombs. (Mrs. Parley.) And ſo—— Well, not altogether 
ſo groſs, you ſay. (Here's a Letter , you Jade.) Very 
tall, you ſay ? Is the King very tall? (Here's a Guinea , 
ou Jade. [She takes the Letter, and the Coll. obſerves him.] 

em! hem! Coll, I'm. mightily troubled with the Ptyſick of 
lat —— Hem ! hem! A ſtrange Stoppage of my Breaſt 
here. Hem ! But now it is off again, Well, but Cap- 
tain, you tell us no News at all. | 

Fire. I tell you one piece that all the World knows, and 
ſtill you are a ſtranger to it. 

Clin. Bleſs me! What can this be? 

Fire. That you are a Fool. | | 

Qin. Eh! Witty, witty Sea-Captain. Odſo! And I won- 
der, Captain, that your Underſlanding did not ſplit your 
Ship to pieces. | 
Fire. Why ſo, Sir? | 
Qin. Becauſe, Sir, it is ſo very ſhallow, yery ſhallow 
There's Wit for you, Sir | | 


Enter Parley, who gives the Coll. 4 Letter. 


Odſo! A Letter! Then there's News. What, is it the 
Foreign Poſt? What News dear Coll. what News? Hark ye 
Mrs. Parley. | | | 


[He talks with Parley while the Coll reads the Letter; 
Sand. The Son of a Whore! Is it he? [Looks at Clincher. 


N 3 [Reads] 


AHlinutes Meridian diſtance current from the bearin; 7 tbe 
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[Reads.] Dear Madam. F ek 


| 1 Was. afraid to break open the Hal of your Letter, left ſbond 


violate the Work of your fair hand. [Oh! Fulſome Fop.] 
1 therefore with the Warmth of my Kiſſes tham d it aſunder. [Ay, 
here's ſuch a turn of Style, as takes a fine Lady l] I have no 
Wews, hut that the Pope's dead, and I have ſome Pacquets upon that 
Afﬀair to ſend my Correſpondent in Wales; but J ſhall wave all 
Buſmeſs, and haſten to wait on you at the Hour appointed, with the 
Wings of a Fhing-Poſt. 5 Rn 

: | Dur, 


„ | Toby Clincher, 


TAY well, Mr. Toby—— Hark ye, Brother, this Fellow's a 
Rogue. | . | 3 
Fire. A damn'd Rogue. 
Stand. See here! a Letter to my Wife! 
Fire. Sdeath! Let me tear him to pieces. | : 
Sand. No, no; We'll manage him to more advantage. 


| Take him with you to Loctets, and invent ſome way or other 


to fuddle him. Here, Mr. Clincher, J have prevail'd on my 
Brother here to give you a very particular Account of the 
whole Voyage to the Sund by his own Journal, if you pleaſe 
to honour him with your Company at Locket's, 

Jin. His own Journal! Odſo, let me {ce it. 

Sand. Shew it him. 0 | 

Fire, Here, Sir, 55 5 

Clin. Now for News [Readi.] Thurſday, Auguſt the 17:9, 
from the 6th Noon to this Day Noon Winds variable, Courſes per 
Traverſe , true Courſe protracted, with all Impediments allow d, is 
North 45 Degrees, Weſt 60 Miles, Difference of Latitude 42 Miles, 
Departure Weſt 45 Miles, Latitude per Fudgment 54 775 I 3 


and the Latitude is 88 Miles, —Odſo! Great News, Faith.—— 
Let me ſte.—— At Noon broke our Main-top-Sail-yard , being 
rotten in the Slings; two Whales Southward,—-Odfſo ! A Whale : 
Great News, Faith. Come, come along, 'Captain.—— 
But, d'ye hear? With this Proyiſo, Gentlemen, That I won © 
drink; for, hark ye, Captain, between you and I, there's a 
fine Lady in the Wind, and I ſhall have the Longitude and 
Latitude of a fine Lady, and the! 
Fire. A tine Lady ! Ah the Rogue! [Ajide. 


Clin, 
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Clin, Yes, a fine Lady, Colonel, a very fine Lady. 
Come, no Ceremony, good Captain, _ ; 
"$2 [Exeunt Fireball and Clincher. 
Stand. Well, Mrs. Parly, how go the reſt of our Aﬀairs? 
Par. Why, worſe and worſe, Sir; here's more Miſchief ſtill, 
more Branches a ſprouting. ; 
Stand. Of whoſe planting, pray ? | 
Par, Why, that impudent young Rogue, Sir Harry Wild 
ir's Brother has commenc'd his Suit, and feed Council al- 
ready, —— Look here, Sir, two Pieces, for which, by Article, 
I am to receive four, | | 
Stand. Tis a hard Caſe now, that a Man muſt give four 
Guineas for the good News of his Diſhonour. Some Men 
throw away their Money in debauching other Men Wives, 
and 1 lay out mine to keep my own honeſt : But this 18 ma- 
king a Man's Fortune! Well, Child, there's your Pay; 
and I expect, when I come back, a true Account how the 
Buſineſs goes on. LEE 
. Par. But ſuppoſe the Bus'neſs be done before you come 
ack ? | | 
Stand. No, no; ſhe han't ſeen him yet; and her Pride 
will preſerye her againſt the firſt Aſſaults. Beſides, I ſhan't 
ſtay. O Exeunt Coll. and Par. 


SCENE, changes to another Room in the ſame Houſe, 


Enter Wildair and Lurewell. 

Lure. Well now, Sir Harry, this Book you gave me! As I 
hope to breathe I think tis the beſt penn d Piece I have ſeen 
a great while, I don't know any of our Authors have writ in 
ſo florid and genteel a Style. | 3 

Mild. Upon the Subject, Madam, I dare affirm there is 
nothing extant more moving. — Look ye, Madam, I am 
an Author rich in Expreſſions; the needy Poets of the Age 
may fill their Works with Rhapſodies of Flames and Darts, 
their barren Sighs and Tears, their ſpeaking Looks and amo- 

Tous Vows, that might in Chaucers time, perhaps, have paſs d 
for Love; but now tis only ſuch as I can touch that noble 
Paſſion, and by the true, perſuaſive Eloquence, turn d in the 
moving Stile of Loxis-d'Ors, can raiſe the ravith'd Female to 
a Rapture. In ſhort, Madam, I'll match Conley in Soft- 
neſs, o er-top Milton in Sublime, banter Cicero in Eloquence, 
and Dr. Szan in Quibbling, by the help of that moſt inge- 
nious Society, call'd the Bank of England. 
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Lure. Ay, Sir Harry, I begin to hate that old thing call d 

Love; they ſay tis clear out in France. | 

Mild. Clear out, clear out, no body wears it: And here 

too, Honeſty went out with the ſlaſh'd Doublets, and Love 

with the cloſe-body'd Gowns. Love! Tis fo obſolete, ſo N 

mean, and out of Faſhion, that I can compare it to no- 

thing but the miſerable Picture of Patient Grizzle at the Head 
of an old Ballad———Faugh ! 8 
Lure. Ha, ha, ha The beſt Emblem in the World. 

Come, Sir Harry, faith we'll run it down. — Love 

Ay, methinks ] ſee the mournful Melpomene with her Hand: 

Kkerchief*at her Eye, her Heart full of Fire, her Eyes full of 

Water, her Head full of Madneſs, and her Mouth full of | 

Nonſerſe—+—Oh ! Hang it. | | As 
Wild. Ay, Madam. Then the doleful Dittics , piteous 

Flaints, the Daggers, the Poyſons! — 

Lure. Oh the Vapours ! e 

Maid. Then a Man muſt kneel, and a Man mult ſyear.-- 

There is a Repoſe, I ſes, in the next Room. I Afade. 
Lure. Unnatural Stuff! 3 
Wild, Oh, Madam, the moſt unnatural thing in the World; 1 

as fulſome as a Sack-Pocket, [Pulling her towards the Door. ] un- | 

genteel as a Wedding-Ring, and as impudent as the naked MW 

Statue was 1n the Park. [Pulls her again. 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; I hate Love thats impudent. Theſe WU » 

Poets dreſs it up fo in their Tragedies, that no modeſt Wo- WM 

man can bear it. Your way is much the more tolerable, l WW *' 

mult confeſs, ͤ „ = 

Mild. Ay, ay, Madam; I hate your rude Whining and 

Sighing ; it puts a Lady out of Countenance. {Pulling her. 
Lure. Truly fo it does. — Hang their Iinpudence. 

But where are we going? GO gs 

ud. Quly to fail at Love, Madam. [Pulls her in. 

Ct is Enter Banter. : | 

Ban. Hey! Who's here?  [Luxewell comes back. 

Lure. Pſhaw, prevented | By a Stranger too! Had it been 

my Busband now, ——Pfhaw !-— Very familiar, Sir. 

| [Banter takes up Wildair's Hat, that was dropt in the Room. 
Ban. Madam, you have dropt your Hat. 5 
Lure. Diſcover'd too by a Stranger !——W hat ſhall Ido? 
Will. [From within. Madam, you have got the molt 

confounded Peus here ! Can't you get the Colonel to write the 

Supericriptions of your Letters for you? | 

Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Barry! Don't you know that the Colo 

net can't write French? Your time is fo precious! 2 

3 7 c Mila. 
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_ Will,” Shall I direct by way of Roan or Paris? 
Lure. Which you will. f 
Ban. Madam, I very much applaud your Choice of a Se- 
cretary ; he underſtands the Intrigues of moſt Courts in Eu- 
rope they ſay. 


Enter Wildair with a Letter. 


Wild. Here, Madam, I preſume tis right, —This Gentleman 
a Relation of yours, Madam? Dem him. e. 

Ban. Brother, your humble Servant. 

Wild. Brother; By what Relation, Sir? 

Ban. Begotten by the ſame Father , born of the ſame Mo- 
ther, Brother Kindred, and Brother Beau. 

Wild. Hey-day ! How the Fellow firings his Genealogy !— 
Lock ye, Sir, you may be Brother to Tom Thumb for ought 1 


Know; but if you are my Brother, I cou'd have wiſh d you tn 


your Mother's Womb for an Hour or two longer. 3 

Ban Sr, I receivid your Letter at Oxford, with your Com- 
mands to meet you in London; and if you can remember your 
own hand, there tis. [Gives a Letter. 


ud. [ Looking over the Letter.) Oh! Pray, Sir, let me con- 


ſider you a little. By Fupiter a pretty Boy, a very pretty Boy; 


a handſome Face, good Shape, [Walks about and views him. 
well dreſs'd,——The Rogue has got a good Leg too !——Come 
Kis me, Child. —Ay, be kiſſes like one of the Family, the 
right Velvet Lip.—Can'{t thou dance, Child? 

Ban, Ouy, Monſieur. ; 

Lure. Hey-day ! French too! Why ſure, Sir, you cou'd ne- 
ver be bred at Oxford ! 
Ban. No, Madam, my Cloaths were made in London, — 
Brother, 1 have ſome Affairs of Conſequence to communicate, 
which require a little Privacy. 

Lure. Oh, Sir! I beg your Pardon, Ill leave you.. 

Sir Harry, you'll ſtay Supper? [ Exit, 

Wild, Aſſurement, Madam. 

Ban. Yes, Madam, we'll both Ray. | 

Wild. Both Sir, I'll ſend you back to your Mutton- 
Commons again. How now ? e 

Ban. No, no; I ſhall find better Mutton- Commons by 
meſſing with you, Brother. Come, Sir Harry: If you ſtay, 
I ray; if you go, allons. * 

Wild, Why, the Devil's in this young Fellow. Why 
Sirrah, haſt thou any Thoughts of being my Heir ? Why, 
you Dog, you ought to Pimp for me; you ſhou d kay : 
4 * - 2 a = | | c 
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pack of Wenches o purpoſe to ack down Matrimony, 
Don't you know, Sir, that lawful Wedlock in me is certain 
Poverty to you? Look ye, Sirrah, come along; and for my 
Diſappointment juſt now, if you dont get me a new Mi- 


ſtreſs to Night, III marry to morrow , and won't leave you 
a Groat,—— Go, TROP, like 4 dutiful Brother. 
[Puſhes him out, and Exit, 


The End of the Third RC 


8 
Fg SCE NE, 4 Tavern. 


Ente Fireball bading in Clincher. 

Fire. Ome, Sir; not drink the King s Health! 

5 Cin. Pray now, good Captain, excuſe me. Look 
here, Sir; the | Pulling out his Watch. ] critical Minute, the 
critical Minute, Faith; 

Fire. What d'y e mean, Sir? | 

(in. The Lady's critical Minute , Sir . your hum- 
bie Servant. [ Going. 

Fire. Well! The Death of this S paniſh King will 

| Clin. [ Returning.) Eh! What's that of the Pane King? 
Tell me, dear Captain, tell me. \ 

Fire. Sir, if you pleaſe to fit down, I'll tell you that old 
Don Carlos is dead. 

Jin. Dead ;——Nay, then [Sits down. 8 Here, Pen 
and Ink, Boy; Pen a d Ink clade I muſt write to my 
— in Wales trait Dead 
[ Riſes, and walks about i in Diele 
Fire. What's the matter, Sir? 

Clin. Politieks, Politicks, ſtark mad with Politicks. 

Fire. Sdeath, Fir, what have ſuch Fools as 707 to do with 
Pohticks ? 

Clin. What, Sit? The Succeſſion Not wind the Suc- 
ceſſion! 

EFire. Nay, that's minded already ; B dis ſertl'd upon a Prince 
of France. 

Clin. What, fettI'd already The beſt News that ever 
came into Enelani Come, Captain, faith and troth Cap- 
tain, here's a Health to the Luckelſſon. | 07 — 


3 | Fire a 
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Fire. Burn the Succeſſion, Sir. I won't drink it — What 
Drink Confuſion to our Trade, Religion and Liberties ! 

Clin. Ay, by all means. 
à Gentleman, and hate it mortally. Theſe Tradeſmen are 
the moſt impudent Fellows we have, and ſpoil all our good 
Manners. What have we-to do with Trade? | 
Fire. A trim Politician truly And what do you think 
of our Religion, pray ? 15 

(Jin. Hi, hi, hi- Religion And what has a Gen- 
tleman to do with Religion, pray? — And to hear a Sea- 
Captain talk of Religion! That's pleaſant, Faith. 

Fire. And have you no regard to our Liberties, Sir? 

Clin. Pſhaw! Liberties! That's a Jeſt. We Beaux ſhall 
have liberty to Whore and Drink in any Government, and 
that's all we care for. N N 


. Enter Standard. 
Dear Colonel, the rareſt News? _ 
Stand. Damn your News, Sir; why are you not drunk 
by this? © LOOT 
Clin. A very civil Queſtion, truly! ; 
Stand. Here, Boy, bring in the Brandy——Ful. 
| Clin, This is a piece of Politicks that I don't fo well com- 
prehend. N | 5 5 
Stand, Here, Sir; now drink it off, or [Dravs.) expect 
your Throat cut. 3 


r Ay, ay, this comes o'the Succeſſion; Fire and Sword 
already. 1 
Pans? Come, Sir, off with it. | 5 
Clin, Pray, Colonel, what have I done to be burnt alive? 
Sand, Drink, Sir, I ſay— Brother, manage him, I muſt 
be gone. [4fide to Fireball, and Exit. 
Fire. Ay drink, Sir. _ En) 
Clin. Eh! What the Devil, attack d both by Sea and Land! 
Lock ye, Gentlemen, if I muſt be poyſon'd, pray let 
me chuſe my own Doſe Were I a Lord now, I ſhou'd 
have the Privilege of the Block, and as I'm a Gentleman, 
pray ſtifle me with Claret at leaſt! don't let me die like a 
Bawd, with Brandy. NY 
Fire. Brandy! You Dog, abuſe Brandy! Flat Treaſon a- 
gainſt the Navy-Royal. Sirrah , T'll teach you to abuſe 
the Fleet Here, Shark. e 
| # Enter Shark. e FS 
Get three or four of the Ship's Crew, and preſs this Fellow 
aboard the Belzebub. © alk n, 
Sha. Ay, Maſter, | Exit. 


Civ 


As for Trade, d'ye ſee? Im 
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Clin. What! aboard the Belzebub — Nay, nay, dear Cap- 
tain, III chuſe to go to the Devil this way. — Here, Sir, your 
good Health ;— and my own Confuſion , I'm afraid. [Drinks 
i: off.] Oh! Fire! Fire | Flames! Brimſtone! and Tobacco! 
nd es | : Beats his Stomach, 
Fire, Here, quench it, quench it then.—Take the Glaſs, Sir. 
Clin. What, another Broadſide; Nay then, I'm ſunk down- 
right. Dear Captain, give me Quarter; conſider the pre- 
ſent juncture of Affairs; you'll ſpoil my Head, ruin my Po- 
liticks; faith you will. 
Fire. Here, Shark, 85 ä 2 
Clin. Well, well, I will drink. —— The Devil tak&.Shat 
for me. [ Drinks.] Whiz, Buz, Don't you hear it? Put your 
Ear to my Breaſt, and hear how it whizzes like a hot Iron. 
Eh! Bleſs me, how the Ship rouls . I can't ſtand 
upon my Legs, faith. Dear Captain, give me a Kiſs. —— 
Ay, burn the Succeſſion. —— Look ye, Captain, I ſhall be 
Sea- ſick preſently. [Falls into Fireball's Arms. 
5 Enter Shark, and another with a Chair. 
Fire, Here, in with him. 
Sha. Ay, ay, Sir——Avaſt, avaſt.—— Here, Boy. —— 
No Nants left. | | [Topes the Glaſs. 
Fire. Bring him along. 


Clin. Politicks, Politicks, Brandy, Politicke. 


SCENE changes to Lurewell' Apartment. 


Enter Lurewell and Parley. | 

Lure. Did you ever ſee ſuch an impudent young Rogue as 
that Banter? He follow'd his Brother up and down from 
Pace to place ſo very cloſe, that we cou'd not ſo much as 
whiſper. | 

Por I reckon, Sir Harry wil! diſpoſe of him now, Madam, 
where he may be ſecur'd.- But I wonder, Madam, why 
Clincher comes not according to his Letter! tis near the Hour. 

Lure. I wiſh, Parley, that no harm may befal me to Day; 
65 10 a moſt frightful Dream laſt Night; I dreamt of a 

ouſe. | | 
Par. Tis ſtrange, Madam, you ſhou'd be ſo much afraid 
of that little Creature that can do you no harm! 

Lure. Look ye, Girl, we Women of Quality have each of 
us ſome darling Fright, — I now hate a Mouſe ; my Lady 
Lowecards abhors a Cat; Mrs. Fiddlefan can't bear a Squirril; 
the Counteſs of Picquet abominates a Frog, and my Lady 

Szimair hates a Man. ie 


Enter Marquis running. 

Mar. Madam! Madam! Madam! Pardie voyez. 
L'Argent! L Argent! [Shews a Bag of Money. 

Lure. As H hope to breathe, he has got it——— Well, but 
how? How, dear Monſieur? 

Mar. Ah, Madam! Begar, Monſieur Sir Arry be one Pi- 
geaneau——— Voyez, Madam; me did tell him dat my 
Broder in Montpelier did furniſe his Lady wid ten touſan 
Livres for de expence of her Travaille; and dat ſhe not being 
able to write wen ſhe was dying, did give him de Picture for 
de Certificate and de Credential to receive de Money from het 
Husband. Mark ye! ; | 

Lure. The beſt plot in the World —— You told him, that 
your Brother lent her the Money in France, when her Bills, I 
ſuppoſe were delay d. Lou put in that, I preſume. 

Mar. Ouy, ouy, Madam. 5 

Lure. And that upon her Death-Bed ſhe gave your Brothet 
the Picture, as a Certificate to Sir Harry that ſhe had receiv d 
the Money, which Picture your Brother ſent over to you, with 
Commiſſion to receive the Debt! a 


Mar. Aſſurement.— Dere was the Politique, de France 


Politique !— See, Madam, wat he can do, de France Mar- 


quis! He did make de Angliſe Lady Cuckle her Husband 
when ſhe was living, and ſheat him when ſhe was dead, Be- 
gar: Ha, ha, ha. —Oh ! Pardie, cet bon. 

Lurt. Ay! But what did Sir Harry ſay * ; 

Mar. Oh! begar Monſieur Chevalier he love his Vife ; he 
lay, dat if ſhe take up a hundre touſan Livres, he wou'd re- 
pay it; he knew de Picture, he ſay, and order me de Money 


from his Stewar.—— Oh notre Dame? Monſieur Sir Arry be 


one Dupe. 


Lure. Well but, Monſieur, I long to know one thing. Was 
the Conqueſt you made of his Lady ſo eaſie? What Aſſaulis 
did you make? And what Reſiſtance did ſhe ſnew? 

Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France Marquis! Voyez, Ma- 
dam; dere was tree deux- yeux, one Serenade, an two Capre 
dat was all, begar. | 

Lure. Chatillionte! Ther's nothing in nature fo ſweet to 
a a longing Woman, as a malicious Story,— Well, Monſieur ! 

tis about a thouſand Pounds; we go Snacks. 

Mar. Snacke! Perdie, for what? why Snacke, Madani? 
Me will give you de Preſent of Fifty Louis d'Ors ; dat is ver 
good Snacke Gs you. i 3 
Lure. And you'll give me no more? Very well! 

Mar. Ver well! Ves, begar, tis ver well. Conſidre, 


Madam 
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Madam, me be de poor Refuge, me ave noting but de reli- 
gious Charite and de France Politique, de Fruit of my own 
Addreſs, dat is all. W | 

Lure. Ay, an Object of Charity, with a thouſand Pound 
in his Fiſt! Emh! Oh Monſieur ; that's my Husband, I know 


his kuock. [Knocking below.] He muſt not fee you. Get in- 


to the Cloſet till by and by, [Harries him in.] and if I dont 
be reveng'd upon your France Politique, then have I no Epgiiſ 


Politique. Hang the Money! 1 wou'd not for twice a 
Thouſand: Pound forbear abuſing this Virtuous Woman to 
her Husband. „F 

Enter Parley. 


Par. Tis Sir Harry, Madam. 
Lure. As I cou'd wiſh. Chairs! 
Enter Wildair. 
Wild. Here, Mrs. Parley, in the firſt place J ſacrifice a Loi. 


d'Or to thee for good luck. 


Par. A Guinea, Sir, will do as well. 

Wild, No, no, Child; French Money is always molt ſucccs- 
ful in Bribes, and very much in faſhion, Child. 

Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry. 

Dick. Sir, will you pleaſe to have your own Night-Caps? 

Wild, Sirrah ! 

Dick, Sir, Sir! ſhall I order your Chair to the back-doct 
by Five a Clock in the Morning? | 

Wild. The Devil's in the Fellow. Get you gone. 
[Dicky runs out.] Now, dear Madam, I have ſecur'd my 
Brother, you have diſpos d the Colonel, and we may rail at 
Love till we han't a Word more to ſay. | 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry.--—Pleaſe to ſit a little, Sir.——You 
muſt know I'm in a ſtrange Humour of asking you tome Que- 
ſtions. How did you like your Lady, pray Sir? 

Wild. Like her! —— Ha, ha; ha. — So, very well, faith, 
that for her very ſake I'm in love with every Woman I meet. 

Lure, And did Matrimony pleaſe you extremely? 

Wild. So very much, that it Polygamy were allow'd, I wou'd 
have a new Wife every Day 

Lure. Oh, Sir Harry! This is Raillery. But your ſerious 
Thoughts upon the Matter, pray. | 

Wild. Why then, Madam, to give you my true Sentiments 
of Wedlock: I had a Lady that I marry d by chance, ſhe 


was Vertuous by chance, and I loy'd her by great chance. 


Nature gave her Beauty, Education and Air, and Fortune 
threw a young Fellow of Five and twenty in her Lap.—— 
I courted her all Day, lov'd her all Night, ſhe was my Mi- 


ſtreſs 
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ſtreſs one Day, my Wife another : 1 found in One the yarie- 
ty of a Thouſand, and the very confinement of Marriage gave 
me the Pleaſure of Change. | UAE ht 


Lure. And ſhe was very Vertuous. 3 

Wild. Look ye, Madam, you know ſhe was Beautiful. She 
had good Nature about her Mouth , the Smile of Beauty in 
her Cheeks, ſparkling Wit in her Forehead, and ſprightly 
Love in her Eyes. © | N 

Lure. Pſhaw! I knew her very well; the Woman was well 
enough. But you don't anſwer my Queſtion, Sir. 
Mid. So, Madam, as I told you before, ſhe was Young 
and Beautiful, 1 was Rich and Vigorous; my Eſtate gave a 
Luſtre to my Love, and a Swing to our Enjoy ment; round, 


like the Ring that made us one, our golden Pleaſures carcl'd 


without end. | | | | 
Lure. Golden Pleaſures! Golden Fidd leſticks. What 
d' ye tell me of your canting Stuff? Was ſhe vertuous, I ſay? 
Wild. Ready to burſt with Envy ; but I will torment thee 
a little. LAſide.] So, Madam, I powder'd to pleaſe her, ſhe 
dreſs'd to engage me! we toy d away the Morning in amo- 
rous Nonſenſe, loll'd away the Evening in the Park, or the 
Play-houſe, and all the Night ——Hem |— 
Lure. Look ye, Sir, anſwer my Queſtion, or I ſhall take it ill. 
Wild. Then, Madam, there was never ſuch a Pattern of Uni- 
ty. — Her Wants were ſtill prevented by my Supplies; my 


| own Heart whilper'd me her Deſires, *cauſe ſhe her ſelf was 


there; no Contention ever roſe , but the dear Strife of who 
ſhou'd moſt: oblige ; no Noiſe about Authority: for neither 
wou'd Roop to Command, cauſe both thought it Glory to 


"ns 

Lure. Stuff! ſtuff! Ruff !— I won't believe a Word on't. 
| Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Then, Madam, we never felt the Yoak 
of Matrimony, becauſe our Inclinations made us one; a Power 


ſuperior to the Forms of Wedlock, The Marriage-Torch had 


Joſt its weaker Light in the bright Flame of mutual Love that 
Jjoin'd our Hearts before; Then 


Lure, Hold, hold, Sir; 1 cannot bear it; Sir Harry, Im 
aftronted. 5 a 


Mild. Ha, ha, ha. Affronted! 
Lure. Ves, Sir; 'tis an Affront to any Woman to hear 


ano her commended ; and I will reſent it. — In ſhort, 


Sir Harry, your Wife was a— — 

Nd Buz, Madam. — No Detraction.— Tl tell you 
Wai the was. — So much an Angel in her Conduct, that 
tho I ſaw another in her Arms, I ſhould have n ar 

| evi 
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Devil had rais d the Phantom, and my more conſcious Rea- 
ſon had given my Eyes the Lie. | 

L.ire. Very well! Then I an't to be believed it ſeetns;——. 
But, d'ye hear, Sir? | 

Mild. Nay, Madam, do you hear? I tell you, tis not in 
the power of Malice to caſt a Blot upon her Fame; and tho 
the Vanity of our Sex, and the Envy of yours, conſpir'd both 
againſt her Honour, I wou'd not hear a Syllable. 


[Stopping bis Ear; 


Lure. Why then, as I hope to breathe, you ſhall hear it.— 
The Picture! the Picture! the Picture! [ Bavling aloud. 
Mid. Ran, tan, tan; A Piftol-bullet from Ear to Ear. 
Lure. That Picture which you had juſt now from the French 
Marquis, for a thouſand Pound ; that very Picture did your 
very Vertuous Wife ſend to the Marquis as a Pledge of her 
very vertuous and dying Aﬀection. So that you are both 
robbꝰd of your Honour, and cheated of your Money. Aloud. 
Mid. Louder, louder, Madam. 


Lare. I tell you, Sir, your Wife was a Jilt; I know it, 11 


ſwear it.— She Vertuous! She was 4 Devil. 

Wild. [Sings.] Fal, al, deral. 5 5 

Lure. Was ever the like ſeen! He won't hear me burſt 
with Malice, and now he won't mind me Won't you 
hear me yet ? ; 

Wild. No, no, Madam. 


Livre, Nay, then I can't bear it. [Burſts out 4 Crying..— 


Fir, 1 mult ſay that you're an unworthy Perſon, to uſe a Wo- 
man of Quality at this rate, when ſhe has her Heart full of 
Malice; I don't know but it may make me Miſcarry. Sir, I 
ſay again and again; that ſhe was no better than one of us, 
and 1 know it; 1 have ſeen it with my Eyes, fo I have. 


Wild. Good Heav'ns deliver me, 1 beſeech thee. How ſhall 


1 ſcape! - | 

Lure. Will you hear me yet ? Dear Sir Harry, do but heat 
me; I'm longing to ſpeak, 

Wild, Oh! I have it. Huſh, huth, huſh. 

Lure. Eh! What's the matter? 

Wild. A Mouſe! a Mouſe ! a Mouſe! 

Lure, Where ? where? where? 3 

Wild. Your Pettycoats, your Pettycoats, Madam! 


Lure. ſbriels and runs ff. 


Wild, Oh my Head! I was never worſted by a Woman 
before. Bur I have heard ſo much as to know the Marquis 
to be a Villain. [ Knocking. ] roy then, I nwtt run fort. 

The Entry is ſtopt by a Chalr 
coming 


[Rant out, and retuf n. 


— a. 


— 
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coming in; 7and ſomething there is in that Chair that 1 will 
diſcover, if I can find a place to hide my ſelf. [Goes 10 the Co- 
ſet-door.) Falt ! I have Keys about me for moſt Locks about 
t. Fames's, —— Let me ſee. [Tries one Key. No, no 
this opens my Lady Plant horn s Back- door. [Tries another, 
Nor this; this is the Key to my Lady Stakeall's Garden, 
[Tries a third 4 Ay, ay, this does it, Faith. 2225 
I Goet into the Cloſer, my peeps ont? 
Enter Stark, and another with Clincher in 4 Order ; 8 Yo + 
Par. Hold, hold, Friend; who gave uu rder to lug in 
your dirty Chair into the Houſe 2: 
* Sha. My Maſter, Sweetheart. 
Par. Who is your Maſter, Impudence 9 


Sha. Every body, Sawce-box.— And for the TY here's 3 


my Maſter! 5 if you have any thing to Jay to him, there 
= for ye. [ Lug, Clincher ont of the Chair, and throms him 2 
the Hoor.] Steer away, Jom. 
Wild. What the Devil, Mr. Fubilt, is it you? 1 
Par. Bleſs me! the Gentleman 8 dead! Murder! Murder 
Enter Lurewell. 
Lure. Protect me! What's the matter, Clincher ? 
Par. Mr. Clincher, are you dead, Sir ? 
(lin. Yes. 
25 4 then tis well enough, — - Arc you drink; Sir ö 9 
in. No. 

Lure. Well! bertaitiy i m the wolt unſortunite Wendy TR 
ring: All my Affairs, all my Deſigns, all my Intrigues, miſcat- 
ry. —Faugb! the Beaſt! But, Sir, what's the matter with you? 

Clin. Politicks. 
Par, Where have you been, Sir? 
Clin, Shark ! - 


| Lure. What ſhall v we do with bim, pan: ; if the Colonel . 


ſhon'd come home now. we were ruin d. 
Enter Standard. 
Oh ineyitable Deſtruction! . 


Wild. Ay, ay; unleſs I iclicve her now, all the Would t 
fave her. 


Stand. Bleſs 1 me! What's here? Who are you, TY 
Clin, Brandy. 


Fand. See there, Madam! 1 Behold the Man n that you 
prefer to me !, And ſuch as. He are all thoſe p-Gallanty 
that daily haunt my Houſe, ruin yopr Honour 4 and 11 
my, niet urge Dot the ſacred Bond of Marriage;.. 


babe Jour earneſt Yows of "ys to me; and only "£48 | 
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Caſe in equal Ballance; and ſee whoſe Merit bears the greatet 
weight, his or mine. | x 

Mild. Well argu'd, Collonel. 


Stand. Suppoſe your ſelf freely diſingag d, unmarrry'd and 


to make a choice of him you thought moſt worthy of your 
Love; wou'd you prefer a Brute? a Monkey? one deſtin'd 
only for the Sport of Man ?— Yes; take him to your Bed; 
there let the Beaſt diſgorge his fulſom Load in your fair, lovely 


Boſom, ſnore out his Paſſion in your ſoft Embrace, and with 


the Vapours of his ſick Debauch, perfume your ſweet Apart- 
ment. 5 1 Ts 

Lure. Ah nauſeous! nauſeous! Poyſon! 
Stand. 1 ne er was taught to ſet a value on my ſelf: But 
when compar to him, there Modeſty mult ſtoop, and In- 
dignation give my words a looſe, to tell you, Madam, that I 


am a Man unblemiſh'd in my Honour, have nobly ſerv'd my 
King and Country; and for a Lady's Service, I think that 


Nature has not been defective. 
Wild, Egad 1 ſhou d think ſo too; the Fellows well made. 
Sand. Im young as He, my Perſon too as fair to outward 
view; and for my Mind, I thought it cou d diſtinguiſh right, 
and therefore made a choice of you.— Your Sex have bleſsd 
our Iſle with Beauty, by diſtant Nations priz d; and coud 
they place their Loves aright, their Lovers might acquire the 
Eney of Mankind, as well as They the Wonder of the World. 
Mild. Ay, now he coaxes.— He will conquer unleſs I re- 
| Here her in time; She begins to melt already. 

Stand. Add to all this, I love you next to Heav'n ; and by 
that Heav'n I ſwear, the conſtant ſtudy of my Days and 
Nights have been to pleaſe my deareſt Wife. Your Pleaſure 
never met controul from me, nor your Deſires a Frown. 


—— I never mention'd my diſtruſt before, nor will I now 


wrong your diſcretion, ſo as er to think you made him an 
Appointment. | : 8 8 
Lure. Generous, generous Man! : [Weeps, 
Mild. Navy, then tis time for me; I will relieve her. 
[ He ſteals out of the Cloſet, and coming behind Standard, claps bin 
on the Shoulder.) Collonel, your humble Servant. —— 
Stand. Sir Harry ; how came you hither? 7 
Wild. Ah, poor Fellow! Thou haſt got thy Load with a wit 
nels; bur the Wine was bumming Rrong ; 1 have got a touch 


on't my ſelf. gp 7 A [ Reels a little. 
Stand Wine, Sir Harry! What Wine? | 
Nd. Why, *twas new Burgundy, heady Stuff: But the Dog 
vas ſoon gone, knock d under preſently, 
— | Stand, 
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Stand. What, then Mr. Qincher was with you, it ſeems? 


Eh! | 
Mild. Yes faith, we have been together all this Afternoon; 
'Tis a pleaſant fooliſh Fellow. He would needs give me a 
Welcome to Town, on Pretence of hearing all the News from 
the Jubilee. The Humour was new to me; ſo to't we went. 
Bur *tis a weak-headed Coxcomb ; two or three Bum- 
rs did his Buſineſs. — Ah, Madam! What do I deſerve 
or this? | Il Aide to Lurewell. 
Lure. Look ye there, Sir; yeu ſee how Sir Harry has clear d 
my Innocence. — 'm oblig d t ye, Sir; but 1 muſt leave you 
to make it out. . [To Wild. aud Ex. 
Stand. Yes, yes; he has clear d you wonderfully, But 
pray, Sir. I ſuppoſe you can inform me how Mr. Clincher 
came into my Houſe? Eh! | : IS 
Wild. Ay: Why, you muſt know, that the Fool got pre- 
ſently as drunk as a Drum; fo 1 had him tumbl d into a 
Chair, and order'd the Fellows to carry him home. Now you 
mult know, he lodges but three Doors off; but the Boobies, 
it ſeems, miſtook the Door, and brought him 1n here, like a 
Brace of Loggerheads, 
Stand. Oh, yes; Sad Loggerheads, to miſtake a Door in 
James Street for a Houſe in Covent-Garden, Here. 
Enter Servants, OL. 
Take away that Brute. [Servants carry off Clincher, 
And you ſay twas new Burgundy, Sir Harry, very ſtrong. 
Mild. Egad, there is ſome Trick in this Matter, and I ſhall 
be diſcover d. [Aſide.] Ay, Collonel; but I muſt be gone: 
Im engag' d to meet — Collonel, I'm your humble Ser- 
vant. [ Going. 
Stand. But, Sir Harry, where's your Hat, Sir? 
Wild. Oh Morbleau! Theſe Hats, Gloves, Canes, and 
Swords, are the ruin of all our Deſigns. l lde. 
Stand, But where's your Hat, Sir Harry? N 
Wild, I'll never intrigue again with any thing about me but 
what is juſt bound to my Body. How ſhall I come off? 
Hark ye, Collonel, in your Ear; I wou'd not have your La- 
dy hear it —You muſt know, juſt as I came into the Room 
here, what (hou'd I ſpy but a great Mouſe running acroſs that 
© Ciolet-door. I took no notice, for fear your Lady ſhould be 
| frighted, but with all my force, (d'ye ſee,) 1 flung my Hat at 
= 1t, and ſo threw: it into the Cloſet, and there it lies. 


Stand, And ſo, thinking to kill the Mouſe, you flung your 
Hat into that Cloſet, | * 


9 2 


Wild 
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Wild. Ay, ay; that was all. I'll go fetch it. 5 

Stand. No, Sir Harry, I Il bring it out. [Goes into the Coſet. 

. - Wild, Now bave I told a matter of twenty Lies 1n a Breath, 
- Stand, Sir Harry! is this the Mouſe that you threw your Hat 

at ? [Standard comes in with the Hat in one Hand, and © 

"4 hawling in the Marquis with the other, 

Mild. Im amaz d! | 


Mar. Pardie, Im amaze too. x | 

| Stand. Look ye, Monſieur Marquis, as for your part, 1 

ſhall cut your Throat, Sir, | | 

Mild. Give me leave; 1 muſt cut bis Throat firſt, 
Mar. Wat! Bote cut my Troat! Begar, Meſſieurs, I have 

but one Troat. 5 

ag Enter Parley; and runs to Standard. 

Par. Sir, the Monſieur 1s innocent ; he came upon another 
Deſign. My Lady begins to be penitent, and, if you make 
any Noiſe, twill ſpoil all. 5 | 

Stand. Look ye, Gentlemen, I have too great a Confidence 
in the Vertue of my Wife, to think it in the Power of you, or 
you, Sir, to wrong my Honour: But I am bound to guard 
her Reputation, ſo that no Attempts be made that may pro- 
voke a Scandal: Therefore, Gentlemen, let me tell you, 'tis 


time to deſiſt. f 1 [Exit. 
Mid. Ay, ay; fo tis faith — Come, Monſieur, 1 muſt 
talk with you, Sir. ; | [Excunt, 


A C T: 
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ee 4s 18 
' SCENE, Standard's Houſe. - © 


Enter Standard and Fireball. | 
Stand. IN ſhort, Brother, a Man may talk till Doomſday of 
1 Sin, Hell, and Damnation; but your Rhetorick will 
ne er convince a Lady that there's any thing of a Devil in a 
handfome Fellow with a fine Coat. You muſt ſhew the 
Cloven- foot expoſes the Brute, as I have done; and tho her 
Vertue ſleeps her Pride will ſurely take th Alarm. | 
Hire. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one of the Rogues 


' Ears before you ſent him away. 


.* * 


Stand. No, no; the Fool has ſerv'd my turn, without the 
Scandal of a publick Reſentment ; and the Effect has ſhewn 
that my Deſign was right; I've touch d her very Heart, and 


the relents apace. | | 
Enter Lurewell running. 4 
Lure. Oh! My Dear, ſave me! I'm frighted out of my 


1 | 2 
Fire. Blood and Fire! Madam, vrho dare touch you? 


4 


* [Draws his Sword and fands before her. 


Lure. Oh, Sir! A Ghoſt! A Ghoſt! I have ſeen it twice. 
Fire, Nay then , we Soldiers have nothing to do with 
Ghoſts ; ſend for the Parſon.  [ Sheaths his Sword. 
Stand. Tis Fancy, my Dear, 2 but Fancy. | 
Lure, Oh dear Collonel ! YI never lie alone again; I'm 
frighted to Death; I ſaw it twice; twice it ſtalæ d by my 
8 „ and with a hollow Voice utter d a piteous 
roan. 
Stand. This is ſtrange! Ghoſts by Day- light Come, 
my Dear, along with we; don't ſhrink, we'll ſee to find 
. this Gholf. IS hs [Exennt, 


SCENE changes to the Street. 
Enter Wildair, Marquis, and Dicky. 


Wild. Dich! 

Dick. Sir. 3 

Wild. Do you remember any thing of a thouſand Pounds 
lent to my Wife in Ampelier by a French Gentleman? 


O3 Mar. 


| 
| 
i 
| 


4 —ẽ — . — 
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Mar. Ouy, Monſieur Dich), you remembre de Gentilman; 
he was one Marquis. | | 
Dick. Marqui, Sir! I think, for my part, that all the Men 
in France are Marqui's. We met above a thouſand Marqui's, 
but the Devil a one of em cou'd lend a thouſand Pence, muſt 
leſs a thouſand Pound, = 
Mar. Morbleu, qui dit vous, Bougre le Chien? 
Wild, Hold, Sir, pray anſwer me one Queſtion? What made 
you fly your Country ? 8 ay 
Mar. My Religion, Monſieur, 
Mila. So you fled for your Religion out of Fnace; and are 
r Atheiſt in England? A very tender Conſcience 
Mar. Begar, Monſieur, my Conſcience be de ver tendre; 
he no ſuffre not his Maſtre to ſtarve, pardie. 
Wild. Come, Sir, no Ceremony ; refund, 
Mar. Refunde | Vat is dat refunde ? Parlez France , 
Monſieur? . £ 
Wild. No, Sir; I tell you in plain Engliſh, return my Mo- 
ney, or III lay you by the Heels. | 3 
Mar. Oh! Begar dere is the Anglis-man now. Dere is de 
Law for me. De Law! Ecout, Monſieur Sir Arry—— Voyez 
{a-— De France Marquis ſcorn de Law. My Broder lend 
your Vife de Money, and here is my Witneſs. [ Draws. 
Mill. Your Evidence, Sir, is very poſitive, and ſhall be ex- 
amin'd : But this is no place to try the Cauſe ; we'll croſs 
the Park into the Fields; you ſhall throw down the Money be- 
tween us, and the beſt Title, upon a fair hearing, ſhall take 


it up.—Allons | LExit. 
Mar. Oh! De tout mon cœur.— Allons | Fient a la 
tate, begar. | Exit. 


N sck NE, Lurewell's Apartment. 


2: Enter Lurewell and Parley. 5 
Turt. Pſhaw! Im ſuch a frightful Fool! Iwas nothing 
but a Fancy. Come, Parley, get me Pen and Ink, Il 
divert it, Sir Harry ſhall know what a Wife he had, I'm re- 
ſoly d. Tho' he wou'd not hear me ſpeak, he'll read my Let- 
ter ſure, | [Sits down to write, 

Ghoſt. [ From within. Hold, p 

Lure. Protect me Parley, don't leave me,— But! 
wont mind it. N | 


Gboſt. Hold. 


p Lure, 
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Lure. Defend me! Don't you hear a Voice? 
Par. I thought ſo, Madam. 
Lure. It calld hold. 111 venture once more, . 

© [Sits down to write, 
Ghoſt, Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead. 

Lure. Now tis plain. I heard the Words. 
Par. Deliver us, Madam, and forgive us our Sins! What 

is it? 

Gboſt enters, Lurewell and Fey ſhriek, and run to a Corner of 


the Stage. | ij | 
Ghoſt, Behold the airy Form o wrong d flaps, PEEP 1 
| Forc'd from the Shades below to vindicate her Fame. | 
Forbear, malicious Woman, thus to load . 
With ſcandalous Reproach the Grave of Innocence. 1 
Repent, vain Woman! | ; ; 9 
Thy Matrimonial, Vow is regiſterd abore, {i 
And all the Breaches of that ſolemn Faith | 
Are regiſter d below. I'm ſent to warn thee to re- 
-—pent.. i 
Forbear to wrong thy injurd Husband's Bed, ' 
Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead. [Stalks off. 
[Lurenell ſwoons, and Parley ſupports her. 
Par, Help! help! help! Ii 
Enter Standard aud Fireball. ji 
Stand. Bleſs us! What, fainting! What's the matter? {i} 
Fire. Breeding, breeding, Sir. 
Par. Oh, Sir! We're Frighted to Death; here has been the 
Ghoſt again. . : 
| Stand. Ghoſt! Why you're mad, ſure! What Ghoſt? 
Par. The Ghoſt of Angelica, Sir Harry Wildair's Wile, 
Stand, Angelica! a | 
Par. Yes, Sir; and here it preach'd to us the Lord knows 1 
what, and murder d my Miſtreſs with mere Morals, 0 
Fire. A good hearing, Sir; twill do her good. | 1 
Stand. Take her in, Parley, [Parley leads ont Lure well. 
What can this mean, Brother? Li” : 
Fire, The meaning's plain, There's a deſign of Communi- 
cation between WA and Sir Harry; ſo his Wife 1s come 
to forbid the Bans, that's all. 8 : 
Stand. No, no, Brother. If I may be induc'd to believe 
the walking of Ghoſts, I rather fancy that the rattle-headed 
Fellow her Husband has broke the poor Lady's Heart ; which, 
together with the Indignity of her Burial, has made her un - 
eaſie in her Grave. But whatever be the cauſe, it's fit we 
immediately find out Sir Harry, and inform him. [ Exeunt. 
— O 4 SCENE 
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SCENE, the Pork. 


Company wal ling; Wildair and Marquis paſſing bfily er over the 
Stage, one calls. | 
Lord. Sir Harry. 


| Wie My Lord [>———Monſieur, 1 II follow you, Sir. 
[Exit Marquis, | 

Zo. I muſt talk with you, Sir, 
IVild: Pray, my Lord, let it be yery ſhort, for I was never 
| in more haſte in my Life,” - 

To. May! preſume, Sir, to enquire the Cauſe that detain'd 
you ſo late laſt Night at my Houſe ? 

Wild, More Miſchief again! — Perhaps, my Lord, I may 
not preſume to inform you. 
Lo. Then perhaps, Sir, I may preſuine to extort it from 
you... 

Wild. Look ye, my J. ord, don't frown ; it ſpoils your Face. 
—— But, if you mn know, your Lady owes me two bur. 
dred Guincas, and that Sum | will prefuone to extort from 
your Lordſhip. 


0 Two undred Guineas! Have you any thing to ſhow 
or it? 

Wild, Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my Lord, I ſnew'd Quint 
and Quator? for it; and, to a Man of Honour, that 8 as firm 
as a Bond and Judg ment. 


Lo. Come, Fir, 1925 wo nt paſs upon me; Fm a Man ot 
Honour. 

Wild, Honour! Ha, ha, 11 Tis very ſtrange! That 
ſome Men, tho' their Education be never ſo Gallant, will 
ne er learn Breeding ! Lock ye, my Lord, when you 
and I were under the Tuition ot our Governors, and convers'd 
only with old Cicero, Livy, Virgil, Plutarch, and the like; 
why then ſuch a Man was a Villain, and ſuch a one was a 
Man of Honour: But now, that I have known the Court, 
a little of what they call "the Beaumonde, and the Belle- 
eſprit, 1 find that Honour looks as ridiculous as Roman 
Buskins upon your Lordſhip, „or my full Peruke upon e 

Africanus. | 

Lo. Why thou'd you think fo, Sir? 

Wild, Becauſe the World's improv'd, my Lord, and w: 
find that this Honour is a very troubleſome and impertinent 
thing. Can't we live together like good Neighbours and 
Chriſtians, as they do in France? I lend you my Coach, 1 
borrow yours; you dine with me, I ſup with you; L 2 
| I 
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with your Wife, and you lie with mine. Honour! 
That's ſuch an Impertinence!, —— Pray, my Lord, heat 
me. What does your Honour think of murdering your Friend's 
Reputation? Making a ſeſt of his Misfortunes ? Cheating him 
at Cards, debauching his Bed, or the like? N 
Lo. Why rank Villa. ITY 
Wild. Pith! Piſh! Nothing but good Manners, Exceſs of 
ood Manners. Why, you hant been at Court lately. There 
tis the only Practice to ſhew our Wit and Breeding,--——As 
_ for Inflance, Yous Friend reflects upon you when abſent, 
becauſe tis good Manners; rallies you when preſent, - becauſe 
tis witty; cheats you at Piquet, to ſhew he has been in 
France; and lies with your Wife , to ſhewhe's a Man of 
3 es TR ins carey 
FTT 85 = 
Wild. In ſhort, my Lord, you have a wrang Notion of 
things. Shou'd a Man with a handſome Wife reyenge all Af- 
fronts done to his Honour, poor White, Chaves, Morris, Loc- 
tet, Pawlet, and Pontack, were utterly ruin d. TY 
„„ éÜͤ”»-:/u é 


Wild. Becauſe, my Lord, you muſt run all their Cuſto- 
mers quite through the Body. Were it not fox abuſing your 
Men of Honour, Taverns, and Chocolate-houles cou d not 
ſubſiſt; and were there but a round Tax laid upon Scandal, 
and falſe Politicks, we Men of Figure wou'd find it much 
heavier than four Shillings in the Pound. Come, come, 
my Lord; no more ont, for Shamez your Honour is ſafe e- 
uough, for I have the Key of its Back-door in my N 
s off. 
Lo. Sir, 1 (hall meet you another time. Tet 


SCENE, the Fields. 


Enter Mar uis with a Servant carrying his fighting page, = 
Pumps, Cap, &c. He dreſſes himſelf accordingly, and flowiſhes 
about the Stage. es, _ 


Mar. Sa, ſa, fa, fient a la Tate. Sa, Embaracade; Quart 

ſur redouble. Hey! 8 | | 
- rk Enter Wildair. 3 Fil 

* Wild. Ha, ha, ha; the Devil! Muſt I fight with a Tum: 

bler? Theſe French ate as great Fops in their Quarxels, as in 

their Amours. „ 


Lie. Alias! Allons! Stripe, fiipe. 


—_—— * * 
8 22 ä A 
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Wild. No, no, Sir; I never ſtrip to engage a Man; I fight 
as I dance.——Come, Sir, down with the Money. 
Mo. Dere it is, pardie. [Lays down the Bag between um.] 
Allons— | 
Enter Dicky, and gives Wildair a Gun. 
Morbleu! que ſa? | | 
Mid. Now, Monſieur, if you offer to ſtir, III ſhoot you 
3 the Head Dich, take up the Money, and carry it 
ome. » = 
Dick. Here it is, Faith: And if my Maſter be kill'd, the 
Money's my own. 
Mar. Oh Morbleu! de Anghs-man be one Coward. 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Where 1s your France Politique, now? 
Come, Monſieur ; you muſt know I ſcorn to fight any Man 
for my own; but now we're upon the level; and ſince you 
have been at the trouble of putting on your Habiliments, I muſt 
requite your Pains. So come on, Sir. 
[Lys domn the Gun, and uſes his Sword. 
Mar. Come on! For wat? Wen de Money is gone! De 
France - man fight where dere is no Profit! Pardonnez, moy, 
pardie. | [Sits down to ww off his Pumps, 
Wild. Hold, hold, Sir; you muſt fight. Tell me how you 
came by this Picture? 5 | 
Mar. (Starting up.) Wy den, begar, Monſieur Chevalier, 
ſince de Money be gone, me will ſpeak de veritie ; — Par- 
die, Monſieur, me did make de Cuckle of you, and your 
Vife ſend me de Picture for my pain. 
Wild. Look ye, Sir, if I thought you had Merit enough to 
gain a Lady's Heart from me, I wou'd ſhake Hands immedi- 
_ ately, and be Friends: But as 1 believe you to be a vain ſcan- 


dalous Lyar, Vil cut your Throat. | [They fight. 
| Enter Standard and Fireball, who par: em. 
Stand. Hold, hold, Gentlemen. Brother, ſecure the 


Marquis. Come, Sir Harry, put up; 1 have ſomething to 
ſay to you very ſerious, b 
Mild. Say it quickly then; for I am a little out of Humour, 
and want ſomething to make me laugh. 

I. they tall Marquiſs dreſſes, and Fireball helps him. 

Stand. Will what's very ſerious make you laugh? 

Mild. Moſt of all. | | | 
- Stand. Pſhaw! Pray, Sir Harry, tell me, What made you 
leave your Wife ? enki 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! I knew it. Pray, Collonel, What 

makes you ay with your Wiſe? R 


Stand. 
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Stand. Nay, but pray anſwer me directi/; I beg it as a 
Favour. | | "FF 7 

Wild. Why then, Collonel, you muſt know we were a pair 
of the moſt happy, toying, fooliſh People in the World, till 
ſhe got, I don't know how, a Crotchet of Jealouſie in her 
Head. This made her frumpiſh ; but we bad ne er an an- 


ery word: She only fell a crying over Night, and I went for 


Italy next Morning. But pray no more ont. Are you 
hurt, Monſieur ? | 


Stand. But, Sir Harry, you'll be ſerious when I tell you 


that her Ghoſt appears. 5 
Wild. Her Ghoſt ! Ha, ha, ha. That's pleaſant, Faith. 
Stand. As ſure as Fate, it walks in my Houſe. 

Wild. In your Houſe | come along! Collonel. By the Lard 

IIII kiſs it. ; LExeunt Wild. and Stand. 

Mar. Monſieur le Capitain, Adieu. 

Fire. Adieu! No, Sir, you ſhall follow Sir Harry. 

Mar. For wat? 


Fire, For whas! Why, d'ye think I'm ſuch a Rogue as to 


part a couple of Gentlemen when they're fighting, and not 
ſee em make an end ont; I think it a leſs Sin to part Man 
and Wife, — Come along, Sir. 5 | 

[Exit pulling Monſieur. 


SCENE, Standard's Houſe, 


Enter Wildair and Standard. | 125 
Wild. Well then ; This, it ſeems, is the inchanted Cham - 
ber. The Ghoſt has pitch'd upon a handſome Apartment 
— Well, Gollonel » When do you intend to be- 
wy t | 
Stand. What, Sir? a 
Wild. To 9 5 at me; I know you deſign it. 


Stand. Ha! By all that's powerful there it is. 
Ghoſt walks croſs the Stage. | 
Wild. The Devil it is !——Emh ! Blood, I'll ſpeak to't — 
Vous, Mademoiſelle Ghoſt , parlez vous Frangoisz?———No ! 


Hark ye, Mrs. Ghoſt, will your Ladyſhip be pleas d to in- 
form us who you are , that we may pay you the ReſpeR due 
to your Quality. [Ghoſt returns. 
Gf. I am the Spirit of thy departed Wife. 1 55 
Mild. Are you, Faith! Why then here's the Body of thy 


living Husband, and ſand me if you dare. {Rmns to her 


and embraces ber.] Ha! tis Subſtance , I'm ſure. But 


hold, 
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hold, Lady Ghoſt, ſtand off a little, and tell me in good 
earneſt now, whether you are alive or dead? © 
Ang, [Throwing of her Shroud. J——Alive! alive! [Runs and 
throws her Arms about his Neck.) and never liv d fo much as 
1n this moment. „„ „ 
' Wild, What d'ye think of the Ghoſt now, Collanel ? [She 
bangs upon him.] Is it not a very toying Ghoſt ? 
Stand. Amazement! a 
Mild. Ay, tis Amazement, truly.-— Look ye, Madam, 
I hate to coiwerſe fo ſamiliarly with Spirits: Pray keep your 
diſtance. — 75 
Ang. ] am alive, indeed I am. | 
Mild. 1 don't be ieve a word ont. loving amg. 
Stand. Sir Harry, you're more afraid now than before. 
Wild. Ay, moſt Men are more afraid of a living Wife than 
a dead one: TS EF, 4 8 
Stand. Tis good Manners to leave you together however. 
ä Ws Exit. 
Ang. Tis unkind, my Dear, after ſo long and * an 
Abſence, to act the Stranger ſo. I now ſhall die in earneſt, 
and mult for ever vamſa from your Sight. 
| : | Meeping and going. 
Wild. Hold, hold, Madam. Don't be angry, my Dear; 
you took me unprovided : Had you but ſent me word of your 
coming, I had got three or four Speeches out of Oroonoto and 
the Mounning Brile upon this Occaſion , that wou'd have 
charm'd your very heart. But we'll do as well as we can; 
I'll have the Muſick from both Houſes ; Pawlet and Locket 
1765 contrive for our Taſte; we'll charm our Ears with Abels 
Voice; feaſt our Eyes with one another; and thus, with all 
our Senſes tun'd to Love, we'll hurl off our Cloaths, leap 
into Bed, and there Look ye, Madam, if J don't wel- 
come you home with Raptures more natural and more moving 
than all the Plays in ¶riſtendom 1 Il ſay no more. © 
Ang, As mad as ever. | 5 
| Will But eaſe my Wonder firſt, and let me know the Rid- 
dle of your Death. 85 98 
Ang. Vour unkind Departure hence, and your avoidin 
me abroad, made me reſolve, ſince I cou'd not live wit 
you, to die to all the World beſides; I fancy d, that tho it 
exceeded the force of Love, yet the Power of Grief perhaps | 
might change your humour, and therefore had it given out 
that I dy'd in France; my Sickneſs at Montpelier, which in- 
deed was next to Death, and the Affront offer d to the Body 
of our Ambaſſador's Chaplain at Paris, conduc d to = 


F 
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my Burial private. This deceiv'd my Retinue; and by the 
Aſſiſtance of my Woman, and your faithful Servant, I got 


into Man's Cloaths, came home into Exgland, and fent him 


to obſerve your Motions abroad, with Orders not to undeceive 
you till your Return. Here I met you in the Quality of 
Beau Banter, your buſie Brother, under which Diſguiſe I have 
diſappointed your Deſign upon my Lady Larenell; and in 
the Form of a Ghoſt, have reveng'd the Scandal ſhe this Day 
threw upon me, and have frighted her ſufficiently from lying 
alone. I did reſolve to have frighted you likewiſe, but you 
| were too hard for me. | | tp 

Wild: How weak, how ſqueamiſh, and how fearſul are Wo- 


men when they want to be humour d! and how extravagant; 
bow daring, and how 23 when they get the imper- 


ead ! 


tinent Maggot in their But by what means, my 


Dear , could you purchaſe this double Diſguiſe ? How came 


you by my Letter to my Brother ? | | 
Ang. By intercepting all your Letters ſince I came home. 
But for my Ghoſtly Contrivante, good Mrs. Patley (mov'd by 


the Juſtneſs of my Cauſe, and a Bride) was my chief En- 


gineer. 5 | | 
Enter Fireball and Marquis; 


Fire. Sir Harry, if you have a mind to fight it out, there's | 


your Man; if not, I have diſcharg'd my Truſt. _ 5 
Wild. Oh, Monſieur ! Wo'n't you ſalute your Miſtreſs, Sir? 
Mar. Oh, Morbleu! Begar me muſt run to ſome oder Coun- 

try now for my Religion. 8 . 

=, Oh! what the French Marquis! I know him. 
Wild, Ay, ay, my Dear, you do know him, and I can't 


* 


be angry, becauſe tis the Faſhion for Ladies to know every 


BH — 1 But methinks, Madam, that Picture now! Hang it, 
conſide 


ring twas my Gift, you might have kept it. But no 


matter; my Neighbours ſhall pay fort. 
Ang. Picture, my Dear! Cou'd you think I cer woud part 
with that? No; of all my Jewels, this alone I kept, cauſe 


'twas given by you. 85 { Shews the Picture. 
Wild, Eh! Wonderful! — And what's this? 
| [Pulling out t other Picture. 


—4 They're very much alike; _ 5 | 
Wild. So like, that one might fairly paſs for t other 


ba * 


Monſieur Marquis, econté. You did lie wid my Vife, and 


the did give you de Picture for your Pain. Eh! Come, Sir, 


add to your France Politique a little of your Native Impu- 
dence, and tell us plainly how you came by t. 


Mar. 


50 Sir Harry Wildair; being 
Mar. Begar, Monſieur Chevalier, wen de Fance- man can 
tell no more Lie, den vill he tell Trute———1 was acquaint 
wid de Paintre dat draw your Lady's Picture, an' I give him 
ten Piſtole for de Copy. An ſo me have de Picture of all 
de Beauty in London; and by dis Politique, me have de Re- 
putation to lie wid dem all — 

Wild. When perhaps your Pleaſure never reach d above a 
Pit-Maſque in your Life. 

Mar. An' begar, for dat matre, de natre of Women, 2 
Pit-Maſque is as good as de beſt. De Pleaſure is noting, de 
Glory 1s all, Alamode de France. [Struts ont, 

Wild. Go thy ways for a true Pattern of the Vanity, Imper- 
tinence, Subtlety, and Oſtentation of thy Country.--—Look 
ye, Captain, give me thy Hand; once I was a Friend to 
France; but henceforth 1 promiſe to ſacrifice my Faſhions, 
Coaches, Wigs, and Vanity, to Horſes, Arms, and Equi- 
page, and ſerve my King in propria perſona, to promote a vi- 
gorous War, if there be occaſion. 

Fire. Bravely ſaid, Sir Harry: And if all the Beaux in the 
Side-boxes were of your mind, we would ſend em back their 
L' Abbe, and Balon, and ſhew em a new Dance to the Tune 
of Harry the Fifth. | e | 

Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky, and Parley. 

Wild. Oh Collonel! Such Diſcoverics! | 

Stand. Sir, I have heard all from your Servant ; honeſt 
Dicky has told me the whole Story. 

Wild. Why then let Dicky run for the Fiddles immediately, 
Dick. Oh, Sir; I knew what it would come to; they're here 
already, Sir. 5 : | 

Wild. Then, Collonel, we'll have a new Wedding, and be- 
gin it with a Dance. Strike up. [.4 Dance here. 

Stand. Now, Sir Harry, we have retriev d our Wives; yours 
from Death, and mine from the Devil; and they are at preſent 
very honeſt. But how ſnall we keep em ſo? | 
Ang. By being good Husbands, Sir; and the great Secret 
for keeping Matters right iu Wed lock, is never to quarrel with 
your Wives for Trifles: For wee are but Babies at beſt, and 
mult have our Play-things, our Longings, our Vapours, our 
Frights, our Monkeys, our China, our Faſhions, our Waſhes, 
our Patches, our Waters, our Tattle and Impertinence ; therc- 
fore, I fay, tis better to let a Woman play the Fool, than 
provoke her to play the Devil. 

Lure. And another Rule, Gentlemen, let me adviſe you to 
obſerve, never to be Jealous ; or if you (hou'd, be ſure never 
to let your Wife think you ſuſpect her; for we are 5 

: rain 
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(rain'd by the Scandal of the Lewdnefs, than by the Wicked- 

neſs of the Fact; when once a Woman has born the Shame of 

a Whore, ſhe'll diſpatch you the Sin in a moment. | 
Wild. We're oblig d to you, Ladies, for your Advice; and 


in return, give me leave to give you the definition of a good 


Wife, in the Character of my own. - 

The Wit of her Converſation never out · ſtrips the Conduct of 
her Behaviour: She's affable to all Men, free with no Man, 
and only kind to me: Often chearful, ſometimes gay, and 
always pleas d, but when I am angry; then ſorry, not ſul- 
len: The Park, Play-houſe, and Cards, ſhe frequents in com- 

liance with Cuſtom; but her Diverſions of Inclination are at 

ome: She's more cautious of a remarkable Woman, than of 
a noted Wit, well knowing that the Infection of her own Sex 
is more catching than the Temptation of ours: To all this, ſhe 
is beautiful to a Wonder, ſcorns all Devices that engage a Gal- 
lant, and uſes all Arts to pleaſe her Hugband 
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EPILOGUE: | 
By a Friend. 9 


[7 Entre bleu] were is dis dam Poet? vere 

Gar oon] me vil cut off all his two Ear. 
Je ſuts Enrage —— now he is not here. 
He has affront de French! Le Villaine bite. 
De French ! your beſt Friend yon ſuffre dat? 
Parbleu! Mieſſieurs a ſerait fort Ingrate ! 
Vat have you Enzliſh, dat you can call your own ? 8 
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Vat have you of grand Plaiſure in dis Tonne, 
Pidout it come from France, dat will go donn? 
Picquet, Baſſet ;' your Vin, your Dreſs, your Dance; 
"Tis all you ſee, tout Alamode de France. 

De Beau dere buy a hondre knick, knack ; 

He carry out Wit, but ſeldom bring it back : + 

But den he bring a Snuff-Box binge, ſo ſmall 

De Foynt, yon can no 11 de Vark at all, 

Coft him five Piſtole, dat is ſheap enough, 

In tree year it ſal ſave alf an ounce of Snoffe. 

De Coquet ſhe ave her Ratifia dere, nl 
Her Gown, her Complexion, Deux yeux, her Lovere; & 
As for de Cuckold— dat indeed you can make here. 
De French it is dat teach de Lady wear | 
De ſhort Muff, wit her vite Elbow bare; ; „ 
De Beau de large Muff, with his Sleeve down dere. & \ 4 Pointing 
We teach your Vife, to ope dere Hus band Purſes, to his Fit: 
To put de Furbelo round dere Coach, and dere Horſer, gers. 
Gar ⁊ oon] wee teach you every thing de Varles | 

For wy den your damn Poet. dare to ſnarle ? 

Begar, me vil be revenge upon his Play, 

Tre touſand Refugee ¶ Parbleu ceft vray) _—_ 

Sill all come here, and damn bim upon his tird Day. 
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COMEDY. 
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1 


what I ſay to the laſt drop of my Pen; whic 


1 0 


Richard Tighe, / 


3 on 


DDF#ications are the only Faſhions in the World that are more diſ- 
 lik'd for being Univerſal ; and the 8 = 16, that they m 
ſeldom fit the Perſons they were made for; but ] hope to avoid the 
common Obloquy in this Addreſs, by laying aſide the Poet in every 
thing but the Dramatick Decorum of ſuiting my Char after to the 
Perſon. Ce | 


From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another Character in 


one of my former, People are willing to complement my Performance 
in drawing 4 gay, ſplendid, 2 eaſie, fine young Gentleman. 


en 

My Genius, I muſt confeſs, bas a bent to that kind of Deſcription ; 
and my Veneration for you, Sir, may paſs for unqueſtionable, ſince 
in all theſe happy Accompliſhments, you come ſo near to my Darling 
Charatter, abating his Inconſtancy. : 

What an unſpeakable Bleſſing is Touth and Fortune, when a hap - 
py Underſtanding comes in, to moderate the Deſires of the firſt, and 
to refine upon the —— of the latter; when a Gentleman is 
Mafter of all Pleaſures, but a Slave to none; who has travell d, 
nor for the Curioſity of the Sight, but for the Improvement of the 
Mind's Eye; and who returns full of every thing but himſelf —— 
An Author might fay a great deal more, but a Friend, Sir, nay, 
an Enemy — allow you this. 

I ſhall here, Sir, meet with two Obſtacles, your Modeſty and your 
Senſe ; the firſt as a Cenſor upon the Subject, the ſecond as a Critick 
upon the Stile: But I am obſtinate in my purpo e, and will maintain 

may the more boldly. 
undertake, having all the World on my fide; nay, I have your ve- 
ry ſelf againſt yon; for by declining to hear your own Merit, your 


” 


Friends are authoriz, d the more to preclaim it. 


Tour Generoſity and eafineſ; of Temper is not 2 obvious in your 
common Affairs and Converſation, but more plainly evident in you 
darkng Amuſement, that Opener and — of the Mind, Mu- 


2 peck; 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


fick;— from your Affection for this delightful Study, we may de- 
duce the pleaſing Harmony that is apparent in all your Actions; and 
be aſſur d, Sir, that a Perſon muſt be poſſeſs of a very divine Soul, 
who is ſo much in love with the Entertainment of Angels, © © 
From your Encouragement of Muſick, if there be any Poetry here, 
it has a Claim, by the Right of Kindred, to your Favour and Afe- 
dion. You were pleas d to honour the Repreſentation of this Play 
with your Appearance at ſeveral times, which flatter d my hopes that 
there might be ſomething in it which your good Nature might excuſe. 
With the Honour 1 here intend for wy ſelf, I likepiſe conſult the in- 
tereſt of my Nation, by ſhowing a Perſon that is ſo much a Reputa- 
tion and Credit to my Country. Beſides all ths, I was willing to 
wake a handſome Complement to the Place of my Pupilage ; by in- 
forming the World that ſo fine a Gentleman had the Seeds of his E- 
duca:ion in the ſame Univerſity, and at the ſame time with, 


SIR, 
Your moſt faithſul, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


955 . FARQUHAR, 
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O give you the Hiſtory of this Play, wou'd but cauft 
the Reader and the Writer a trouble to no purpoſe ; 
I ſhall only ſay, that I took the bint from Fletcher's 
IVild-Gooſe Chaſe ; and to thoſe who ſay, that I have ſpoil d 
the Original, I wiſh no other Injury, but that they wou d ſay 
It again, 45 | 3 . 

N to the ſucceſs of it, I think *tis but a kind of Cremona bu- 
ſineſs, I have neither loſt nor won. puſhed fairly, but the 
French were prepoſſeſsd, and the Charms of Galick Heels 
were too hard for an Engliſh Brain; but Jam proud to own, 
that 1 have laid my Head at the Ladies Feet. The Favour was 
unavoidable, for we are a Nation ſo very fond of improving 
our Underſtanding, that the Inſtructions of 4 Play does no 
good, when it come in competition with the Moral of Minuet. 
Pliny tells us in his Natural Hiſtory, of Elephants that were taught 
to dance on the Ropes; if this could be made practicable 
now, what a number of Subſcriptions might be had to bring 

the Great Mogul out of Hleet- ſreet, and make him dance be- 

tween the Acts. | | | 
I remember, that about two Years ago, J had a Gentleman 
from France that brought the Play-houſe ſome fifty Audiences 
in five Months; then why ſhou'd I be ſurpriz'd to find a French 
Lady do as much? Tis the prettieſt way in the World, of 
deſpiſing the French King, to let him fee that we can afford 
Money to bribe away his Dancers, when he, poor Man, has 
exhauſted all his Stock, in buying of ſome pitiful Towns and 
Principalities: Cum multis ali. What can be a greater Com- 
pliment to our generous Nation, than to have the Lady upon 
her retour to Paris, boaſt of their ſplendid Entertainment in 
England, of the Complaiſance, Liberality, and good Nature 
of a People, that thronged her Houſe ſo full, that ſhe had not 
room to tick a Pin; and left a poor Fellow, that had the miſ- 
P 3 fortune 


PREFACE. 


fortune of being one of themſelves, without one Farthing, for 

half a Year's pains that he had taken for their Entertainment, 

I bere were ſome Gentlemen in the Pit the firſt Night, that 
took the hint from the Prologue to damn the Play ; but they 
made ſuch a-noiſe in the Execution , that the People took the 

Our-cry for a Reprieve; fe that the . Miſchief was 

over- laid by their over - ſfondneſs of the Changling: 'Tis ſome- 

hat hard, that Gentlemen ſhou'd debaſe themſelves into a 

Faction of a dozen, to ſtab à ſingle Perſon, who never had 

the Reſolution to face two Men at a time; if he has had the 

misfortune of any Miſunderſtanding with a particular Fron. 
he has had a particular Perſon to anſwer it: But theſe Sparks 
would be remarkable in their Reſentment; and if any body 
falls under their Diſpleaſure, they ſcorn to call him to a par- 
ticular Account, but will very honourably burn his Huuſe, or 
pick his Pocket. | 

The New-Houſe has perfectly made me a Convert by their 

Civility on my ſixth Night: for, to be Friends, and Reveng'd 

at the ſame time, I muſt give them a Play, that is,. when 

1 write another. For Faction runs fo bigh „that I coud wiſh 

the Senate wou'd ſuppreſs the Houſes , or put in force the AG 


againſt bribing Elections; that Houſe which has the moſt Fa- 


vours to beſtow, will certainly carry it, ſpight of all Poctical 
Juſtice that wou d ſupport tother. 

I have heard ſome People ſo extravagantly angry at this Play, 
that one wou'd think they had no reaſon to be diſpleaſed at all; 
wbilſt ſome (otherwiſe Men of good Senſe) have commended 
it ſo much, that I was afraid they ridicul'd me; fo that be- 
tween both, 1 am abſolutely at a loſs what to think on't; for 
tho! the Cauſe has come on ſ Days ſucceſſively, yet the Tryal, 
I fancy, is: not determin'd. When our Devotion to Lent, and 
our Lady, 18 over, the buſineſs will be brought on again, and 
then ſhall we have fair play for our Money. 

There is a Gentleman of the firſt Underſtanding, and a ve- 
ry good Critick, who ſaid of Mr. =, that in this Part he 
out-acted himſelf, and all Men that he cver fav, I wound 
not rob Mr. Hie, by a watt: Expreſſion of mine, oa Coin- 
plement that he ſo much delcrves. 


| had almoſt forgot to tell ycu, that the turn of Plot in the 


jaſt Act, is an Adventure of Chevalier de Chaſtillon in Paris, aud 
Matter of Fact; but the thing is ſo univerſally known, that I 
think this Advice might have been ſpar'd, as well as all the reſt 


ot the Preface, for any good it will do cither to me or the Play. 


The 
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The PROLOGUE that was ſpoken tlie firſt 


Night, 


received ſuch Additions from Mr. who 


ſpoke it, that they are beſt if bury'd and 


forgot, 


But the following PROLCOOUE is literally the 
fame that was intended for the Play, arid writs 


ten by Mr. Morten x: 


10 K hungry Gusſts, a ſuting Audientr looks + 
. are Tie Suppers : Poets art the Cooks. 
The Founder's Ton: The Table 3s this Plates 
ws Me The Prog is ne ro _ h 
Each AR, a Conrſe; Each Scene, 4 different Diſh; 

9 were in fol I doubt you're ſtill for Fleſh. ; 
Satyr f the Sante, high-ſeaſon'd, ſharp, and rough ? 

det and Beaux, I hope you're Pepper-proof. 

Wit is the Wine ; but gi, ſo ſcarce the the 
Poets, like Vintners, balderdaſh and brew. 
Tour ſurly Scenes, where Rant and Blobdſhed joyn; 
8 Butcher Meat, 4 Fra 7 «poi 140 
our Scenes of Love, fo flowing, ſoft, and chaſte, 
Are Mater 10 as; Sal or 2 * . 
Baudy's fat Ven ſon, which, tho tale, can . f 
Your Rake} lobe Hogoes, like your damm d Frencli Cheeſe: 
Your Rarity for the fair Gueſt to gapt on, —_ 
1s your nice Squeeker, or Italian Caponz 
Or your French Virgin - Pallet, garniſtj d round, 
And dreſi d with Sate of ſime— Fou hundred Pn 
An Op'ra, like an Oglio, nitks the Ape ; 
Farce is the Haſty-Pudding of the Stage. 
For when you're treated with ini ifferent, Cheer, 
Te can diſpenſe with ſlender Stage-Coach Fare. 


A Paſftoral's whipt Cream; Stage-Whims; mere Traſh; | 


And Tragi-comedy, balf Fiſh, half Fleſh. 

But (med, That, That's the darling Cheer. 
This Night wwe hope yo#f ll ap Inconſtaut bea: 
Wild Fopl is lil d in "ples cor all the Year. 

| Tet ſince each Mind betrays a diff rent Tafte, 
And ey ry Diſh ſcarte pleaſes ev'ry Gueſt, 
If ought you reliſh, do not damn the reſt. . 
This Favour cratj d, up let the nt —_— 
Nu te welcome all. f all too where Jon like; 
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Dramatys 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
6 


Old Mirabel, an Aged Gent. of an odd a 
compound „ between the 2 Mr "on 


incident to his Years, and his Father- 
ly Fondneſs towards his Son, 


Young Airabel, his xen. M. Wilks. 

Captain Duretete, an honeſt good-na- | | 

tur d Fellow, that thinks himſelf a E Mr. Bullock. 
greater Fool than he is. | 

Dugard, Brother to Oriana. - Mr. Mills. 


Petit, Servant to Dugard, afterwards to2 * 
f his Siſter, $ or. ha Ck 


Orlana, a Lady contracted to Mirabel, 3 
who wou d bring him to Reaſon. $ bans. ee, 


Biſarre, a whimſical Lady, Friend to” gh f 
Oriana, admir'd by Dar. ; * 5 Verbruggen. 


Lamocre, a Woman of Contrivance. Mrs. Rent. 
Four Bravo s, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies. 
Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants. 
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r 
SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Dugard, and his Man Petit, in Riding Habits. 


=== 1a, what's a Clock? 


Bd Pet. Turn'd of eleven, Sir. 

N Dug. No more! We have rid a ſwing- 

Aj ing Pace from Nemours ſince two this Mor- 
. = ning! Petit, run to Roſſeau 's, and beſpeak 
a Dinner 5 


at a Lewis d'Or a Head, to be ready by one. 
Pet. How many will there be of you, Sir? 


Dug. Let me ſee; Mirabel one, Duretete two, my ſelf three— 
Pet. And I four. youre 


Dug, How now, Sir, at your old travelling Familiarity ! 
When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for want of bettet 
Mins x" but — my Friends at Paris pray remembet 
your Piſtance. Be gone, Sir.. [Ci Feige 
| | Es | Fellows 


1 


2 The Incbnſtant Or, 
Fellow's Wit was neceſſary abroad, but he's too cunning for 
a Domeltick ; I miſt diſpoſe of him ſome way elſe—— Who's 
here? Old /Afirabel, and my Sifter | My deatelt Siſter! 
cha hs. 11 Ol ee and Ofiana: 
. Mr. Brother! Weleome. | 3 
Dag Monſittit Mirabel ! I'n dean {ad to fee y. 
Old MH, Honeſt Mr. Bag, by the Blood of the Mirabe 
Tm yout Molt humble Servatt. e. 
Drag. Why, Sir, you've calt your Skin life, ybti re brizk and 
ay, luſty Health about you, no ſign of Age but your Silver 
ire. 3 
Old M. Silvet Haits! Then they ate Quick-ſilvex Hair, 
Sir. Whilſt I hate Golden Pockets; let my Haits be Silver 
an they will. Adsbud, Sir, I can dance, and ſing, and 
drink, and no, I can't Wencll. But, Mr. Drgard, nd 
News of my Son Bob in all your Travels? 
Dug. Your Son's come home, Sir. 8 py 
Old A. Come home! Bob come home! By the Blood 
the Airabels, Mr. Dug ard, what ſay ye? 1 5 
Ori. Mf. Mirabel return d, Sir? 1 
Dig. He's certainly dome, and ybu may ſte him Within this 
Hour or two. 5 | 5 
Old M. Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 
Dag. Sir, he came to Town with me this Morning, I left 
him ac the Bagniears, being a little diſorder d after riding, and 
1 ſhall ſee him again preſently. — 5 : 
' Old A. What! And he was aſhant'l to ask Bleſſing with 
his _ on. A nice Dog! Well, and how fares the young 
ogue, ha? | 
Bag. A fine Gentleman, Sir. He'll be his own Meſſenger. 
Ol M. A fine Gentleman! But is the Rogue like me (till? 
Dug. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, and as like 
you as moſt modern Sons are to theif Fathets. 
Old A. Why, Sir, don't yoti think that 1 hegat Hm? 
Dag. Why yes, Sit; you matry d bis Mother, ghd ſt in- 
herits your Efate. He's very like 2 . oy Vord, 
Ori. And pray, Brother, what's become of hid hoteſt Com- 
panion, Parete? . 1 
Dug. Who, the Captain? The vety ſame, he went abroad; 
he's the ohly French-man I ever knew that couν not change. 
Your Son, Mr. Mirabel , is mote obligd to Nature for that 
Fellow's Compoſition than for his own; for he's more happy 


in Daretetes Folly than his own Wit. in N they ate as 
inſeparable as Finger and Thumb, but the firſt In 
the World; 1 believe, of Oppoſition in Friendſhip, 


e in 


Id 1. 


- 
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The Way to toin bim. 3 
O14 M. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, think ye 2 
Dar. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner for us at 

Rowſſean's at a Lewidore a Head. ; 

Old M. A Lewidore a head! Well ſaid, Bob; by the Blood 
of the Mirabel's, Bobs improv d. But Mr. Dagard, was it fo 
civil of Bob to viſit Monſieur Rosſſeas before his own Natural 
Father? Eh! Heark'eOriana, what think you, now, of a Fxl- 
loy that can eat and drink ye a whole Lewidore at a ſitting ? 
He muſt be as ſtrong as Hercules; Life and Spirit in abundatrice. 
Before: Gad I don't wonder at theſe Men of Quality, that t 
own Wives can't ſerve em A Lewidore a head, tis enou 
to ſtock the whole Nation with Baſtards, tis Faith. Mr. Dr. 
gerd, leave you with your Siſter. Exit. 

Dag. Well, Siſter, I need not ask you how you do, your 
Looks reſolve me; fair, tall, well fhap'd ; you're almoſt 
grown out of my Remembrance. | 

Ori. Why, truly Brother, 1 look pretty well, thank Na- 
ture and my Toylet; I have ſcapd the Jaundice, Greenſick- 
neſs, and the Small-pox ; I eat three Meals a day, and very 
merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly when I'm down. 
Dig. But, Siſter, you remember that upon my going abrbad 
| you woud chuſe this old Gentleman for your Guardian; he's 
no more related to our Family than prefer John, and I have 
no reaſon to think you miſtruſted my Management of yout 
Fortune, therefore pray be ſo kind as to tell me without Re- 
ſervation the true Cauſe of making ſuch a Choice. 

Ori. Look'e Brother, you were going a rambling, and 'twas 

Proper left I ſhould go a rambling too, that ſome-body ſhou'd 

(lake care of me, Old Monſieur Mirabel is an honett Gentle- 

man, was our Father's Friend, and has a young Lady in his 

= Houſe, whoſe Company I like, and who has choſen him for 
= her Guardian as well as J. | 

* Dug. Who, Madamoiſelle Biſarre? | 
Ori. The ſame ; we live mertily together, without Scandal 

or Reproach z we make much of the old Gentleman between 

us, and he takes care of us; we eat what we like, go to Bed 
when we pleaſe, riſe when we will, all the Week we dance 
and (ing, and upon Sundays go firſt to Church and then ta 
the Play Now, Brother, beſides theſe Motives for chuſing 

this Gentleman for my Guardian, perhaps I had ſome pri- 

vate Reaſons, 5 
Dug. Not ſo private as you imagine, Siſter; your Love to 

young Mirabel; no Secret, I can aſure you, but fo publick 

that all your Friends ate aſham d nt. 


Ori. 
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Ori. O' my word then, my Friends are very Baſhful; tho 
Im afraid, Sir, that thole People are not aſham'd enough at 
their own Crimes, who have ſo many Bluſhes to ſpare for the 
faults of their Neighbours. 
Dag. Ay, but Siſter, the People ſay—-— 
Ori. Pſhaw, hang the People, they'll talk Treaſon , and 
profane their Maker, mult we therefore iufer, that our King 
1s à Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat. Look'e , Brother, then 
Court of Enquiry is a Tavern, and their Informer, Claret : 
They think as they drink, and ſwallow Reputations like 
Loches, a Lady's Health goes briskly round with the Glaſß, 
but her Honour is loſt in the Toalt, | 
_ Dug, Ay, but Siſter, there is ſtill fomething— _ 
Ori. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of the People: 
ſomething; Marriage is my thing, and I'll ſtick to. 
| Dag. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry | He'll build Chur- 
ches ſooner; take heed, Siſter, tho your Honour flood Prod 
to his home-bred Aſſaults, you muſt keep a ſtri ter Guard for 
the future; he has now got the foreign Air and the Htalian Sofi- 
_ neſs; his Wut's improv d by Converſe, his Bchaviour finiſhd 
by Obſervation, and his Aſſurance confirm'd by Szcceſs. d- 
ſter, 1 can aſſure you he has made his Conqueſts; and tis a 
Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt decctved by thoſe very 
Men that you know have been falſe to others. 
Ori. Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts.; for | 
mult confeſs there is no Title to a Woman's Favour fo enga- 


ging as the repute of a handſome Diſſimulation; there 1s 


omething of a Pride to ſee a Fellow lie at our feet , that has 
triumph'd over fo many; and then, I don't know, we fan- 
cy he muſt have ſomething extraordinary about him to pleaſe 
us, and that we have ſomething engaging about us to ſecure 
him, ſo we can't be quiet; till we put our ſelves upon the lay 
of being both diſappointed. i | | 

: Dag. But then, Siſter, he's as fickkle——— 
Ori. For God's fake, Brother, tell me no more of his faults, 
for if you do I ſhall run mad for him: Say no more, vr, 


let me but get him into the Bands of Matrimony, I'll ſpoil 


his wandring, I warrant:him. I'll do bis Buſineſs that way, 
never fear. | | rey? 


Dug. Well, ilter „I won't pretend to underſtand the En- 


gagements between you and your Lover; I expect, when you 
bave need of my Counſel or Aſſiſtance, you will let me 
know more of your Affairs. Mirabel is a Gentleman, and 
as far as my Honour and Intereſt can reach, you may com- 
mand me to the furtherance of your Happineſs; In the mean 

Feng | | time, 


* 
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time, Siſter, I have a great mind to make you a Preſent of a- 
nother humble Servant ; a Fellow that I took up at Lyons, who 
has ſerv d me honeſtly ever ſince. | * 
Ori. Then why will you part with him? | 

Dug. He has gain'd ſo inſufferably on my good Humour, 
that he's grown too familiar ; but the Fellow's cunning, an 
may be ſerviceable to you in your Affair with Mirabel. Here 
he comes. | 

Enter Petit. 

Well, Sir, have you been at Kouſſeau s? 


Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould | find there, but Mr. Mira- 


bel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a Tub of Ice, ag 
two Hen-Pheaſants over a Brood. —— They would let me be- 
{peak nothing, for they had din'd before I came. 
Dag. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Siſter, I ſhall ſtill con- 
tinue kind to you, and if your Lady recommends your Dili- 
gence upon Tryal, I'll uſe my Intereſt to advance you; you 
have Senſe enough to expect Preferment.- Here, Sirrah, 
here's ten Guineas for thee , get thy ſelf a Drugget Suit and a 
Puff-Wig, and ſo l dub thee Gentleman Uſher. — Siſter, 
I muſt put my ſelf in Repair, you may expect me in the E- 
vening. Wait on your Lady home, Petit. 
Ll [Exit Dug. 


Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair, 
Ori. No, no, I'll walk home, tis but next Door. 
| : | [Exeunt, 


SCENE a Tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel and Duretcte 
riſing from T able. 


Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, my dear Captain, we 
have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plentifully, and let it 
go for once. I lik d every thing but our Women, they look'd 
fo lean and tawdry, poor Creatures! Tis a ſure ſign the Ar- 
my is not paid. —— Give me the plump Venetian, brisk and 
ſanguine, that ſmiles upon me like the glowing Sun, and 
meets my Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as the 
Glaſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor, 5 

Dur. Ay, Mirabel, ltaly J grant you, but for our Women 


here in France, they are ſuch thin Brawn-fall'n Jades, a Man 


may as well make a Bed-fellow of a Cane Chair. | 
Air. France! A light unſeaſon'd Country, nothing but 
Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions; we're fine indeed, 1o are 
our Coach-Horſes; Men ſay we're Courtiers, Men abuſe us; 
that we are wiſe and politick , non credo Seigneur: That our 
—— 3 5 Women 


— .. ee 


i h 5 
* 


io naturally an Aſs upon theſe occaſions, that 
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Women have Wit, Parrots ; meer Parrots, Aſſurance ang z 
ood Memory, ſets them up ;—— There's nothing on this ſide 

the Alps worth ray humble Service t'ye.—— Ha Rea la Sau- 

14, Italy for my Money; their Cuſtoms, Gardens, Buildings, 

Paintings, Muſick, Policies, Wine and Women! the Para- 


diſe of the World; not peſter d with a parcel of preciſe 


old gouty Fellows, that would debar their Children every 
Pleaſuie that they themſelves are paſt the ſenſe of; commend 
me to the Italian familiarity.—. Here, Son, there's Fifty 
Crowm, go pay your Whore her Week's Allowance, 

Dur. Ay, thele are your Fathers for you, that underſtand 
the Neceſſities of Young Men; not like our muſty Dads, who 
becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would muddy the Wa- 
ter, and ſpoil the ſport of them that can. But now you talk 
of the Plump, what d'ye thing of a Dutch Woman? 

Mir. A Dutch Woman, too compact, nay , every thing a- 
mong em is ſo; a Dutch Man is thick, a Dutch Woman is 
ſquab, a Dutch Horſe is round, a Duich Dog is ſhort, a Dutb 
Ship is broad-bottow'd ; and, in ſhort, one wou'd ſwear the 
whole Products of the Country were caſt in the ſame Mold 
with their Cheeſes. 

Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Engliſh Ladies. 

Mir. The Women of England were excellent, did they not 


take ſuch unſufferable pains to ruine what Nature has made 


ſo incomparably well; they wou d be delicate Creatures in- 
deed, cou'd they but throughly arrive at the French Mien , or 


entirely let it alone ; for they only ſpoil a very good Air of their 


own, by an awkard Imitation of ours; their Parliaments and 


our Taylors give Laws to their three Kingdoms. But come, 
Duretete, let us mind the buſineſs in hand, Miſtreſſes, we muſt 
have, and mult take up with the Manufacture of the Place, 


4 


nd upon a competent diligence we ſhall find thoſe in Pæis 
halt match the /ralians from top to toe, 


Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but what will 
become of your Friend; you know I am ſo plaguy baſhſul, 


Mir. Pſnaw, you mult be bolder, Man: Travel three Years, 
and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhfulneſs ! A great lulty 
Fellow! and a Soldier! fye upon't. | 
Dar. Looke, Sir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a little — 
as thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs abundantly, and make 
a ſhift to——— but if they chance to give me a forbidding 


Lock, as ſome Women, you know, have a deviliſh Caſt with 


their Eycs,—- or if they cry, —— what de mean? what 
d'e take me for ? Fye, Sir, remember who 1 am, . 
| " 
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A Perſon of Quality to be us d at this rate! 
Bruck as flat as a Frying-pan. 

Mir. Words of courſe ! never mind em, turn you about 
upop your heel with a jantee Air ; hum out the end of an old 
Song ; cut a croſs Caper, and at her again. 

Dur. ¶ Imitates him.) No, hangjit, twill never do. 
Oons, what did my Father mean by ſticking me up in an U- 
niverſity, or to think that I ſhould gain anything by my Head, 
in a Nation whoſe Genius lies all in their Heels — Well, if 
erer I come to have Children of my own, they ſhall have the 

Education of the Country, they ſhall learn to dance before 
' they can walk, and be taught to ſing before they ſpeak. 

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh Humour, put 
an Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all Hazards, thou're 
a tout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good Eftate ; look Bluff, He- 
dor, you have a good Side-box Face, a pretty impudent Face; 
ſo, that's pretty well: This Fellow went abroad like an Ox, 
and is return'd like an Aſs. [Afide, 

Dar. Let me ſee now, how I look. {| Pmlls out 4 Pocket Glaſs. 
and looks. an.] A Side-box Face, ſay you !—— Egad I don't 
like it, Mirabel—— Fye, Sir, don't abuſe your Friends, I 
2 not wear ſuch a Face for the beſt Counteſs in Chriſten - 

om. 

Mir. Why, can't you, Blockbead, as well as 1 

Dar. Why, thou bas impudence to ſet a good Face upon 
any thing ; I wou'd change half my Gold for half thy Braſs, 
with all my Heart. Who comes here? Odſo, Afirabel, your 


Father 

Enter Old Mirabel. 
Qld A. Where's Bob, dear Bob? 
ry Your 1 7 — oudg R , 
d M. My Bleſſing! m ye, you e; wny 
did not you come io os your Father fr, Sirrah f M dear 

Boy, I am heartily glad to fee thee, my dear Child, faith—— 
Captain Duretete , by the Blood of the Afirabels, I'm yours: 

Well, my Lads, ye look bravely 'cfaith —— Bob, has got 
any Money left? 

Mir. Not a Farthing, Sir. 

Old M. Why, then I won't zi chee a Souſe. 

Air. Sir, 1 did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtols. : 
Old A. Why, then here's ten more; I love to be charitable 
to thoſe that don't want it ;—— Well, and how d'ye like 
kaly, my Boys? | 7 

Air. O the Garden of the World, Sir, Rome, Naples, Ve- 
vice, Milan, and à thouſand others all fiue. 


7 
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Old M. Ay, fay you ſo! And they ſay, that Chiari is ye. 
ry fine too. LE 
Dar. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcurvy Air 
the molt unwholſoine to a French Conſtitution in the World. 

Air. Pſhaw, nothing on't; theſe raſcally Gazetteers have | 
miſinform'd you TY | 1 
Prey M. Miſinformd me! Oons, Sir, were not we beaten 

ere ? | TH, | 78 


Air. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten! 

Old M. Why, how was it, pray, ſweet Sir? 

Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 

Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. 

Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. | 
Dur. Your Son ſaw more than J, Sir, for he was a Looker 
on. e 

Old M. Confound ye both for a brace of Cowards: here 
are no Germans to oyer-hear you; Why don't ye tell me how 
It was? 5 

Air. Why, then you muſt know, that we march d up a 
Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well · dreſs d Fellows in the Uni- 
verte; our Commanders at the Head of us, all Lace and Fea- 
ther, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball. I don't believe there 
was a Man of em but cou'd dance a Charmer, Morbleu, 
Old M. Dance! very well, pretty Fellows, faith! 

Mir. We caper'd up to their very Trenches, and there ſaw 
peeping over a parcel. of Scare crow, Olive colour'd, Gun- 
powder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. | | 

Dur. Igad, I (hall never forget the Looks of em, while 1 
have Breath to fetch. 

Mir. They were ſo civil indeed as to welcome us with their 
Cannon; but for the reſt , we found 'em ſuch unmannerly, 
rude, unſociable Dogs, that we grew tir'd of their Company, 
and ſo we cen danc'd back again. | | 

Old M. And did ye all come back? 

Mir. No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay d behind. 

Old M. Why, Bob, why ? | | 

Mir. Pſhhaw-—— becauſe they cou'd not come that Night; 
but come, Sir, we were talking of ſomething elſe; pray 
how does your lovely Charge, the fair Oriana? | : 

Old M. Ripe, Sir, juſt ripe ; you'll find it better engaging 
with her than with the Germans, let me tell you. — Ard 
what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, if I had a Venus for 
thee too ? Come, Bob, your Apartment 1s ready, and pray. 

let your Friend be my Gueſt too, you fhall command the Houſe 
petween ye, and I'll be as merry as the belt of you, 


Air. 


N _ 


Mir, Bravely ſaid, Father; 

Let Miſers bend their Age with Ani this | 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs; ... 
Who, living, int their Sons what Yourh may crave 
Aud make em Revel o'er a Father's Grave. 

The Stock on which I grew, does Rill diſpenſe 

Its Genial Sap into the Plooming Branch; 

The Fruit, he kvows, from bis own Root i is grown, | 


And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


The End 44.0 the Fob ACT. 


Ori. Y | 

Biſ. In ſpight bit of all bis ill Uſage, 

Ori, I car t help it. | 

Biſ. What's the matter W. yer ; oy 

Ori. Plhaw! JM Fo 

Biſ. Um before that any young, ing; treating; 
flattering, rakehelly Fellow, ſnou d play 10 Tricks with me, 

I vou d wear my Tecth to the ſtumps with Lime and Chalk, 
0, the Devil take all your Caſſandra's and Cleopatra's for 
me. Prithee mind your Ayres, Modes, and Faſhions; 

your Stays, Gowns, and Fourbelows. Hark e, my Dear, have 

you got home your Fourbelow'd Smocks yet? 

Ori. Prithee be quiet, Biſarre; you know I can be as mad 
as you, When this Mirabel is out © my Head. ” 

Biſ. Pſhaw, would he were out, or in, or ſome way to 
make you eaſie. I warrant now, you'll play the Fool 
when he comes, and ſay you love bim; en! 

Ori. Moſt certainly ; —— ] can't diſſemble, Biſarre 5 — . 
beſides, tis paſt that. we're contraRed. 


5 N * [4 e e, OT ITO | 
. 1 —— | 
5 
SCENE, 0l4Mirabes Ehe.. 
[2 Oriana ind n. 
BY. AND you l love this young Rake, Tye? 


Biſ. Contracted! alack a day, poor thing. What, you | 


have chang'd Rings, or broken an old Broad-piece between you i 
Heark'e, Child, ban't you broke fomething elec between ye ? 
Ori; No, no, I can aſſure you. 


Biſ. Then, what de whine for ? Whilſt [ kept that i in my; 


Q power 
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Power, I wou d make a Fool of any Fellow in France. Well, 
J muſt confeſs, I do loye a little Coquetting with all my heart; 
my buſineſs ſhou'd be to break Gold with my Lover one hour, 


and crack my Promiſe the next; he ſhould find me one day 
with a Prayer-Book in my hand, and with a Play-Book ano- 


ther. He ſhou'd have my conſent to buy the Wedding-Rivg, 


and the next moment wou'd I laugh in his Face. 
Ori. O, my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon my 
Heart, than there 18 upon my Conſcience, 1 wou'd ſoon throw 
the Contract out a doors; but the miſchief on't is, I am ſo 
fond of being ty'd, that I'm forc'd to be juſt, and the ſtrength 
of my Paſſion keeps down the inclination of my Sexg—— 
But here's the Old Gentleman. : FE 

Oid M. Where's my Wenches? where's my two httle Girls? 
Eh! Have a care, look to your ſelves, faith, they're a coming, 
the Travellers are a coming. Well! which of you two will 
be my Daughter-in-Law now? 1 Biſarre, what ſay you, 
Mad-cap? Mirabel is a pure wild Fellow. 15 

Biſ. I like him the worſe, 3 
Old M. Nou lye, Honey, you like him the better, indeed 
you do: What ſay you, my d other little Filbert ? he! 

Ori. I ſuppoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for himſelf, Sir. 

Old MA. Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid; and ſo he ſhall. 
Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 

Bob, Heark'e, you ſhall marry one of the Girls, Sirrah. 

Mir, Sir, V'1l marry em both, if you pleaſe. 

Biſ. [ Afde.] He'll find that one may ſerve his turn. 

Old M. Both! Why, you young Dog, d'ye banter me? — 
Come, Sir, take your choice, — Duretete, you ſhall have your 
choice too; but Robin ſhall chuſe firſt. Come, Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well! 1 an't the firſt Son that has made his Fathers 
Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe——let me ſee, 

Old M. Well! which d'ye like? 

Mir. Both. Kd, 

Old M. But which will you marry? 
Mir. Neither. 8 8 | 

Old M. Neither! Don't make me angry now, Bob; 
pray don't make me angry. Look'e, Sirrah, if I dont 


dance at your Wedding to morrow, I ſhall be very glad to 


cry at your Grave. 
Mir. That's a Bull, Father. 


Old M. A Bull! Why, how now, ungrateſul Sir, did 1 


make thee a Man, that thou ſhou'd(i make me a Beaſt? 
Mir, Your pardon, Sir, I only meant your Expreſſion. 
Old Al. Hearke, Bob, learn better Manners to your Father 


before 


* a, 


What the Devil do you mean, Man? 
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before Strangers: I won't Be angry this time. But oons, 
if eyer you dot again, you Raſcal; remember what 1 12 3 
Air. Pſhaw , what does the old Fellow mein by mewing 
me up here with a couple of green Girls. Come, Duretete, 
will you go? 2 . 

Ori. 1 hope, Mr. Mirabel, you hant forgot — ; 
Mir. No, no; Madam, I ban t forgot, I have brought you 
a thouſand little Italian Curioſities ; I'll aſſure you, Madam, 


as far as a hundred Piſtoles wou'd reach, I han't forgot the 
leaſt Circumſtance. | 


Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. | 
Mir. Odſo, the Relicks, Madam from Rome. 1 do remem⸗ 
ber now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before my departure; 
pong of Chaſtity, or ſomething like it; was it not, Ma- 
am: . 1 
Ori. O Sir, Tm anſwer d at preſent. [Exit 
Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with her Con- 
tract. Wou d I might diſpatch tother. | 
Dar. Ilirabel ——that Lady there, obſerve her, ſhe's won? 
drous pretty faith, and ſeems to have but few words; I like 
her mainly: ſpeak to her, Man, prithee ſpeak to her. 
Mi. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who declare 
Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare nothing. 


——— [Du¹òͥ 


Mir. He ſays, Madam, that you are beautiful as an Angel: ; 
Dur. He tells a damn d lye, Madam; I fay no ſuch thing: 
A you mad, Mirabel? Why, I ſhall drop down with 
ame. | 1 1 
Mir. And ſo, Madam, not doubting but your Ladyſhip 
may like him as well as he does you, I think it proper to leave 


you together. [Going, Duretete holds him. 


Dar. Hold, hold, — why Mirabel, Friend, ſure you won't 

ſo barbarous as to leave me alone, Prithee - to her 
for your felf, as it were. Lord; Lord, that a French-Man 
ſhould want Impudence ! 


Captain. 
ur. I had much rather have her dumb, 
Mir; The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes ſome ei- 
traordinary Fruits from your Study, which moves us with 4 
curioſity to enquire the Subject of your Ladyſhip's Contem- 
plation. Not a word! | 35 


4+; 1 bope in the Lord (he's Speechieſs ; if (he be; ſhe's 


Air. You look mighty demure, Madam She's deaf, 


-- 


— . —— RN, 


' Times, 
Mir, Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do you hear, Dure- 
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mine this moment. Mirabel, dye think a Woman's Si- 
lence can be natural ? EY Cf Ye ; 
Biſ. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and which 


proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubitable, and procecd 


only upon admittance— 


Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a plague have we here? Plato in 


Petticoats! 
Dur. Ay, ay, let ber go on, Man; ſhe talks in my own 
Mother- Tongue. Z EY | 
Biſ. Tis expos d to invalidity from a contradictory inſtance, 
looks only upon common Operations, and is infinite in its 


Termination. 
Air, Rare Pedantry. 


Dur. Axioms! Axioms! Self-cvident Principles! 


Biſ. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind 1s preoccupate. 


——- O Gentlemen, I hope you'll pardon my Cogitation ; 
I was 1nvolv'd in a profound Point of Philoſophy ; but I ſhall 
diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being ſatisfy'd that the Subject is 
not agreeable to you Sparks , that profeſs the Vanity of the 
[Extt. 

tete? Doſt hear this ſtarchd piece of Auſternty? 
Dar. She's mine, Man ; ſhe's mine : my own Talent to a 
T. I'll match her in Dialects, faith. I was ſeven Years at 


the Univerſity, Man; nurs d up with Barbara, Celarunt, Darii, 


Ferib, Baralipton. Did you never know, Man, that 'twas Me- 
taphyſicks made me an Aſs? It was, faith. Had ſhe talk d 
a word of Singing, Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or the like, 1 
=> "qa at the firſt ſtep; but as ſhe is Mirabel, with 
me Joy. . 

Mir. You don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dar. No, no, I'm a Man of more Honour. | 
Mir. Bra vely refolv'd, Captain; now for thy Credit, warm 
me this frozen Snow. ball, twill be a Conquelt above the Alps. 

Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near me? 
Air. 7 all occaſions, never fear. 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall fſ.e rae in two moments make 


an Induction from my Love to her Hand, from ber Hand to 
her Mouth, from her Mouth to her Heart, and ſo conclude in 


her Bed, Categorimatice. | | 
Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fodl is enter d. 


But here comes one to ſpoil my Sport; no ſhall I be teiz'd to 


death with this old-faſhion'd Contract. 1 ſhou'd love her too, 
if I might do it my own way, but ſhe'tt do nothing without 
Witncſles forſooth: I wonder Women can be fo — : 

ter 


7 
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12 Enter Oriana. 
Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me? 

Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me ? | 

Mir, Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm naturally ſway'd 
by Inclination. ECD FS 

Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir? 

Mir. All I remember of that Contract is, that it was made 
ſome three Years ago, and that's enough in Conſcience to 

forget the reſt ont. | | FE 

Ori. Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recolle& the paſſing of it, for 
in that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the Force of the Obli- 
gation, | | | 

Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon the Will 
are no tye upon the Conſcience; I was a Slave to my Paſſion 
when I paſs d the Inſtrument, but the Recovery of my Free- 
dom makes the Contract void. 5 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulſion which was 

our own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to your own 
eſires has not the Virtue of a forcible Conſtraint: And you 
will find, Sir, that to plead your Paſſion for the killing of a 
Man will hardly exempt you from the Juſtice of the Pu- 
niſnment. | 5 

Mir. And ſo, Madam, you make the Sin of Murther and 
the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, becauſe that Hanging 
and Matrimony are ſo much alike. | 

Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions I expected from 
the Raillery of your Humour, but 1 hope for very different 
Sentiments from your Honour and Generoſity. . 

Mir, Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity, tis at your 
Service, with all my Heart: I'll keep you a Coach and fix 
_ Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit me to keep my Honour to 
my ſelf; for I can aſſure you, Madam, that the thing call'd 
Honour is a Circumſtance abſolutely unneceſſary in a natu- 
ral Correſpondence between Male and Female, and he's a 
Mad-man that Jays it out, conſidering its Scarcity, upon a- 
ny fuch trivial Occafions. There's Honour requir d of us by. 
our Friends, and Honour due to our Enemies, and they return it 
to us again; but I never heard of a Man that left but an Inch of. 
his Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou d ever get the leaſt 
account ont. Conſider, Madam, you have no ſuch thing 
among ye, and 'tis a main Point of Policy to keep no Fauh 
with Reprobates———thou art a pretty little Reprobate, and 


ſo get thee about thy Buſineſs, 


Q 3 | Ori. | 


14 The Inconſiant : Or, 


Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the Gayety of 


your Temper; your Travels have improv'd your Talent of 


Talking, but they are not of Force, I hope, to impair your 


Morals, 

Mir, Morals! Why there tis again now———1 tell thee, 
Child, there is not the leaſt occaſion for Morals in any Buſi- 
_ neſs between you and I—— Don't you know that of all Com- 
merce in the World there is no ſuch Couzenage and Deceit as 
in the Trathck between Man and W.oman ; we ſtudy all our 


Lives long how to put Tricks upon one another What is 


your Buſineſs now, from the time you throw away your Ar- 
tificial Babies, but how to get Natural Ones with the molt 


Advantage? - No Fowler lays abroad more Nets tor 


his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than you do to catch 
poor innocent Men,—— Why do you (it three or four Hours 
at your Toylet in a Morning? Only with a yillanous Deſign 
to make ſome poor Fellow a Fool before Night. What are 
your languiſhing Looks, your Rudy'd Airs and Affectations, 


ut ſo many Baits and Devices to delude Men out of their dear 


Liberty and Freedom? —— What d'ye ſigh for? What d'ye 
weep for? What d'ye pray for? Why for a Husband : That is, 
you 1mplore Providence to aſſiſt you in the juſt and pious De- 
ſign of making the wiſelt of his Creatures a Fool, and the 
Head of the Creation a Slave. 
2 Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am reſolv d to 
UE it. 
Mir. Hold, hold, Madam, not fo faſt As you have 
Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; ſo we bave 
Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations, of all forts and ſizes to 
make Fools of you. As you are very ſtrange and whimſical 
Creatures, ſo we are allowd as unaccountable ways of ma- 
naging you. And this, in ſhort, my dear Creature, is our 
| | rags Condition, I have ſworn and ly'd briskly to gain my 
nds of you; your Ladyſhip has patch'd and painted vio- 
Jently, to gain your Ends of me-—— Bur, ſince we are both 
diſappointed, let us make a drawn Battle, and part clear on 
both ſides. 5 
Ori. With all my Heart, Sir; give me up my Contract, 
and I'll never {ee your Face again. 
Mir. Indeed I wo'nt, Child. 
Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor t'other ? | 
Air. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe to be 0- 
therwiſe upon my Terms. | 
Ori. What do you intend by this, Sn ? 


' EE 
Mir 4 


5 
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Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance; look e, you 
ſhall never marry any Man; and you bad as good let Me do 
you a Kindneſs as a Stranger. N 

Ori. Sir, youre a— 

Mir. What am I, Miſtreſs? 

Ori. A Villain, Sir. | 

Mir. Im glad ont. never knew an honeſt Fellow in 
my Life but was a Villain upon theſe Occaſions. Han't 

ou drawn your {elf now into a very pretty Dilemma? Ha, 

a, ha; the poor Lady has made a Vow of dans: 5 when 
ſhe thought of making a Vow for the contrary, Was ever 
poor Woman ſo cheated into Chaſtity ? 

Ori. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends as 

2 and both ſhall be put to the Teſt, to do me 

uſtice. 

Mir. What! You'll force me to marry you, will ye? 

Ori. Sir, the Law ſhall. 1 

Mir. But the Law can't force me to do any thing elſe, 


can it? | 
Monſter. 


Ori. Pſhaw, I deſpiſe thee, 
Mir. Kiſs and be Friends then— Don't cry, Child, and 
you ſhall bave your Sugar-plumb———Come, Madam, d'ye 
think I could be ſo unreaſonable as to make you faſt all your 
Life long? No, I did but jeſt, you ſhall have your Liberty; 
here, take your Contract, and give me mine. 
Ori, No, I won't. 
Mir. Eh! What, is the Girl a Fool? 
Ori, No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to do my 
ſelf Juſtice; and ſince I muſt not depend upon your Love, I'll 
be reveng d, and force you to mary me out of ſpight. 
Air. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight; make a moſt con- 
founded Husband. | | 
Ori. O Sir, I ſhall match ye: A good Husband makes a 
good Wife at any time. ; | 
Mir. V1l rattle down your China about your Eare. 
Ori. And Ill rattle about the City to run you in Debt for 
more, | 
F Mir. Your Face-mending Toylet ſhall fly out of the Win- 
dow, 
Ori. And your Face- mending Perriwig ſhall fly af- 
8 | 
Mir. III tear the Furbelow off your Cloaths, and when 
you ſwoon for Vexation , you ſhan't have a Penny to buy a 
Bottle of Harif- horn. 


Q 4 Ori. 
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Ori. And you, Sir, ; ſhall have Harts: horn in Abun- 


Aae 

be Mir, TII keep as many Miſtreſſes as I have Coach- 
orſes. 

Ori. And I'll keep as many Gallants as you have 
Grooms. 


Mir. IIl lie with your Woman before your Face. 
Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your back. 
Mir. But, ſweet Madam, — is ſuch a thing as a Di 


vorce. 
Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as Alimony, ſo di- 
vorce on, and ſpare not. (Ext. 


Mir, Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance is the Devil 
there's their Refuge o my Conſcience, one wou'd fake 
Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, becauſe the Women are 
ſo handſomly rewarded for . „ : (Ext. 


: CEN E changes to 4 lage Parlour in the Jamt Hoofe. 


Enter Duretete and Petit. 
p Dur. And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, you ſay? 

| Pet: O Sir, ſhe has a Tongue as long' as my Leg, and 
—.— ſo ctabbedly you wou'd think 


ſhe always ſpoke 


a Dir. That's an odd Language methinks, for her Philo- 
Ophy. 


Pet. But n ſhe will ſit you half a Day without 
ſpeakin Ng a Word, and talk Oracles all the while by the 
| ley es of her Forchead , and the Motions of her Eye- 
rows. ; 
Dar. Nay, i ſhall match var in Philoſophical Ogles, faith ; 
that's my Talent: I can talk beſt, you muſt 5 when 
1 ſay nothing. 
| Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, Sir? 
| Dur. Laugh! Won't ſhe endure laughing ? 
Pet, Why ſhe's a Cnitick, Sir; ſhe hates a Jeſt, for fear it it 
ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in Humour but what 


gives her the spleen. And then for Logick, and all that, you 
know=—— © 


Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been practiſing hard 
| | Words, and no Senſe, this Hour to entertain her. 


| Pet, Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that you uy 
| bave a view of ber char icur before 9 begin. . 


i | * 


Dur. 


you're very welcome, ve wanted ſuch a one 
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Di 1 long to engage her, leſt | ſhould forget my Leſſon. 
Pet. Here the comes, Sir, 1 mult fly. 


[Ex Pet, and Dy. fands Peeping behind _ Curtain. 


| Enter Biſarre and Maid. 3 
Bi. (With a Book. |: Pſhaw, hang Books, they ſoyre our 
Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complextons. 


[Throws away the Book. 
Dur. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all A- 


riftotle. 


Bif. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fiddle, there's 
no body near us. 
= Enter Fidler. 


Dar. Wou 'd to the Lord there was not. 

Biſ. Here, Friend, a Minuet ! —— quicker time; e 
wou d we had a Man or tWo. | 

Dur. [Stealing away ] You ſhall haye the Devil ons my 
dear dancing Fhnlolopher. t 

Biſ. Uds my Life !—— Here's one. 

[Runs to Dur. and bales him back, 

Dur. Is all m learn'd Preparation come to this? 

Biſ. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, thats my good Boy-— 
Come, 
firike FX know you dance well, Sir, you're finely 
ſhap'd for't Come, come, Sir; quick, quick, you miſs 
the time elſe. . | 

Dur, But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 

Biſ. Ay, ay, talk as you dance , talk as you dance, 
come, 

Dur. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 

Biſ. Hang DialeRicks —— Mind the time ——— quicker, 
Si rrah, [To the Fidler.] Come, *— and how dye fiud your 
ſelf now, Sir? 

Dar. In a fine breathing Wy Doctor. 

Biſ. All the better, Patient, all the better; —Come, Sir, 
ſing pow, ſing, I know you ſing well; 1 ſee you have 2 
ſinging Face; a heavy dull Sonato Face. 

Dur. Who, I ſing? 
Biſ. O you're modeſt, Sir— but come, ſit down, clo- 
ſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle of Wine— Come, Sir, Ly la, 
la; ſing, Sir. 

Der. But, Madam, I came to talk wid; you. - 

Biſ. O ir, ou ſhall drink firſt. Come, fill me a Bum- 

pi Si, "bi the king. 
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Dur, Wou'd I were out of his Dominions.— By this Light; 

{he'll make me drunk too. be. 

Biſ. O pardofi me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill it high. 
er. No, Sir, can you drink a Health under your Leg? 

Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 

Biſ. Come, off with it, to the bottom. — Now how d'ye 
like me, Sir? 

Dar, O, mighty well, Madam. | 

Biſ. You ſee how a Womans Fancy varies, ſometimes ſple- 
netick and heavy, then gay and ftolikſome.— And how d'ye 
like the Humour ? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me ſit down to anſwer you, for I 
am heartily tir d. | . 

Biſ. Fye upon't; a young Man, and tir d! up for ſhame, 
and walk about, Action becomes us——a little faſter, Sir. 
What d'ye think now of my Lady La Pale, and Lady Coquet 
the Duke's fair Daughter? Ha! Are they not brisk Laſſes? 
Then there is black Mrs. Bellair, and brown Mrs. Bellfabe. 

Dur. They are all Strangers to me, Madam. 

Biſ. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not always de- 
ſpicable O Tard, Sir, if young Mrs. Bagatell had kept 
her ſelf ſingle till this time o Day, what a Beauty there had 
been! And then, you know, the charming Mrs. Mon keylove, 
the fair Gem of St. Ger mains. OO 

Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. 

Biſ. And then you mult have heard of the Engliſh Beau , 
Spleenamore, how unlike a Gentleman —— _ 

Dur. Hey———not a Syllable on't, as I hope to be ſav'd, 
Madam. | | | 

Biſ. No! Why then play me a Jig; come, Sir. 

7. By this Light I cannot; faith, Madam, I have ſprain d 
1 . | is 
| "Bi Then {it you down, Sir ; and now tell me what's your 
Buſinefs with me? What's your Errand ? Quick, quick, di- 
ſpatch———Odfſo, may be you are ſome Gentleman's Ser- 
vant, that have brought me a Letter, or a Haunch of Veni- 
{on. | 

Dur. *Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 

Biſ. O, cry you Mercy, Sir, I ſaw you juſt now, I miſtook 
you, upon my Word: you are one of the travelling Gen- 
tlemen——aud pray, Sir, how do all our impudent Friends 
in Italy? 7 5 
Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more ſerious 
Intention than your Entertainment has anſwer d. 


Bil. 
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Biſ. Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the greateſt 
Affront imaginable, howe'er your Expreſſions may turn it to 
a Complement: Your Viſit, Sir, was intended as a Prologue 
to a very ſcurvy Play, of which Mr. Mirabel and you ſo hand- 
ſomly laid the Plot-— Marry] No, no, I'm 4 Man of more 
Honowr. Where's your Honour? Where's your Courage now ? 
Ads my Life, Sir, I have a great mind to kick you Go, go 
to your Fellow-Rake now, rail at my Sex, and get drunk for 
Vexation, and write a Lampoon — But I muſt have you to 
know, Sir, that my Reputation 1s above the Scandal of a Li- 
bel, my Vertue is ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe whoſe Opi- 
nion is my Intereſt : And for the reſt, let them talk what they 
will; for when I pleafe Tl be what I pleaſe, in ſpight of you 
and all Mankind: and ſo, my dear Man of Honour, it you 
| betir'd con over this Leſſon, and fit there till I come to you. 


have a great mind to kick you! —— — Oons and Confuſion! 
[Starts up.] Was ever Man ſo abus d 
me on. 
Enter Petit. 
Pet, Well, Sir, how d'ye find your ſelf? 
Dur. You Son of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'ye come to abuſe 
me? I'll kick you with a Vengeance, you Dog, 
[Petit runs off, and Dur. after bim. 


[Kun of. 
Dur. Tum ti dum. [Sings.] Ha, ha, ha, Ads my Life! / 


ACT. III. 
SCENE continues. 


Old Mirabel and the Pung. 
Old A. O B, come hither, Bob. 
| Mir. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 

Old M. Are not you a great Rogue, Sirrah ? 

Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenſion, Sir, for I've 
heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father. 95 FD 
Old M. Your Father is your very humble Slave —— I tell 
thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fellow, and I love 
ihe heartily ; and a very great Villain, and I hate thee mor- 

Air. Villain, Sir! Then 1 muſt be a very impudent ne. 


Ay, Mirabel ſet 
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for I cant recollect any Paſſage of my Life that Tm a- 
ſham'd of. | | | 
Old M. Come hither, my dear Friend; doſt ſee this Pi- 
. | [Shews him a little Picture? 

Mir. Oriana s? Pſhaw! 
01d M. What, Sir, wont you look upon't? — Boh, 
8 prithee come hither now——Doſt want any Money, 
Child: 
' Mir. No, Sir. | 
Old M. Why then here's ſome for thee ; come here now-— 
How canſt thou be fo hard-hearted, an unnatural, unman- 
nerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, Child, I a'n't angry) as to 
abuſe this tender, lovely, good-natur'd dear Rogue?—-Why, 
the ſigbs for thee, and cries for thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs 
for thee, the poor little Heart of it is like to burſt —— Come, 
my dear Boy, be good-natur'd like your nown Father, be 
now -—— and then ſee here, read this — the Effigies of the 
lovely Oriana, with ten thouſand Pound to her Portion — ten 
thouſand Pound, you Dog; ten thouſand Pound, you Rogue; 
how dare you reſuſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, you 
impudent Raſcal? 7 5 | 
Mir. Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir? | 
Oid M. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten thouſand 
Tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand Pound, Sir. 
Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me 111 be gone, Sir! I'll 
take Poſt for Italy this Moment. 
Old M. Ah! the Fellow knows I won't part with him. 
Well, Sir, what have you to ſay? 5 
Mir. The Univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage has had 
in the World, is enough to fix it for a publick Good, and to 
draw every body into the Common Cauſe; but there are ſome 
Conſtitutions, like ſome Inſtruments, to pony ſingular, 
that they make tolerable Muſick by themſelves, but never do 
well in a Conſort. | 
Old M. Why this is Reaſon, I mult confeſs, but yet tis 
Nonſenſe too; for tho' you ſhou'd reaſon like an Angel, 
- you argue your ſelf out of a good Eſtate you talk like a 
ool., | | 3 
Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with the Ri- 
| ches of Creſws, you leave me but a Beggar for want of my Li- 
| berty. EE 
* Old M. Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard? Sdeath, 
4 | Sir, why did I give you Education? was it to diſpute me 
out of my Senſes? Of what Colour now is the Head of this 
Lane? You'll ſay tis white, and, ten to one, 1 
22 | 2 cheve 
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believe it too I thought that young Fellows ſtudy d to. 
o 3 i 3 
Air. No, Sir, I have ſtudy d to deſpiſe it; my Reading 
was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 

Old M. There he has me agen now. But, Sir, did not 1 
marry to oblige you? 5 5 
Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpect, pray? _ 
Old M. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir; wa'n't 
that an Obligation? : Soap 

Air. And becauſe I wou'd have it ſtill an Obligation, 1 
gvoid re | 

Old M. How is that, Sir? 3 3 
Air. Becauſe I wou d not curfe the hour I was born. 

Old M. Look e, Friend, you may perſuade me out of my 
Deſigns , but I'll command you out of yours; and tho' you 
may convince my Reaſon that youre in the right, yet there is 
an old Attendant of Sixty three, call'd Poſitiveneſs, which 
you nor all the Wits in Italy ſhall ever be able to ſhake ; fo, 
Sir, you're a Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk, but Ytf 
be obey'd. | | " 

Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman than the 
Father; they firſt give us Brecding that they don't underftand, 
then they turn us out of doors cauſe we are wiſer than them- 
ſelves, But I'm a little afore-hand with the Old Gentleman. 
Aſſde.] Sir, you have been pleas'd to fettle a thouſand pound 
Sterling a Year upon me; in return of which, I have a ver 
great Honour for you and ycur Family, and ſhall take care 
that your only and beloved Son ſhall do nothing to make him 
hate his Father, or to hang himſeli. So, dear Sir, I'm your 
very humble Servant. . [Runs off. 

Old M. Here, Sirrah, Rogue, Bob, Villam. 

CA - 2 f 

Dug. Ay, Sir, tis but what he deferves. - 

Old M. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what have you 
to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir? | 

Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 

Old M. What have you to do with my Words? I have 
ſwallow'd my Words alrcady ; I have eaten them up, and 
how can you come at em, Sir? | ¹ÿ6 5 

Dag. Very eaſily, Sir : Tis but mentioning your injur d 
Ward, and you will throw them up again immediately. 

Old M. Sir, your Siſter was a fooliſh young Flirt to truf 
any ſuch young, deceitful, rakehelly Rogue, like him. 3 

Dug. Cry you mercy, Old Gentlemen, E thought we ſhou'd 
haye the Words again. Eh | . 
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Old M. And what then? *Tis the way with young Fel- 
tows to ſlight old Gentlemen's words, you never mind em 
when you ought — I ſay, that Bob's an honeſt Fellow, and 


who dares deny it ? 


| Enter Biſarre. | 

Biſ. That dare I, Sir: — I ſay, that your Son is a wild, 
foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb ; and were I abus d 
as this Gentleman's Siſter, I wou'd make it an /alian Quarrel, 
and poiſon the whole Family. 3 

Dag. Come, Sir, tis no time for ttifling, my Siſter is abus d;, 
you are made ſenſible of the Affront, and your Honour is con- 
cern'd to ſee her redreſs d. | 

Old M. Looke, Mr. Dugard, good words go fartheſt. 1 
will do your Siſter Juſtice , but it muſt be after my own rate, 
no body muſt abuſe my Son but my ſelf. For altho Robin 
be a ſad Dog, yet he's no body's Puppy but my own. 

Biſ. Ay, that's my ſweet-natur d, kind old Gentleman, — 
[Wheedling him.] We will be good then, if you'll join with us 
in the Plot. „ 

Old M. Ah, you coaxing young Baggage, what Plot can 
you have to wheedle a Fellow of Sixty three? 
Biſ. A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to bring other 
People together, Sir; and you muſt act the Spaniard, cauſe 
your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; and if he ſhou'd, your Au- 


thority protects you from a Quarrel, to which Oriana is un- 


willing to expoſe her Brother. 
P Old M. And what part will you act in the buſineſs, Ma- 
am ? 3 | 2 
Biſ. My ſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfect Changling: 
theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads preſently ; the Fel- 
Jows no ſooner turn Knaves, but we turn Fools: But I am 


ſtill my ſelf, and he may expect the moſt ſevere Uſage from 


me, cauſe I neither love him, nor hate him. Exit: 
Old M. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, who muſt open 
the matter to him? : 

Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer General. And here 


- 


he comes. 


. S 
Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveries; are all Friends about us? 
Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. 


Pet. You muſt know, Sir od's my Life, I'm out of 


Breath; you mult know, Sir you muſt know 


Old A. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir? i 
Pet. That I have [Pants and Bloms. ] brib d, Sir, bribd 


Ola 


ycur Son's Secretary of State. 
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Old 24. Secretary of State who's that, for Heavens 
ſake ? 4; 

Per. His Valet-de-Chambre, Sir: You muſt know, Sir, that 
the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's Cloaths, and wen 
he went to duſt the Embroider'd Suit, the Secret fle, out of the 
right Pocket of his Coat, in a whole Swarm of your Crambo 

Songs, ſhort footed Odes, and long-legg'd Pindaricks. 

O14 14. Impoſſible! _ | | 

Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along; there was Oriana 
in every Line, but he hates Marriage: Now, Sir; this Plot 
will tir up his Jealouſie, and we ſhall know by the ſtrength 
of mt how to proceed farther, Come, Sir, lets about it with 
Tis Expedition gives our King the ſway ; 

For Expedition too the French give way; 
Swift to attack, or ſwift to run away. [Exennt. 
Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing careleſiy by one another. 

30 CAfide.] I wonder what ſhe can ſee in this Fellow to 
like him? 3 

Mir. [ Aſide.] 1 wonder what my Friend can fee in this 
Girl to admire her? . 


Biſ. LAſide.] A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rakehel. 
Mir. [ Afde.] A light, whimſical, impertinent Mad-cap. 
Biſ. Whom do you mean, Sir ? 
Mir. Whom do you mean, Madam? ; 
Biſ. A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him for 
a 8 Creature, but a prudent Reſolution to hang him- 
elf. | | 


Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force me to that Refo- 


Jution. | 

Biſ. Ill dot with all my Heart. 

Air. Then you muſt marry me. 

Biſ. Look e, Sir, don't think your ill Manners to me ſhall 
excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by fixing a Quarrel 
here, to divert my Zeal for the abſent : for I'm reſolv d, nay, 


I come prepar'd to make you a Panegyrick, that ſhall morti- 
he your Pride like any Modern Dedication. 


Mir. And I, Madam, like a true Modern Patron, ſhall 


bardly give you thanks for your trouble. g 
Biſ. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little Foundation you 
have for your dear ſufficiency, I'll take you to pieces. 
Mir, And what piece will you chuſe? ns 
Biſ. Your Heart, to be ſure ; cauſe I ſhou'd get preſently 
rid on't; your Courage I wou d give to a Hector, your iy io 
3 | | a le 
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a lewd Play- maker, your Honour to an Attorney, your Body 
to tbe Phyſicians, and your Soul to its Maſter. | 


Air. 1 had the oddeſt Dream laſt night of the Dutcheſs of 
andy, methought the Fonrbelows of her Gown were pinn'd 


Bur 
up 75 high behind, that I cou d not ſte her Head for her Tail. 


* Bif. The Creature don't mind me! do you think, Sir, that 
your humourous Impertinence can divert me? No, Sir, I'm 


above any Pleaſure that, you can give, but that of ſeeing you 


miſerable. And mark me, Sir; my Friend, my injur'd Ftiend 


ſhall yet be doubly happy, and you ſhall be a Husband as 


much as the Rites of Matriage, and the Breach of em can 
make you. * [ Here Mir, pulls out à Virgil, and reads to him- 
Rs | ſelf while ſhe ſpeaks. 
Air. [Reading.] At Regina dolos, quis fallere poſſit. amantem. 
Diſſimulare etiam ſperaſti, perfide, tantum [ Very true. 


Poſſe nefas. 


By your Favour, Friend Virgil, *twas but a raſcally ttick of 


your Hero to forſake poor Pug to inhamanly. © © © 
_ Biſ. I don't know what to ſay to him. The Devil 
what's Virgil to us, Sir? OO LO be 
Mir. Vary much, Madam, the moſt apropo in the World 
for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the very Place where 
the perjur d Rogue of a Lover and the forſaken Lady are bat- 
teling it tooth and nail. Come, Madam , ſpend your Spirits 
no longer, we'll take an eaſier method: I'll be- Æneas now, 


Madam Dido, 5 
Nec te noſter amor, nec te data dextra quondam, 

Net Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido Font 
Ah poor Dido ! . le 
Biſ. Rudeneſs, Affronts, Impatience! I ceu d almoſt ſtart 
out even to Manhood, and want but a Weapon as long as his 
to fight him upon the ſpot. What ſhall 1 ſay? wal 


Air. Now the rants, 3 8 | 
jam nec Maxima Fund. 


and you ſhall be Dido, and we'll rail by Book, Now for you 


Qu quibus anteferam, j am ) 

_ Bif. A Man! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited away. 
Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very words. 5 
Biſ. And ſome pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with hu- 


mane Shape to palliate growing Miſchjef. 


FI [Both ſpeak together, and raiſe their Voices by degrees. 
Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus horrens 

Cancaſus, hircaneque ad morunt Lbera Tigres, _ 

Biſ. Go, Sir, fly to your midnight Revels. —— 


Air. Excellent. ] I ſequere Italiam ventis, pete regna per undas; 
Spero equidem mediis, ſi quid pia Numina poſſunt. L Together 205 i | 
1 5 11. 


- found ? 


| e x 1 v1 


The Way to win bim. 25 


Biſ. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs, of your make, . your 
Nature farts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch Pele: 
Now the Devil take lis Impudence, he 1 yexes the fo, 1 doti't 
know —_ — cry or laugh at him. 

Mir. B 521 perform A my dear Lybian ; r H. write the 
Tragedy of and you chall 48 the Part: But you do no- 
thing at all, unleſs you fret your ſelf into a Fit; fot here the 

O0r Lady is ſtifled with Vapours, drops into the Arms of het 
Niaide, 2 and the cruel, barbarous; deceitful Wanderer, is in 
the very next Line call d Pious Elea. — There's Autho: 
rity for ye. 

Sorry indeed Anta Rood 

I 0 ſee her in a Pout; 

But Fove himſelf, who ne'er thought god | 

To ſtay a ſecond Bout, 

Commands him off, with all his Crew, 

And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. _ | [Runs of: 

Biſ. Go thy Ways, for 4 deat, mad, Aeccitful, agtecable Fel- 


low. O' my Conſtiente 1 muſt excuſe Oriand. 


| 


That Lover ſoon his Angry Fair diſarms, 


Whoſe ſlighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charms | 


* 
Ne 


el, "" where ate you? no white ts be 


Enter Mirabel. \ 
Adv, What's the matter, Petit? 
Pet. Moſt Ge met. i Ab, Sit, that one e who bl 
ollow'd the Game ſo long, an rought the poor Hare jy 
under his Paws, ſhould let 2 Mungril Cur: chop! in, and run 
away with the Puſs. 


Mir. If your Worſhip can get otit of your Allegoties be 


Enter Petit, runt about to every Door, ind Knocks, 
Per: Mr. aura 


pleas d to tell me in three Words what you mean. 


Pet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your MUS and mine is gbivg 
to be marry'd. 


Air. I believe you lie, Gir. 8 1 755 35 

Pet. Vour humble Servant, Sir. . [Golng: 

Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry d! 149 you? 

Per; No, Sir, tis no matter; I only thought to ao you 4 
dee but I (hall take care how I confer my Fayouts for 

e ture. 

Mir. Sir, 1 bes 9 K ten thoufind Pardon. [Boring bow: 

Pet. Tis enoii if. — I come to tell you; St, that 
Orima is this ] Wonen te be ketifie'd ; m paft R Re- 


R | Ah? 
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Amp,. 1 underſtand her, ſhe'll take a Husband out of ſpight 
to me, and then out of love to me ſhe will make him a Cuc- 


GY, T4 


| Kold ; tis ordinary with Women to marry one Perſon for the 


Lake of another, and to throw themſelves into the Arms of 
one they hate, to ſecure their Pleaſure with the Man they love. 
But who is the happy Man ? A 

Pet. A Lord, Sir,. RF Es 

. Mir, Em her Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant; a Train 

and a Title, hey! room for my Lady's Coach, a front Row 
in the Box for her Ladyſhip ; Lights, Lights for her Honour. 
——- Now muſt I be a conſtant attender at my Lord's Levee, 
to work my way to my Lady's Couchee—— a Counteſs, I 
preſume, Sir,— RES: 

Pet. A Spaniſh Count , Sir , that Mr. Dugard knew abroad, 
is come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs yeſterday , marries her to 
day, and whips her into Spain to morrow. 
Air. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt I follow my Cuckold over the 
Pyrenees ? Had (he marry'd within the Precincts of a Billet 
deux, I wou'd be the Man to lead her to Church; but as it 
happens, P'1l forbid the Banes. Where is this mighty Don? 

Pet. Have a care, Sir, he's a rough croſs-grain'd Piece, and 
there's.no tampering with him; wou'd you apply to Mr. Da- 


ud, or the Lady her (elf, ſomething might be done, for it is 


in deſpight to you, that the buſineſs 18 carry d fo haltily. Od- 
ſo, Sir, here he comes. I muſt be gone. _ 


Enter Old Mir. dreſsd in a Spaniſh Habit, leading Oriana: 


Ori, Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better ſuited your 
Lordſhip's Merit. My Perſon, Rank, and Circumſtance, ex- 


zoſe me as the publick Theme of Raillery, and ſubject me to 
fo injurious Uſage, my Lord, that 1 can lay no claim to any 


part of your Regard, except your Pity. 


Old Ai. Breathes he Vital Air, that dares preſume 
With rude Behaviour to profane ſuch Excellence ! 
Show me the Man 9 


And you ſhall ſee how ſudden my Revenge 
Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Prefumption.. . 


Is this thing one? 7 " [Siruting up to Mirabel. 
Ori. Good my Lord, 


OA: If be, or anyibed; 1: oe nd 3 
Ori. 155 my Lord, the Gentleman's a ſtranger. 
Old A. O your. pardon, Sir but if you had— fe- 


member, Sir — the Lady now is mine, ber Iojurics are 


mine; 
2 


. 


e. 


re 


; 
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mine; therefore, Sir, you underſtand per" e Madam : 
8 „ Jhe goes off, Mir. 


[Leads Oriana to the Door, runs to his 
| | Father, and pulls him by the Sleeve. 
Mir. Ecomte, Monſieur Le (unt. 
Old M. Your Buſineſs, Sir? © 5 
Air. h! T7 | | 5 . 8 7 N 
Old. M. Boh! What Language is that, Sir? 
Air. Spaniſh, my Lord. . W 
0% M: What dye mean; 3 
Mir. This, Sir. J e ee »n. his Heels. 
Old M. A very conciſe Quarrel, truly. — ll bully him: 
——Trinidado Seignieur, give me fair play. [Offering to riſe. 
Mir. By all means, Sir. [Takes away his Sword. Now Sei- 
nieur, where's that bombalt Look, and: Mſtian Fate your 
-ountſhip wore juſt now? © [Strikes him; 
| Old M. The Rogue garrett well, very well, wy, own Son 
right !-——— But hold, Sirrah, no more jeſting; I'm your Fa- 
tht, urs. % ß ꝗͥ gd oe 
Mir. My Father! then by this Light I cou'd find in my 
Heart to pay thee [;A/ide.] Is the Fellow mad * - Why. ſure , 
Sir, 1 ba'n't frighted you out of your Senſes? 8 OE 
Old M. But you have, Sir. | n Stahl 
Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again. daft to Atrile him. 
Old M. Why Rogue Bob, dear Bob, don't you know 
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me, Child? 


Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downtight diſtracted, thou 
Miracle of Impudence , wou dſt thou make me \believe that 


uch a grave Gentleman as my Father wou'd go a Maſquera- 


ding thus? That a Perſon of threeſcore and three wou d run 
about in a Fool's Coat to diſgrace himſelf and Family! Why, 
you impudent Villain, do you think I will ſuffer ſuch, an Af- 

ont to paſs upon my honour'd Father, my worthy Father 


my dear Father? *S$death, Sir, mention my Father but once 


again, and I'll ſend your Soul to my Grandfather this Mt- 

hae... f | [Offering io ab him. 
Old M. Well, well, I am not your Father. 
Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſawcy, hectoring Spaniard, 

and I'll ufe you accordingly. 1 „ 
Old M. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir; we have all got 


nothing but Blows ſince we began to take their part. 


Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs to Mi- 
2 rabel, the reft i0 the old Gentleman. 
Dag. Fye, ſye, Mirabel, murder your Father! FN 
Air. M Father! What is the whole Family mad ? Give 


me way, Sir, I wo'n't be held. =P 
* 9 R 2 WS -// 
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* 


| Ola Al. No! nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. | 


IE {Offering to 20, 
Mir. My Father! EE . | 
Old M. Ay, you Dog's Face, I am your Father, for I have 


on 


| bore as much for thee, as your Mother ever did. 


Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems, a Deſign, a 
Contrivance; a Stratagem——Oh ! how my Bones ake! ' 
Old M. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 


Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't 1 been beating my own Fleſh and 

Blood all this while? O Madam [To Oriana.] I with your 
TadyſhipJoy of your new Dignity. Here was a Contrivance 
Indeed. 5 | | 


Pet. The Centrivance was well enough, Sir, for they im- 
pos d upon us all. 

Mir. Well, my dear Dalcinea, did your Don Qui xot battel 
_ you bravely? My Father will anſwer for the Force of my 
ove. 7 | | 

Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of your own 
creating. 6 EE Ihe) | 
Das. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if I ſtand 
tamely now, —— [Comes up between Mirabel and his Siſter. 
Well, Sir! 1s LE £02 
Air. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your Tenants, 
Sir, that you put on your Landlord-face at me? 
Dug. On what Preſumption, Sir, dare you "m_ how? 
| | rams. 
Old M. What's that to you, Sir. Dram. 
Pet. Help, help, the Lady fainte. 
9 [Oriana falls into her Maids Arms. 
Mir. Vapours ! Vapours! ſhe'll come to her ſelf: If it be 
an angry Fit, a Dram of Aſia Fetida—— If Jealouſie, Hartl- 
horn in Water——If the Mother, burnt Feather If Grief, 
Ratifia If it be ſtrait Stays, or Corns, there's nothing like 
a Dram of plain Brandy. OT [Exit. 
Ori. Hold off, give me Air O my Brother, wou'd you 
preſerve my Life, endanger not your own; wou'd you defend 
my Reputation, leave it to it ſelf; tis a dear Vindication 
that's purchas'd by the Sword; for tho' our Champion prove 
Victorious, yet our Honour 1s wounded. 
Old M. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, that's ano- 
ther thing. But I think you're pretty brisk again, my Child. 
Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pretence to di- 
vert the Quarrel ; the capricious Taſte of your Sex excuſes this 
Artihce in ours, 


For 
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9 8 „ 5 
= NO 5 


For often, EW our thief PerfeBtions fails, 22 We | 
Our chief Defelts with 755 Men prevall. © -, [Extr. 


Pet, Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there is is a way Raitt 
left to fetch bim agai in 
4 Old M. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has any Relation to 
pain. 
Dug. I ſcorn all Artifice whatſoerer 3 my Sword ſhall do 
her juſtice. 


Per, Pretty Juſtice, truly! Suppoſe you run him thro the. 
Body; you run her thro the Heart at the ſame time. 
Old MA. And me thro' the Head rot your Sword, Sir, 
we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. = 
Piet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a nn, and fo 
being him about to declare himſelf, _ " 
g. That, I mutt confeſs, has a Face. 14 
* ola Face! A Facelike an Angel, Sir. Ads my Life = 
| Sir, tis the molt beautiful Plot in Giger, We'll A hour | 


| it nn. rr [Extum. : 
ict»: SCUNY, the Sirech, in N 
5 Diuretete and Mirabel. mw 4 
Dur. [In 4 Paſſion.) And tho I can't dance; nor ſing, „nor 
talk like you, yet I can fight, you know, Sir. 1 ater 1 
. Air. 1 know thou canſt, Man. | 
. | Dur. *Sdeath, Sir, and vill: Let me ſee the, r propdeſt 
{ Man alive make a Jeſt of me! 
. Mir. But I'll engage to make you: amends, | 
« Der. Danc'd to Death! Baited like a Bear! Ridicul'd! 
= threatn'd to be kick d! Confuſion. Sir, 921 {et me on 5 „and 
A I will have Satisfaction, all Mankind will point at me. 
e Air. {Afide.) 1 muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome Paſſage 
. or 'twill break upon my own Head Look 6, Na 
4 what do theſe Gentlemen laugh at? 
n Emer two Gentlemen, | 2 
le Dar. At me to be ſure Sir, what made you Jaugh at 
me! 
9 I Gen. Youre miſtaken, Sir, if we were metry We had a 
d. private reaſon. 
1- 2 Gen, Sir, we don't know you. | 
15 Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and obſerye me, 
I won't be namd, it ſhan t be mention d, not even whiſ- 
'R 3 per'd 
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Sia, eu he Ms: 


rer d in your Prayers at Church. Nh Sir, d'ye ſmile 1 d 
I Gen. Not I, upon my word. 
Dur. Why then look grave as an Owl in a Barn, or a 


Fryer with his Crown a ſhaving. 


Mir. Aſſle w the Gent. Dog be bully d out of your Hu- 


| font emen; the Fellows mad, laugh at bim, and Vit 


by you. 
15 Gen, Igad and fo we will. 
Both. Ha, ha, Ha! 4 | 
Dur, Ha, ba, ha, very pretty. [Pram She chreaten'd to 
Fr me. "Ay, then,” 708 Dogs, I'll murther ye. 
FRY 1 Lr 1d beats chew off, Mir. runs oder to hit, 5 de. 
U, Ha! bravely done, Duretete, there you had 
bios aged Captain, hey, they run , „they run, Y Ee, Vi. 


Coria—— Ha, ha, ha how ha appy am I in a 118 excellent 


_— Tell me : of Our Nan 3 and Men o Senſe, 's 


„ 


welt Pleaſure. | hs 


] hate the Man 1000 makes Haas nice, ; | 
And (till diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And muſt give Reaſons for whate er he fays. 
The Man, jndegd, whoſe Converſe is fo full, 
Makes the attemive, but! it makes me dull: 
Glye me tlie Careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 92 
That plays 90 Foal as freely as he drinks. il 
Not à Piiffoory, who js Buffoon by Trade, 
But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
Who (till is merry, bur does ne er defign it; 
And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne er can find it. 
Vho,when hes moſt in earneſt, is the beſt; 
And his thoſt grave Expreſſion is the Jef [Ex. 


| The End of the Third AC * 
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ACT. WW. 


1 7 1 


vy to the 


warrant ye. dats | 
Enter Duretete. OT 9 
Dur. Here, where are ye all? O! Mr. Mirabel, you 
have done fine things for your Poſterity——— And you, 
Mr. Dugard , may come to anſwer this I come to de- 
mand my Friend at your hands; reſtore him, Sir, or 


1444220 


OM Re 7 | ue Ola Mir. 
Old M. Reftore him! Why d'ye think 1 have got him in 
my Trunk, or my Pocket? tragic. ©: 


Dior. Sir, he's mad; and you're the Cauſe on tr. 
O's 4. That may be; for 1 was as mad as he when I de 
Dsg. Mad, Sir! What dye mean?? 
Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up your Sifter 
Puter , to talk like a Parrot thro a 1 a Decoy- 
uck, to draw others into the Snare? Yout Son, Ar, becauſe 
ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken the World; and in 
three Words has . | | b | 43:5 L190 [1 3 
ON = Hang'd himſeltf!! 
Dur. The very ſame ; turn'd Fryer. e 
ON AA. You lie, Fir, tis ten times worſe. Bob tmn d 
Fryet !— Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh Crown 
when the ſame Razor may cut his Throat? D Lin 40 


Dur. Jf you have any Command, or you any Intereſt over 
him; loſe not a Minute? He has thrown himſelf into the next 


onaſtery, and has order d me to pay off bis Servants, and 
Od M. Let me alone to ferret him out; Fl ſacrifice the 
Abbot, if be receives him; I'll try whether the Spiritual or 
the Natural Father has the moſt right to the Child. But, 
dear Captain, what bas he done with his Eſtate? 


R 4 Dr, 


- — - _ - 
— — TT CET OL Me 


—— d — 
* 4 . 
EA ‚ ‚ ˙ W- ‚or.‚.‚.i ., — r 
2 — —— n 


n 
— — 


. 
=o N e 


2 — — — 


Keys of Paradiſe, nor the 


. ay it {cot | W ? {Let us dedicate our beautiful Minds to 
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Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 
Old M. The Church ; Nay, the the Deyil won't get him 
out of their Clutches — Ten thouſand Livres a Year upon 


the Church! Tis d Eon rig ght Sacrilege — Come, Gentle- 


men, all hands to Work; for half that Sum, ons of theſe 
Monaſteries ſhall protect you a Traytor from the Law, a 
Rebellious Wife from her Husband , and a Diſobedient Son 
from his on Father. I Erxit. 

Gp 25 will you perſuade me, that s he's gone to a Mo- 
ma ery, 111 

Dar. Is your Siſter. gone to the Filles Repenties 1 tell vou; , 
Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of regenting Maids, 

Hug. Why ſo, Sir? 

Dur. Becauſe the! s neither one, nor t other; ſhe's too old to 


pe. a _ And too you to repent. 
0 W EN . [Exit Dug. efer him. 


ö © E N , th , a « Maney; Oriana in 4 Nun, Bl 
„ Biſarre. 


oi yo Bi ral is no . in jefing with this 
Red Habit. 
Biſ. To me, the greateſt. Jeſt i in the 1 is taking it in 
earneſt: I don't underitan | this impfiſoning People with the 
erit of that Virtue which come 
by conſtraint, —— Beſides, we may own to one another, that 
we are in the worſt Company when? among our ſelves; for our 
Private Thoughts run us into Hole Ares, , Which our Pride 
reſilts from the Attacks of the Wald Pa, you may 'remem- 
ber, the. firlt Woman then inet the Der when ſhe retir'd 
from ber Man. 
Ori. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortification of 
a Nunnery ; becauſe 1 fanſie the Habit debe 8 
Biſ. A well: contriv d. Mortificatiop, truly, that makes a 
Woman look ten times handſomer than (he did befb befbre 
Ay, my dear, were there any Religion in becoming Dreſs, 
pur Sex's, Deyotion were rightly. Plac d; for our Toylets | 


—— do the Work of the Altar; we ſhow's, all be Cay 
| mopizd. 


Ori. But don t you think there i is great deal of Merit, in 
dedicating, a Beautiful Face and Perſon to the Service of f Re- 


Jigion . 


Biſ. Not half ſo much, as devotin em to a pretty Fel- 
low : If our Feminality bad! no Buſinel in this World, why 


"the 


Tht Way to win him. 
the Service of Heaven. Fang for our handſome Perſons ; 
they become a Box at the Thy,” as well as a Pew in the. 
Church. 
Ori. But the Viciſ des of Forms... the Inconſtancy o 
Man, with other Diſa apf intments of Life, require ſome place 
of Religi on, fora R from their Perſecution. * 
3 Fla, ha, ha, ant do you think there is any Dowetion 
in a Fellow's going 'to Church, when he takes it only for a 
Sanctuary? on t you know , that Religion conſilts in a 
Charity with all Mankind ; and that you ſhould never think 
ol being Friends with Heaven „ till you have quarrell'd with 
all the World. Come, come, mind your Buſineſs, Mirabel 
loves you, 'tis now plain, and hold him tot; give freſh Or- 
ders that he ſnan t ſee you: We get more by hiding our Fa- 
ces ſometimes, than by expoſing them; a very Mask, you 
ſee, whets Deſire, but a pair of keen Eyes thro an ron Ga 
fire double upon em, with View and Diſguiſe. But 1; mu if 
be gone upon my Aſn; I have brought my Captain, About 
again. 19.18 1 
as hy But why will” you trouble your ſelf with Sha Cox- 
comb? 


Biſ. Becauſe bei 4 a ek 15 not beter hve Lo» 


ver like him, that I can make an Aſs, than a Lover like yours, 
to make a Fool of me. ¶ Knocking. b A Meſlage from Mi- 
rabel, I'll lay my Life, [She run, — e Come ſuther, 
Run, thou charming Nun, come higher... 

Ori. What's the News ? "> ind 4 ber 

Ziſ. Don't you ſeg Wha's below? 2 wi? 

Ori. I:ſee. ho body but a Fryer. 
Biſ. Ah! Thou non blind Cupid, 0 my FOR LAI "hk 
Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtantly; ; the Fel i Br no, 80 
ner turn Knaves, than we turn bag ih A Frycr ont 
ſee a villanous genteel. Mien under that Cloak o E. Hys ge * 
the looſe careleſs Air of a tall Rakehelly Fellow 2 

'Ori. As I live; Muschel turn d Frper! 8.1 bers "Heav' go 
he's not in earneſt, gtyr j 

Eil In carneſt , kia, ba, ba, axe; you in tied, Now 7 
your time ; this Diſguiſe has he centaiuly: taks n for. A Pa 
port, to get in and txy your Reſoluticns; lick t A your] Habit 
to be ſure; treat hic with Diſda in, rather than 0 8 for 


Ll 7 14 


Pride becomes us more un Paſſion; 61 Jays 
if youwou'd yield to advantage, and ee = Ak 5 
draw bim on, keep kim oft Ho be fin. O e-bLut 


nous 't 
The 
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+ eunning Gampers never gain too faſt 4 1 
2 loſe at firſt, to win the 5 at laſt. Exit. 

Ori. His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, I don't 
know how; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt my ſelf ; wou d 
he were not come, yet I wou'd not haye him gone neither; 
I'm afraid to talk with him, but I love to fee him tho 


What 4 frange Power has this fantaftick Fire, 
That makes us dread even what we moſt defire ! 


34 


Enter Mirabel in Fryers Habit. 
Mir. Save you, Sifter—— Your Brother, young Lady, ha- 


ring a regard to your Soul's Health, has ſent me to prepare 


you for that ſacred Habit by Confeſſion. 
Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. [A/xde.} My 
Brother's Care I own ; and to you, facred Sir, I confeſs, that 
the great crying Sin which 1 have long indulgd, and now 
22 to expiate, was Love, My Morning Thougbts, my 
vening Prayers, my Daily Muſings, Nightly Cares, was 
Love] My preſent Peace, miy future Bliſs, the Joy of Earth, 
and Hopes of Heaven; 1 8 for Love : 
Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt; Death and 
Confuſion, 1 have loft her! [Aſide.] Vou confeſs your fault, 
Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that 1 could almoſt be in 
love with the Sin. „„ DEC 
Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues , are their own 
Rewards; my chief Delight became my only Grief.; be in 
whoſe Breaſt 1 thought my Heart ſecure turn d Robber, and 


as ob; the Treaſure that he kept. 


Perhaps that Treaſure he efteems ſo much, that like 


a Miſer, tho afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it ſafe. 


Ori, No, hoty Father; who can be Miſer in another's 
Wealth that's Prodigal of his own, his Heart was open, ſhar'd 
to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then become of mine? 
But the ſame Eyes that drew the Paſfon in, ſhall ſend it out 
in Tears, to which now hear my Vo, :?: 
Air. [Diſcovering himſelf.) No, my fair Angel, but let me 
repent ; here on his Knees d the Criminal, chat vows 


# 2 „ 


'Repentance his. Ha! No concern upon her!! 
On. This Turn is odd, and the time has been, that ſack 
+ Sadden Change wou'd have ſurpriz d me into ſome Con- 

10n, | | 
fe 


Ar. 
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Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for Lam now return d to 
my ſelf, I want but pardon to deſerve your Favour, and here 
III fix till you relent, and give it. 5 

Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why wou'd: you at a thing 
to make yau kneel, Monarch in Pleaſure to be Slave to your 
Faults ? Are all the Conquelts of your wandring Sway, your 
Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all reduc d to the baſe cranging 
of a bended Knee? Servile and Poor! I-— Love it Ade 

| . . 

Mir. I come not here to juſtiſie my Fault but my Submiſ- 
ſion, for tho there be a meanneſs in this humble Poſture, 
ee {till to bend when Juſtice calls, than to reſiſt Con- 
viction. | / mn | 

Ori. No more thy oft repeated violated Words re- 
proach my weak Be lief, tis the ſevereſt Calumny to hear thee 
ſpeik; that humble Poſture which once cou d raiſe, now mor- 
tifies my Pride; how can ſt thou hope for Pardon from one 
that you affront by asking it;: | 

Mir. [ Kiſes.] In my own Cauſe no more, but give me leave 
to intercede for you againſt the hard Injunctions of that Habit, 
which for my fault you wear. 


Ori Surprizing Inſolence! My greateſt Foe pretends to 
Five me Counſel ;' but I am too warm upon ſo cool a Subject. 
y Reſolutions, Sir, are fix d! but as our Hearts were united 
with the Ceremony of our Eyes, fo I ſhall ſpare Jome Tears 
to the Separation, [Weeps.} That's all; farewell. 
Mir. And tmult I loſs her? No. Rant, and catches ber.] 
| Since all my Prayers are vain, III uſe the nobler Argument 
of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you refuſe ; you're mine. 
by Pre- contract: And where's the Vou ſo ſacred to difanul 
another ? I'Ił urge iny Love, your Oath, and plead my Cauſe 
gainſt all Monaſtick Shifts upon the Earth. ref 
Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher! Would you profane theſe hoy 
ly Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my paſt Diſgrace 
now offers, thy Life ſhould anſwer this, wou'd I provoke the 
Law, Urge me no farther, but be gone. 4. 27111 5 - 
Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again. 


xte Old Mirabel. ; 
Old M. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun? 
Ori. Madneſs } Confuſion ! I'm ruin de Is 
Mir. What do I hear? [Puts on kis Hood.] What did you 


[Kneels. | 


"M 
Old 
; 
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Old M. I fay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you may be ano 


ther for ought 1 know, Sir; ; I have loſt FRY: Child by theſe 
Tricks, . | 
Ar. What Tricks, Sir? 


0ʃ½ A. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance to 


bring my Son to reaſon, and it bas made him ſtark mad ; I 
have loft him, and a thouſand Pound a Year. 

Mir, {Diſcovering bimſelf.] My dear Father, I'm your moſt 
humble Servant. 

Old Al. My dear Boy, [Runs and tiſſes him.] Welcome, Ex 
Inferis,” my dear Boy, 15 all a Trick, the s no more a Nun 
than I am. is Fe 

Air. No? 

Old M. The Devil a bit. 
Air. Then w_ me again, my dear Dad, for the mol 
bappy Dew: And now moſt venerable holy Siſter. 


[knee 
Nor ** and Your Pardon I implore, 
Fe the Offence of alling it before. Mo PA 


Look e „my dear counterfeiting Nun , take my Advice , bea 
Nun in good earneſt; Women make the beſt Nuns always 
when they can't do otherwiſe. Ay, my dear Father, there is 


a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that you little think; the free 


Deportment of ſuch Fellows as I, makes more Ladies Reli- 
glous, than all the Pulpits 1n-France, 
Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deftroy'd what 
was ſo near Perfection | He ·⁸ the Counterfeit that has de - 
ceiv d you. 
Od M. Ha! Look e, Sir, I recant, the i is a Nun. 


Air. Sir, your humble Servant „then Im a Fryer this 


Moment. 

- Old A. Was ever an old Fool ſo banter'd by a Brace o 
young ones; hang you both, you're both Counterfeits, and 
my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 

Ori. Shame and Codfulion, Love,” Anger, and Diſappoint- 


ment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. *-: 
[Throws off her Habit. Exit. 


Arr. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ſervd a turn 


for us both, and we ſhall e“ Cen go off together, 
[T akes of his Habit, 


Thu the ſick Wretch, when tortur d by bis Pain, 
Aud finding all Eſſays for Life are vain ; 


When 


When the Phyſician can no more deſign, * 
Then call the other Doctor, the Divine. 

What Vows to Heaven, won d Heaven reftore his Health, 
Vows all to Heaven, hi Thoughts, his Actions Wealth: : 

But if reſtor d to Vigour, as before, . 

His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs — 

The Body is no ſooner Rais d and Well, 

But the weak Soul relapſes into Il. 

To all its former ſwing of Life is led, et 

And leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 75 
. | Exit, throwing away the Habit. 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : Duretete with 
37 55 7 a Letter. e . 
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Dur. [Reads.] | Ws o | . 
A Rudeneſs was only a Proof of your Humour, which I have 
found ſo agreeable, that I own my ſelf penitent, and willing 
to make any Reparation upon your firſt Appearance to 
„ RN. 
Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it; then fare- 
wel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge: tis my turn now to 
be upon the Sublime, I'Il take her off, I warrant her. 


Enter Biſarre. 
Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me: 


Biſ. J hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty of- 5 
; 2 Of what? Of a Dancing Devil! Do you love me, 
I lay. MATT RT OT |: b | 
Biſ. Perhaps 1 

Dur. What? | 

Biſ. Perhaps I do not. „„ 

Dur. Ha! abus d again! Death, Woman, I'll——— 

Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I dot!  _ 
Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, Rand there; and 
Ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood, and Soul were like to 
fly out at your Eyes, —Firſt, the direct Surpriſe, [She looks full 
upon him.] Right, next the Deux yeux par oblique. [She gives 
him the fide Glance.] Right, now depart, and languiſh. [She 
turns from him, and looks over her Shoulder.) Very well; now 
Sigh. [She Sighs.] Now drop your Fan a purpole. [She drops 
her Fan.] Now take it up again: Come now, confeſs your 
Faults, are not you a Proud-——lay after me. 


Biſ. 


| 

1 
| 

[ 
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Biſ. Proud. ENG =k5 
Dur. Impertinent. 

Biſ. Impertinent. 
Dur. Rid iculous. 
Biſ. Ridiculous. 
Dur. Flurt. 


Dur. Soons, Woman, don t provoke me, we ate alone, and 


chief, ask my Pardon immediately. | 

Biſ. 1 do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. | 
Dur. Cry then, ha' you got e er a Handkerchief ? 
Biſ. Yes, Sir. | FF 
Dur. Cry then, handſomly; cry like a Queen in a Tragedy. 
[She, pretending to cry, burſts out a laughing, and enter 
. 1 15 two Ladies laughing. 

| Biſ. Ha, ha, ha. ? 


Ladies beth.) Ha, ha, ha. 5 5 
Dur. Hell broke loſe upon me,; and all the Furies flutter'd 
about my Ears! Betray'd again! | 
8 * That you are upon my Word, my dear Captain ; ha, 
a, ha. 05 
Dur. The Lord deliver me. 8 
1. Lady. What! Is this the mighty Man with the Bull-face 
— comes to frighten Ladies? I long to ſee him angry; come, 
"IR £7 - 
m— Ah, Madam, I'm the beſt natur d Fellow in the 
as, 23 LC 
2, Lady. A Man! Were miſtaken, a Man has Manners; 
the aukard Creature is ſome Tinker's Trull in a Perriwig. 
Biſ. Come, Ladies, let's examine him. [They lay hold on him. 
Dur. Examine! The Devil you will! 
A Biſ. Vl lay my Life, ſome great Dairy-Maid in Man's 
loaths. e 8 5 TIER” 

Dur. They will dot; — .look'e, dear Chriſtian Women, 
pray hear me. | 5 N 5 
Biſ. Will you ever attempt a Ladies Honour again? 

Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my Honour, 


Id do any thing in the World. 


Biſ. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry mine? 

Dur. O, yes to be lure. ah. | 
Biſ. And will you do the ſame by me? N 
Dur. Burn me if 1 do, if the Coaſt be clear. [Kant out. 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical for our Di- 
verſion; we'll go make an end of pur Tra, OE: 
nte 


3 Way to vn him. 1 
Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 
Mir. Jour Patience, Sir. I tell you I won't marry ; and tho 
you ſend all the Biſhops in France to perſuade me, I ſhall ne- 
ver believe their Doctrine againſt their Practice. 
Old M. But will you diſobey your Father, Sit? 

Air. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie lazing 
here, bound to a Wife, chain d like a Monkey to make ſport = 
to a Woman, ſubject to her Whims, Humours, Longings, 
Vapours and Caprices, to have her one Day pleas d, to Mor- 
row peeviſh, the next Day mad, the fourth rebellious ; and no- 
thing but this Succeſſion of Impertinence for Ages together. 
Be merciful, Sir, to your own Fleſh and Blood. 3 

Old 4. But, Sir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould not 

you? 
, Air. Then you think, that Marriage, like Treaſon, ſhould 
attaint the whole Blood ; Jer conſider, Sir, is it reaſonable 
becauſe you throw your felt down from one Story, that I muſt 
caſt my (elf headlong from the Garret Window, you wou d 
compel me to that State, which 1 have heard you curſe your 
ſelf, when. my Mother and you have battel'd it for a whole 
Week together. 18. | ; 

Old M. Never hut once, you Rogue, and that was when 

ſhe long d for ſix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then ſhe was breed- 
ing of you, which ſhew'd what an expenſive Dog 1 ſhou d 
have of you. 9 1 EY | 
5 Enter Petit. 
Well Petit, how do's ſhe now? 1 | 
Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pompos, Ay, Mr. Afirabel, you'll be- 
lieve that I ſpeak truth, now, when J confeſs that I have told 
vou hitherto nothing but Lies; our jeſting is come to a ſad 
Earneſt, (he's down - right diſtracted. 
„ Enter Biſarre. Is eh, 
 Biſ. Where is this mighty Victor ?-— The great Exploit 
is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Conqueſt, inhu- 
mane, barbarous Man! O, Sir, [To the Old Gentleman.] 
your wretched Ward has found a tender Guardian of you, 
where her young Innocence expected Protection, here has ſhe 
found her Ruin. 5 

Old M. Ay, the fault is mine, for I believe that Rogue 
won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch a diſobedient Son as 
his Father did. I have done all I can, Madam, and now can 

do no more than run mad for Company. [Cries. 
Enter Dugard with his Sword drawn. 
Dug. Away! Revenge, Revenge. 


Old 
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Old AM. Patience, Patience, Sir. [Old Mirabel holds him 
Bob, draw. ee eee ee . [Afades 
Dag. Patience! The Coward's Virtue, and the brave Man's 
failing, when thus provok'd — Villain! - - A 
Mir. Your Sifter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Madneſs; and 
ſnew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, I'll bear the Villain 
from het Brother. Put up your Anger with yout Sword; I 
have a Heart like yours, that ſwells at an Affront received, 
but melts at an Injury given; and if the lovely Oriana's Grief 
be ſuch a moving Scene, twill find a part within this Breaſt, 
perhaps, as tender as d ehen 
Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, endea- 
your to remove it. - There, there, behold an Object that's 
infective; I cannot view her, but I am as mad as (he, [Enter 
Oriana mad, held by two Maids, who put her in a Chair. ] a Siſter 
that my dying Parents left ; with their laſt Words and Bleſ- 
ſing, to my Care. Siſter, deareſt Siſter. [Goes to her. 
0¹ M. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know me? 
Ori. You! you are Amadss de Gaul, Sir; —— Oh! oh my 
Heart! Were you never in Love, fair Lady? And do you 
never dream of Flowers and Gardens? I dream of walking 
Fires, and tall Gigantick Sighs, Take heed, it comes now 
What's that? Pray ſtand away: I have ſeen that Face fare, 
How light my Head is. 15 43 . 
Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in Madneſs; 
theſe ſudden ſtarts of undigeſted Words ſhopt thro my Sotil, 
with more perſuaſive Force than all the ſtudy d Art of labour 
Eloquence.— Come, Madam, try to repoſe a little. | 
Ori, I cannot; for I muſt be up to go to Church,; and 1 
muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be ſo fine, to meet 
my Love. Hey, ho! —— Will not you tell me where my 
Heart lyes buryd? 3 
Mir. My very Soul is touch'd—Your Hand, my Fair. 
Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? Ill tell you your 
Fortune, Friend. „ 5 7 
Mir, How ſhe ſtares upon mei! : | . 
Ori. You have a flattering Face; but tis a fine one — 1 
warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſes—— Ay, to be ſure, 
a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his Pocket — Will you pra 
for oy | {hall die to Morrow— And will you ring my Pal. 
ſing-Bel !? e ; | . 
A. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created! whoſe Na- 
ture, even diſtracted, has a Cunning: In vain let Man bis 
Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's Madneſs over- rules 
his Reaſon. Do you Know me, injurd Creature? vg 
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Ori. No,—— but you ſhall be my intimate Acquaintance 
in the Grave. | [Weeps. 

Mir. Oh Tears, I muſt believe ye; ſure there's a kind of 

Sympathy in Madneſs ; for even I, obdurate as I am, do feel 
my Soul ſo toſs d with Storms of Paſſion , that I could cry for 
help, as well as ſhe— © [Wipes his Eyes. 

Ori. What have you loſt your Lover? No, you mock me; 
Vil go home, and pray. ; 

Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear me own my Love 
ſo loud, that 1 may call your Senſes to their place, reſtore . 
em to their charming happy Functions, and reinſtate my ſelf 
into your Fayour: WY 15 | 

Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; ſhe trembles, hold 
her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking; don't trouble her 
ſhe don't know you, Sir. 53555 | 

Old M. Not know him! what then? ſhe loves to ſee him 
for all that. 

Enter Duretete. 3 

Dur. Where are you all? What the Devil! Melancholly; 
and There! Are ye fad, and ſuch a ridiculous Subject, ſuch 

a very good Jeſt among ye, as I am? | 

Mir. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no place for 
Bagatel: I have murder d my Honour, deſtroy d a Lady, and 
my deſire of Reparation is come at length too late: See there. 

Dur. What ails her? | 
Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. 8 . . 

Dar. Mad i doſt wonder at that? By this Light, they're all 
ſo; they're cozening mad, they're brawling mad, they're proud 
mad; I juſt now came from a whole World of mad Women, 
that had almoſt——What, is fhe dead? | 

Mir. Dead! Heav'ns forbid. _ | 5 

Dur. Heav'ns farther it; for till they be cold as a Key; 
there's no truſting them; you're never ſure that a Woman's 
in earneſt, till ſhe be nail'd in her Coffin. Shall I talk to 
her? Are you mad, Miſtreſs ? 

Biſ. What's that to you, Sir. 5 

Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there? [Runs off. 
Mir. Away, thou wild Buftoon ; how poor and mean this 
Humour now appears? His Follics and my own 1 here diſ- 
claim; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtor'd my Senſes, and was ſhe 

"a now, as once ſhe was, (before you all I fpeak it,) ſhe 

0 be mine; and as ſhe is, my Tears and Prayets ſhall 
wed her. 


Dug. How happy had this Declaration been ſome hours ago? 
8 31, 


Ori. Ob, Sir! 
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Biſ. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go off; come; 
come, lets leave em. LEx. omnes, but Mir. and Ori. 
Mir. Speak, my charming Angel, if your dear Senſes have 
_ their order ; ſpeak, Fair, and bleſs me with the 
eys. 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that happy 
counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor d to my poor labouring 
Breaſt, the deareſt, beſt-belovd of Men. | | 

Mir. Tune. all ye Spheres your Inſtruments of Joy, and 
carry round your ſpacious Orbs, the happy Sound of Oriana's 
Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was next to yours, is now 
in Tune again; the counterfeiting Fair has play d the Fool. 


nas ſo mad to pawn my Liberty: 
But now ne both are well, and both are free. 


Ori. How, Sir? Free! | 
Mir. As Air, my dear B:dlaniite; what, marry a Luna- 
tick! Look, my Dear, you have counterfeited Madneſs ſo ve- 
ry well this bout, that you'll be apt to play the Fool all your 


She was ſo mad to Counterfeit for me; 5 


Life long. Here, Gentlemen. 


Ori. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir. O my Faith, but Iwill; here, come in, Gentlemen. 
—— A Miracle! a Miracle! the Woman's diſpoſſeſs d, the 
Devil's vamiſhid., 5 

| Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 

Old M. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſleſs'd? 

Mir. With the worſt of Demons, Sir, a Marriage-Devil, a 
horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz d, I promis d my 
Endeavours to cure your Siſter. No mad Doctor in Chriſten- 
dom could have done it more effectually. Take her into your 
Charge; and have a care ſhe don't relapſe; if ſhe ſhould, em- 
ploy me again, for I am no more infallible than others of 
the Faculty ; 1 do cure ſometimes, | | 

Ori. Your Remedy, molt barbarous Man, will prove the 
greateſt Poiſon to my Health; for tho' my former Frenzy was 
but Counterfeit, I now ſhall run into a real Madneſs. 


a [Exit, Old Mir. after. 
Dug. This was a turn beyond my Knowledge; I'm fo con- 
ſus d, I know not how to reſent it. [Ex it. 


Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have 1 ſcapd? Was 
not 1 juſt now upon the brink of Deſtruction? 


Epter 
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Enter Duretete. 
O my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom ; no Lark eſcap d 
from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quakes with more diſ- 
mal Apprehenſions. | * 

Dur. The matter, Man! 

Mir. Marriage, Hanging; I was juſt at the Gallows- foot, 
the running Nooſe about my Neck, and the Cart wheeling 
from me, —Oh—T ſhan't be my felf this Month again. 

Dur. Did not I tell you ſo? They ate all alike, Saints or 
Devils; their counterfeiting can't be reputed a Decent : for 
tis the Nature of the Sex, not their Contrivance, | 

Mir. Ay, ay : There's no living here with Security ; this 
Houſe is fo full of Stratagem and Deſign, that I muſt abroad 
again. | 50 ty 

Dur. With all my Heart, TIl bear thee Company, my Lad, 
III meet you at the Play; and we'll {et out for Italy to mor- 
row Morning. | | 
Air. A Match: I'll go pay my Complement of leave to 
my Father preſently. : 

Dur. Pm afraid he'll top you. 
Air. What pretend a Command over me after bis Settle- 
ment of a Thouſand Pound a Year upon me! No, no, he 
has paſſed away his Authority with the Conveyance ; the 
Will of a living Father is chiefly obeyed for ſake of the 
dying one. Re | 


What makes the World attend and crowd the Great? 
Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependence, make their State; 
Behold the Anti-chamber fill'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee throng 'd with Courtly Crows, 

Tho grumbling Subjects mak: the Crown their ſport. 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Courts 
Dependence, even a Father's ſway ſecures, 

For tho the Son rebels, the Heir is yours, 


The End of the Fourth A C T, 


j 
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Ae T. V. 


SCENE, the Street before the Play-Houſe ; 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the Play. 


Dur. H OW dye like this Play ? | 2 

5 Mir. I lik d the Company; the Lady, the rich 
Beauty in the Front- box had my Attention, theſe impudent 
Poets bring the Ladies together to ſupport them, and to kill 
every body elſe. 


For Death's upon the Stage, the Ladies cry, 

But ne er mind us that in the Audience die © 
| The Poets Hero ſhond not move their pain, 
Hut they ſhowd weep for thoſe their Eyes have ſlain. 


Dur. Hoity, toity ; did Phillis inſpire you with all this? 

Air. Ten times more; the Play-houſe ris the Element of 
Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty, the Ladies, methinks 
have a more inſpiring triumphant Air in the Boxes than any 
where elſe, they fit commanding on their Thrones with all 
their Subject - ſlaves about them. Their beſt Cloaths, beſt Looks, 
ſhining Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, the Treaſure of the World in 
a Ring, Then there's ſuch a hurry of Pleaſure to tranſport us, 
the Buſtle, Noiſe , Gallantry, Equipage, Garters, Feathers , 
Wigs, Bows, Smiles, Ogles, Love, Muſick and Applauſe. 
I cou'd wiſh that my whole Life-long were the firſt Night of 
a New Play. - 8 

Dar. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey; have you 
beſpoke Poſt-Horſes? 55 

Mir. Grant me but three days, dear Captain, one to diſ- 
cover the Lady, one to unfold my ſelf, and one to make me 
happy; and then I'm yours to the World's end. 

Dur. Haſt thou the impudence to promiſe thy ſelf a Lady of 
her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time. 

Mir. Yes, Sir—— I have a confident Addreſs, no diſa- 
grecable Perſon, and Five hundred Lewidores in my Pocket. 

Dar. Five hundred Lewidores! You an't mad ? ws 

Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth Five thouſand ; one of her 
Black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as n 

com- 
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Icompar d her Necklace with her Looks, and the living Jewels 
out-ſparkl'd the dead ones by a Million. 
Dar. But you have own'd to me, that abating Oriana's Pre- 
tentions to Marriage, you lov'd her Paſſionately, then how can 
you wander at this rate? 45 
Mir. I long' d for a Partridge tother day off the King's 


Plate , but dye think, becauſe I cou d not have it, I muſt 


cat nothing. | 92 iN 

Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet. You may remember what 
narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by following Strangers, 
you forget your leap out of the Cyrteſan's Window at Bolognie 
to ſave your fine Ring there. 5 | 

Mir. My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſſeſs com- 
parable to what we defire—— be ſhy of a Lady barefac'd in 
the Front-Box with a Thouſand Pound 1n Jewels about her 
Neck! For ſhame, no more. | | 

Enter Oriana in Boy s Cloaths with a Letter, 

Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sit? 

Mir. Ves, Sir. ME 3 

Ori. A Letter from your Uncle in Picard). 

OT. © [Gives the Letter, 


.. Mar. Nen. 4 EN 
„ HE Bearer is the Son of a Proteſt ant Gentleman, who flying 
I or his Religion , left me the Charge f this Youth [a pretty 
: Boy! he's fond of ſome handſome Service that may afford him op- 


- 


portunity of Improvement, your Care of him will oblige. 


Vouts, 


Haſt a mind to travel, Child? 3 
Ori. Tis my Deſire, Sir; I ſhou'd be pleas d to ſerve a Tra- 
yeller in any Capacity,  _ ; ; 
Mir. A hopeful Inclination ; you ſhall along with me in- 
to /taly, as my Page. | 

Dar. I don't think it ſafe ; the Rogues [Noiſe without. ] too 
a Play's done, and ſome of the Ladies come 

Is way. af: 
"9 Lamorce with her Train born up by a Page. 
Air. Duretete, The very Dear, Identical She. 

Dar. And what then ? TR 

Air . Why tis ſhe. 

Dur. And what then, Sir? 

Mir. Then! Why. 
Service I put you upon, is to follow that Lady's Coa 


Look e, Sirrah, the · firſt piece of 
ch, and 


bring me word where ſhe hives, [To Oriana. 
: 3 4 , 0 — 


Ort, 


— — — — 
— * 
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Ori. 1 don't know the Town, Sir, and am afraid of lo: 


ſing my ſelf. 


Mir, Pſhaw! 3 

Lam. Page, what's become of al my People? | | 

Page. I can't tell, Madam, I can ſee no ſign of your La- 
dyſhip's Coach. 

"FS. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, and fall'n 
drunk ſomewhere, none of the Footmen there! ? 

Page. Not one, Madam. 


Lam. Theſe Servants are the plague of our Lives, what 
ſhall I do? 


Mir. By all = hopes Fortune pimps & for me; now Dure- . 
tete for a piece of Gall : 


antr 

Dar. Why you won't er ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute | Let not your Servants neglect, Ma- 
dam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconvenience, for you can't 
be diſappointed of an Equipage whilſt mine waits below, and 
wou'd you honour the Malter {0 far, he wou d be proud to 
pay his Attendance. .:- GE 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. | | [Afide. 

Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be croubleſome for my Ha- 
bitation i is a great way off. 


Dur. Yay 00s Madam , and he's. a little engan'd, beſides 
Madam, ackney-Coach will do as well, Madam 


Mir, Rude Beaſt, be quiet! [To Duretete J The farther 
from home, Madam, the more occaſion you have: for Guard | 


pray, Madam. 
Law, Lard, Sir. | He ſeems to preſs, 2 to PE uo it in 


mb (bew, 
Dar. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence; now he Ne 
ſhe {miles ; he flatters, ſhe ſimpers; he {wears, ſhe believes ; 


he 8 a Rogue, and ſhe's a WH in a moment. 


Mir. N Were my Coach; Duretete, wiſh me Joy. 


Hands the Lad) ont. 


5 Dar. Wiſh you a Surgeon ! ! Here you little Picard, $0 fol- 
low your Matter,” and he'll lead SY 


Ori. Whither, Sir? | 
Dar. To the Academy Child; *tis the Faſhion with 3 


of Quality to teach their Pages their. Excerciſe—pp. 


Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Woman. may 


do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 


Dur. Why, bow now, Tages, do ycu ſtart up to give Laws 
of a ſudden; do you pretend to riſe at Court, and diſap- 
prove the Pleaſures of your Betters: Look e, Sirrah, if ever 
you wou'd nife by a . Man, be Eve to be with him = 

Is 


bv" 
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his little Actions, and, as a ſtep to your Advancement, fol- 
low your Maſter immediately, and make it your hope that he 
go to a Bawdy-houſe, : 

Ori. Heavens forbid. | [Exit. 

Dar. Now wou'd I ſooner take a Cart in Company of the 
Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman : What a ſtrange 
Antipathy have I taken againſt theſe Creatures; a Woman to 
me is Averſjon upon Averſion, Cheeſe, a Cat, a Breaſt of 
Mutton, the ſqueeling of Children, the grinding of Knives, 
and the Snuff of a Candle, A [Exit 


SCENE, « bade Apariment.- 


| Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. | 

Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service was ſome- 
thing more than good Breeding, pleaſe to lay out an Hour of - 
your Company upon my Deſire, as you have already upon 

my Neceſſity. N | | 
Mir. Your Deſire, Madam, has only prevented my Requeſt ; 
my Hours! Make 'em yours, Madam, eleven, twelve, one, 
two, three, and all that belong to thoſe happy Minutes, 

Lam. But J muſt trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs your Retinue, 
becauſe an Equipage at my Door, at this time of Night will 
not be conſiſtent with my Reputarion. : 

Mir. By all means, Madam, all but one little Boy——— 
Here, Page, order my Coach and Servants home, and do you 
ſtay; tis a fooliſh Country Boy, that knows nothing but In- 
nocence. | 

Lam. Innocence, Sir! I ſhou'd be ſorry if you made any ſi- 
niſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. 

Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark upon any 
| Body's Freedom, having fo entirely forfeited my own. & 

Lam. Well, Sir, twere convenient towards our eaſy Corre- 
ſpondence, that we enter'd into a free Confidence of each o- 
ther, by a mutual Declaration of what we are, and what we 
think of one another, — Now, Sir, what are you? 

Air. In three Words, Madam, —1 am a Gentleman, I 
have five hundred Pound in joy Pocket, and a clean 
Shirt on. | 5 

Lam. And your Name is 5 

Mir. Mustapha. Now, Madam, the Inventory of your 
Fortunes. . 

Lam. My Name is Lanorce; my Birth Noble; I was mar- 
ried young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, imperious Fellow; the 
Husband ſpoiled the Gentleman; crying ruin'd my 5 
E | 4 xy 
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till at laſt I took heart, leap d out of a Window, got away to 
my Friends, ſu d my Tyrant, and recover d . Fortune 
I lived from fifteen to twenty to pleaſe a Husband, from 
twenty to forty Im reſolved to pleaſe my ſelf, and from 
tlence upwards I'll humour the World. 
8 Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird broke out of its 

Cage 

Lam. 1 mark d you at the Play, and ſomething I ſaw of a 
well-furniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable Tour about you. Me- 
thought your Eyes made their mannerly demands with ſuch 
an Arch Modeſty, that I don't know ha- but I'm elop'd, 
Ha, ha, ba, Im elop'd. | | 
= Ha, ha, ha, I tejoyce in your good Fortune with all 
my heart. ä | peel IS 
Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. 2»fapha, you have got 
the fineſt Ring there, I cou d ſcarcely believe it right, pray 
let me ſee it. | 

Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis; tis right—— but, but, 
but; it was given me by my Mother, an old Family-Ring, 
Madam, an old-faſhion'd Family-Ring. Fs, 

Lam. Ay, Sir if you can entertain your ſelf with a Song 

for a moment VII wait on you, come in there. | 


Enter Singers. 
Call what you pleaſe, Sir. 
Mir. The new Song——Prethee, Phillis, &c. 


SON. 


Certainly the Stars have been in a ſtrange intriguing Humour 
when I was born.—— Ay, this Night thou'd 1 have had a 
Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou d like well enough; but 
what ſhou'd | have to morrow Night ? The ſame. And what. 
next Night the ſame ; and what next Night, the very ſame; 
Soop for Breakfaſt, Soop for Dinner, Soop for Supper, and 


Soop for Breakfaſt again but here's Variety. 


1 lave the Fair who freely gives her Heart 
That's mine by Ties of Nature not of Art; 
Who boldly owns hate er her Thoughts indite, 
And is too modeſt for a Hypocrite, 


[Lamorce appears at the Door, as he runs towards her, four 
Bravoes ftep in before ber, He ſtarts back. 75 


She 
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She comes, ſhe comes. Hum, hum Bitch Mur- 
der d, murder to be ſure ! The curſed Strumpet ! To make 
me fend away my Servantt—— no Body near me! Theſe 
Cut-throats make always ſure Work. What ſha!l I do? 1 
have but one way. Are theſe Gentlemen your Relations, 
Madam ? | 

Lam. Yes, Sir. 

Air. Gentlemen, your moſt humble Servant; Sir, your moſt 

faithful, yours, Sir, with all my heart; your moſt obedient 
come, Gentlemen. [ Salutes all round.) pleaſe to ſit 
no Ceremony, next the Lady, pray Sir. 

Lam, Well, Sir, and how d'ye like my Friends? 2h 

| | [They all ft: 

Mir. O, Madam, the moſt finiſh'd Gentlemen ! 1 was ne- 
yer more happy in good Company in my Life, 1 ſuppoſe, Sir, 
you have travell d? | e 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir. 85 

Mir. Which way? may I preſume? 

I Bra. In a Weltern Barge, Sir. | | 

Ar. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty; facetious pretty Gentle- 
man! | 

Lam. Ha, ha, ba; Sir, you have got the prettieſt Ring up- 
on your Finger there—— | 

Mir. Ah! Madam, tis at your Service with all my heart. 

CL : | [Offering the Ring. 

Lam. By no means, Sir, a Family-Ring ! [Takes it. 
Mir. No matter, Madam. Seven hundred Pound, by this 
Light. LAſide. 

2 Bra. Pray, Sir, what's a Clock? det 

Mir. Hum! Sir, I forgot my Watch at home. 

2 Bra. I thought 1 ſaw the String of it juſt now. 

Mir. Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your pardon, here it 15 — 
but it don't go. : [ Patting it up. 
g Lam. O bs, Sir, an Engliſþ Watch! Tompions, I pre- 
ume. 

Mir. D'ye like it, Madam. no Ceremony tis at 
ma Service with all my Heart and Soul - Tompions ! 


ang ye. | LAſide. 
I Bra. But, Sir, above all things, I admire the Faſhion and 
Make of your Sword-hilt. ge TIS 

Mir. Im mighty glad you like it, Sir. 

1 Bra. Will you part with it, Sir. 

Mir. Sir, I won't fell it. 

1 Bra, Not ſell it, Sir! 


Ab, 


* — — 
_ * ——— ů — — S—— — > — 
* 
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Mir. No, Gentlemen, but F'11 beſtow it with all my 
Heart. . [Offering it, 
Bra. O Sir, we ſhall rob you. 
Air. That you do Ill be ſworn. LAſide.] I have another at 
home, pray, Sir. Gentlemen, you're too modeſt, have Ia. 
ny thing elſe that you fancy — ir, will you do me a 
Favour? [ To the 1 Bravo.] I am extremely in love with that 
Wig which you wear, will you do me the Favour to change 
with me? | 
1 Bra, Look'e, Sir, this is a Family-Wig, and I wou'd not 
part with it, but if you like it | 
Air. Sir, your molt humble Servant. [They change Mig. 
1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. | 
Goes up foppiſhly to the Lady, ſalutes her, 
2 Bra. The Fellow's very liberal, ſhall we murder him? 
1 Bra. What! Let him ſcape, to hang us all. And I to 


loſe my Wig, no, no, I want but a handſome Pretence to 


quarrel with him, for you know we muſt act like Gentlemen, 
Here, ſome Wine-—[Wine here.] Sir, your good Health. 

I Pulli Mirabel by the Noſe, 

Mir. Oh! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a pleafant Fro- 

tick enough, to drink a Man's Health, and pull him by the 


. Noſe; ha; ha, ha, the pleaſanteſt pretty humour'd Gentle- 
man. e 


Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſe. (Mir. drinks 

1 Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir? 

Air. Very good of the Kind, Sir; but] tell ye what, I find 
we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome, and T'gad, for my own 
part, I was never more diſpoſed to be merry ; let's make a 
Night on't, ha! — This Wine is pretty, but I have ſuch Bur- 
ound) at home. — Look e, Gentlemen, let me ſend for a dozen 
Flasks of my Burgundy, I defie France to match it —— Twill 


make us all Life, all Air, pray Gentlemen. 


2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgun ly? 
1 Bra. Ves, faith, we'll have all we can; here, call up the 
Gentleman's Servant. What think you, Lamorce ? 
Lam. Yes, yes, your Servant is a fooliſh Country Boy, 
Sir, he underſtands nothing but Innocence? 
Mir. Ay, ay, Madam. —— Here, Page, [Enter Oriana.] 
take this Key, and go to my Butler, order him to ſend half a 
Doxen Flasks of the red Burgundy, mark'd a thouſand, and 


be ſure you make haſt, I long to entertain my Friends here, 


my very good Friends. 
Omnes, Ab, dear Sir! 


1 Bra, 
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1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine Vour Maſter 
and I have chang d Wigs, Honey, in a Frolicxk. Where 
had you this pretty Boy, honeſt Muſtapha? 
Ori. Muftapha? 1 . 
Mir. Out of Picardy-— this is the firſt Errand he has made 
for me, and if he does it right, Fil encourage him. 
Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir? | | 
: -_ The red, markd a thouſand, and be ſure you make 
aſt, | 
Ori. I ſhall, Sir. | [Exit. 
I Bra. Sir, you were pleas d to like my Wig, have you a- 
m Fancy for my Coat ?——Look'e, Sir, it has ſervd a great 
many honeſt Gentlemen very faithfully. 
Mir. Not fo faithfully, for I'm afraid it has got a ſcurvy 
* Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſfity.—The Inſolence 
bol theſe Dogs is 20 their Cruelty. LA. 
Lam. You're melancholy, Sir. 3 
Mir, Only concern d, Madam, that I ſhould have no Ser- 
vant here but this little Boy—— he'll make ſome confounded. 
Blunder, T'll lay my Life on't, I wou'd not be diſappointed 
of my Wine for the Univerſe. 
Lam, He'll do well enough, Sir ; but Supper's ready, will 
you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir ? 5 
Mir. O Madam, I never had a better Stomach in my Life. 
| Lam. Come then, — — we haye nothing but a Plate of 
oop. | 
Mir Ah! The Marriage-Soop I cou'd diſpenſe with now. 
[Aþde.] | [Exit, handing the Lad). 
2 Bra, That Wig wont fall to your Share. | | 
11 Bra; No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the mean 
time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. a 
2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? | 

3 Bra. To be fure, 1 think he knows me. | 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder at the 
Impudence of the Engliſh Rogues, that will hazard the meet- 
ing a Man at the Bar that they have encounter'd upon the 
Road! I han't the Confidence to look a Man in the Face 
after I have done bim an Injury, therefore wW'ell murder 
lim: N „ FTI, [ Exennt. 


 SCEN E changes to Old Mirabel Houſe. 


"4d 


| Enter Duretete. 
Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, I have abandon d my 
Miltreſs, my time lies heavy on my Hands, and my Money 
| | burns 
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burns in my Pocket : But now I think on't my Mirmi- | 
dons are upon duty to night ; I'II fairly ſtrole down to the b 
Guard, and nod away the Night with my honeſt Lieutenant, 
over a a Flask of Wine, a Rakehelly Story, and a Pipe of 
Tobacco. [Going off, Biſ. meets him, 

Biſ. Who comes there ? Stand ! 

Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 
Ziſ. Look, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again, — 
I deſign to wait on you as far as /aly. bs 

Dur. Then V1I Travel into Wales. 

Biſ. Wales ! What Country's that? 

Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where you're never 
out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a High- xoad. 

Biſ. Rather always in a High-road, cauſe you travel al! 
upon Hills; but be't as it will, I'Il jog along with you. 

Dur. But we intend to fail to the Ea - Indies. 
Biſ. Eat or Meſt, tis all one to me; Tm tight and light, 
and the fitter for Sailing. | 

Dur. But ſuppoſe we take thro Germany, and drink hard. 
Biſ. Suppoſe I take thro German), and drink harder than 
you. 1 . 

Dur. Suppoſe I go to a Baudy-houſe. 

Biſ. Suppoſe I ſhew you the way. | 

Dur. *Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard with me, 
and fmoak a Pipe ? £6: 

Biſ. Alloons, Don! 

Dur. The Devil's in the Woman; 
my ſelf. on 

Biſ. There Ill leave you. . 

Dur. And a happy riddance, the Galyows is welcome. 

Biſ. Hold; hold. Sir, [Catches him by the Arm going. one 

word before we part. 29 

Dur. Let me go, Madam, — or I ſhall think that you're 
a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 
Biſ. Stir if you dare; I have till Spirits to attend me; and 
can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall puniſh you to death. 
Come, Sir, ſtand there now and ogle me; [He frowns upon 
her.] Now a languiſhing Sigh ! [He groans.] Now run and 
take up my Fan faſter, [He runs and take it up.] Now play 
with it handſomely. ES 

Dar. Ay, ay. [He tears it all in pieces. 

Biſ. Hold, hold, dear humerous Coxcomb; Captain, ſpare 
my Fan, and III Why, you rude, inhumane Monſter, 
don't you expect to pay for this? | | 


» 


- ſuppoſe I hang 


* 


Dur. 


LACS hd 


| of Oriana. 


x 2 : 
<8 
ſimeſs. 
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Dar. Yes, Madam, there's Twelve pence ; for that's the 


price on't. 


Biſ, Sir, it colt a Guinea. 
Dar. Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks again. 

5 = [Throws them to her, and Exit. 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous below my Concern, 1 muſt 
follow him, however, to know if he can give me any News 


” 
” 
vary 


[ Exit. 
SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodgings. 
Enter Mirabel Solus. . 
Mir. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over- heard you: Was not 


I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing — Mirabel? How 
did I plume my Hopes in a fair coming proſpect of a long 
Scene of Years ? Life courted me with all the Charms of Vi- 
Z gour, Youth, and Fortune; and to be torn away from all my 
| promiſed Joys, is more than Death, The manner too, by 
© Villains. —— O my Oriana, this very moment might'have 
bleſs d me in thy Arms! and my poor Boy, the innocent Boy! 


Confuſion ! But huſh, they come; 1 muſt diſ- 


Enter the Four Bravoes. 
1 / Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Country-Booby has loſt 


* himſelf, and we can wait no longer fort: true, Sir, you're 


a pleaſant Gentleman , but I ſuppoſe you underſtand our bu- 


Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your Employments; 

you, Sir, are a Lawyer, I preſume, you a Phyſician, you a 
Scrivener, you a Stock- jobber.—— All Cut-throats, 1 A4 

| | | Aſide. 

. 4th. Bra. Sir, T am a Broken-Officer; I was caſhier d at the 

Head of the Army for a Coward : So I took up the Trade of 
Murder to retrieve the Reputation of my Courage. e 

24 Bra. 1 am a Soldier too, and wou d ferve my King, but 

I don't like the Quarrel, and I have more honour than t 

fight in a bad Cauſe. 
2d. Bra. I was bred a Gentleman, and have no Eſtate, but 


I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro the prejud ice of 


Education. oe 
1/7. Bra, I am a Ruffian too; by the prejudice of Education, 

I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if your Wine had come, 

we might have trifled a little longer. Come, Sir, which 

Sword will you fall by? mine, Sir ;—— [draws, 
: _ 24. Bra. 
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24d. Bra, Or mine: | 
3d. Bra. Or mine: [ draws, 
4th. Bra. Or mine : ; Y '_ [draws. 
Mir, 1 ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher d thus! Of 
dl, the Wine: this moment for [inocking.] my Life or 
| each. 


Enter Oriana. 
Loft, for ever loſt !——Where's the Wine, Child? [fainth; 
Ori. Coming up, Sir. [Sramps.] 


Enter Duretete with his Sword drawn, and (ix of the grand Muſ- 
= queteers with their Pieces preſented, the Ruffians drop their Swords, 


Oriana goes off 
Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, Pleaſure, 
Fortune, Days and Years, are now my own again. 
Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell you this Wine wou'd 
make me merry? — Dear Captain, theſe Gentlemen are 
the belt natur d, facetious, witty Creatures, that ever you 
knew. e 
e Enter Lamorce. 
Lam. Is the Wine come, Sir? . 
Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is come ſee there 
Your Ladyſhip has got a very fine Ring [Pointing to the Sol- 
diers.] upon your Finger. 
Lam, Sir, Tis at your Service. | 
Mir. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred Pound, 
thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Heart. — Ad's 
my Life, Madam, you have got the fineſt built Watch there! 
Tompion s, 1 preſume, 
Lam. Sir, you may wear it. 5 | 
Mir. O, Madam, by no means, tis too much. Rob 
Fou of all !——{[T ating it from her.] Good dear Time, thou'tt 
aà precious thing. Im glad I have retriey'd thee. [Putting it 
up.] What , my Friends neglected all this while | Gentle- 
men, you'll pardon my Complaiſance to the Lady.——How 
now! is it ſo civil to be out of humour at my Entertain- 
ment, and I fo pleaſed with yours ? Captain, you're ſur- 
priz'd at all this! but we're in our Frolicks, you muſt know. 
Some Wine here. 1 
Enter Servant with Nine. 
Come, Captain, this worthy Gentlemen's Health. 
{Tweaks the firſt Bravo by the Noſe, he roars, 
But now, where, — where's my dear Deliverer, my Boy, 
my charming Boy? N 
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2 3 \ _ 


In CD wo 


— 
* 
- 
- 
7 

£1 


. 


_ 
FLY ad 1 - 
— - 3 4 Ie 1 
5 v 
- F = FE 
7 7 . = SE © ; 
ROY OO Ms 
8 + N 2 4 t * l 
ys «LY , P 
8 


1 Bra, I hope, ſome of our Crew below-ſtairs have diſ- 
patch d him. | 

Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? diſpatch'd ! Vil have ye 
all tortu'rd, rack d, torn to pieces alive, if you have touch'd 


my Boy. Here, Page! Page! Page! [ Runs out. 


Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe Fellows. 

1}. Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will be 
very civil to us. 

Dur. Now, for you, Madam; — He, he, be. I'm fo 
pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one Woman before 
1 die Well, Miſtreſs Snap-dragon, which of theſe ho- 
nourable Gentlemen is ſo happy to call you Wife. 

/f. Bra. Sir, ſhe ſhou'd have been mine to night, cauſe 
Sampre here had her laſt night. Sir, ſhe's very true to us all 
four. 


| Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. 

Old M. Robin, Robin, where's Bob? where's my Boy? — 
What, is this the Lady? A pretty Whore, faith! — Heark'e 
Child, becauſe my Son was ſo civil as to oblige you with a 
Coach, Il treat you with a Cart; Indeed I will, 

Dug. Ay, Madam, — and you ſhall have a ſwingeing 


Equiqage, three or four thouſand Footmen at your heels at 


| =. 
Dur. No leſs becomes her Quality. 
Biſ. Faugh ! the Monſter ! | 


Dar. Monſter ! ay, you're all a little monſtrous , let me 
tell you. „„ | 


| Enter Mirabel. 

Old M. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe Man? 

Mir. No, no, Sir, I'm ruin d, the ſaver of my Life is loft, 
Old M. No, no, he came and brought us the News. 
Mir. But where is he? [Enter Oriana.] Ha! [Runs 

and embraces her.] My dear Preſerver, what ſhall I do to te- 
compence your truſt, ——Father, Friend, Gentlemen, behold 
the Youth that has relicv'd me from the moſt ignominious 
Death, from the ſcandalous Pomiards of (theſe bloody Ruffians, 
where to have falln, wou'd have defam'd my Memory with 
vile Reproach. My Life, Eſtate, my all, is due to ſuch 
a Favour, — Command me, Child, before you all, before my 


late, fo kind indulgent Stars, I ſwear, to grant whate're you ak, 


Ori. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, I will appcal 
As to the Juſtice of my Claim, I ſhall demand but what was 
| | Mine 


Dur, Take em to Juſtice. [The Guards carry off the Bravoes. 


» 
* 


1 


[ , 
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mine before the juſt performance of your Contract to 
Oriana. | ( Diſcovering her ſelf, 
Om. Oriana ! | 5 
Ori. In this diſguiſe I reſolv d to follow you abroad, coun- 
terfeited that Letter that got me into your Service; and ſo, by 
this ſtrange turn of Fate, I became the Inſtrument of your 


Preſervation ; few common Servants wou'd have bad ſuch cun- 


ning: My Love inſpird me with the meaning of your Meſ- 
fage, cauſe my concern for your Safety made me ſuſpect your 
Company. Ce, | YE 

Dur. Mirabel, you're caught. 3 

Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of Impoſition, the tricks 
and artful cunning of the Sex I have deſpis d, and broke thro 
all Contrivance. Caught! No, tis my voluntary Act; this 
was no humane Stratagem, but by my providential Stars, 
deſign'd to ſhew the dangers, wandring Youth incurs by the 
perſuit of an unlawful Love, to plunge me headlong in the 


Snares of Vice, and then to free me by the Hands of Vertue; 


here, on my Knees, 1 humbly beg my fair Preſerver's Pardon; 
my thanks are needleſs, for my ſelf I owe. And now for 
ever do proteſt me yours, h 
Old M. Tall, all, di dall. [Sings.] Kiſs me, Daughter 
no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt; [To Lamorce.] For you're the 
cauſe ont. Well, Biſarre, what ſay you to the Captain? 
Biſ. 1 like the Beaſt well enough, but I don't underſtand his 
Paces ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange Road. NE 
Old M. But Marriage is fo beaten a Path that you can't 
£0 wrong. 5 
Biſ. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil d. 
Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy Husband. 
— I cou'd marry thee to Day for the privilege of beating 
thee to morrow. |ﬀ_ 3 5 | 
Old M. Come, come, you may agree for all this: Mr. Da- 
gard, are not you pleas d with this? „ 
Dag. So pleas d, that if I thought it might ſecure your Son's 
Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double her Fortune. 
Mir: Fortune! has not ſhe given me mine? my Lite, Eſtate, 


my All, and what is more, her vertuous ſelf. — Vertue, in 


this fo advantageous Light, has her own ſparkling Charms 
more tempting far than glittering Gold or Glory. Behold the 
Foil [ Pointing to Lamorce.] that ſets this Brightneſs off. {To 


Oriana.] Here view the Pride [To Or iana.] and ſcandal of 


the Sex. [To Lam.) There [To Lam. ] the falſe Meteor, whoſe 
deluding Light leads Mankind to defiruction, Here ona: 
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the bright ſhining Star that guides to a Security of Happineſs, 
a Garden and a ſingle She [To Oriana, ] was our firſt Father's 
Bliſs; the Tempter [To Lam. ] and to wander was his Curſe, 


What Liberty can be ſo tempting there, {To. Lam. 
As a ſoft, vertuous, amorous Bondage here. [To Oriana. 


The End of the Fifth ACT. 
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SONG: By Mr. Or. 
Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


I. 
| Clue, Cælia, tis not in our Power 
To tell how long our * * laſt, 
Begin to love 77 is very ho 
To ve loft too much in AN is pal. 


II. 


For ſince the Pomer we „ all obey, 
Has in your Breaſt my Heart confin d, 
Let me my Body 10 it lay, 
In vain you'd part what Nature join d. 


FINIS. 


"SG PE 


EPILOGUE: 
Written by athamel Rowe, Eſq; 
And ſpoken by Mr. W ilks. 


* O 1M Fletcher's great Original, to Day E 

Me took the hint of this our Modern Play: z 
Our Author, from his Lines, has ſtrove to paint 3 

A witty, wild, inconſtant, free Gallant, 

With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, | 

With Language, and with Softneſs fram d to move, 

With little Truth, but with a World of Love. 


Such Forms on Maids in Morning: Slumbers wait, 9 
When Fancy firſt inſtructs their Hearts to beat, 4 
When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know not yet. A 


Fromn not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may 4 
| Reach your cold Hearts by ſome ang narded may; 5 
Let Villeroy's Misfortune make you wiſe, ” 2 
There's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprize ; 1 
Tho from his Rampart he defy d the Foe, A 
Prince Eugene found an Aquedatt below. 

With eafie Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, - 

A preſſing Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs : 

Whil # the Reſpelttul, like the Greek, fits dow 

Aud waſts a ten Year's Siege before one Town. 

For her own ſake, let no forſaken Maid, 

Oar Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid. 

Since tis a Secret, none ſhou d e er confeſs, 

That they have loft the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 

If you ſuſpect the Rogue inclin'd to break, 

Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn d him off a Week; 

As Princes, when they reſty States-men doubt, 

Beſore they can ſurrender, turn em but. 

Nhate er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 

And much, even for Inconſtancy be ſaid. 

Let the good Man, for Marriage- Rites deſign d, | 

With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 

Turn over every Page of Womankind. 

Mar every Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 

And, when he knows the worſt ont, — let him marry. 
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HENRY BRE I. Eſq; 


7 HE Commons of England have a Right of petitioning ; and 
Hebe by oe Place in the Senate yon are oblig d to hear and re- 
dreſs the Subjelt, I preſume upon the Privilege if the People, to give 
90u the following Trouble. ; £23 4 
A. Prologues introduce Plays on the Stage, ſo Dedications uſher 
them into > 2 great Theatre of the World; and as we chuſe ſome 
ſtanch Actor to addreſs the Audience, ſo we pitch upon ſome Gentle- 
mamof undiſputed Ingenuity to recommend us to the Reader. Books, 
like Metals, require to be ſtampt with ſome valuable Effigies before 
they become popular and current. . 
Jo eſcape the Criticks, I reſole d to tale Sanctuary with one of the 
beſt; one who differs from the Fraternity in this, That his good Na- 
ture is ever predominant, tan diſcover an Author's ſmalleſt Fault, 
and pardon the preateff, 3 * 
Your generous „ ar Sir, has done this Play Service, but 
has injur d the Author; for it has made him inſufferably vain, and 
he thinks himſelf Authorix d to ſtand up for the Merit of his Perfor- 
mance, when ſo great a Maſter of Wit has declar'd in its Fawour. 
The Muſes are the moſt Coquetiſh of their Sex, fond of being ad- 
mir d, and always putting on their beſt Airs to the fineſt Gentleman? 
But alas, Sir! Their Addreſſes are ſtale, and their fine things but 
Repetition; for there it nothing new in Mit, but what is Jonnd in 
your own Cnverſation. f 


* 


Cou'd 1 write by the help of Study, as you talk without it, I wou 
venture to ſay ſomething in the uſual Strain of Dedication ; but as 
0% have too much Wit to ſuffer it, and I too little to undertake it, 
J hope the World will excnſe my Defitiency, and you will pardon the 
Preſumption of, 
$ ER, 


' Your moſt Oblig'd, and 
moſt humble Servant, 


Decemb. 23. 
1702. 


G. FARUHAR. 
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4 þ HE Succeſs and Countenance that Debauchery has met 
1 with in Plays, was the moſt ſevere and reaſonable Charge 
againſt their Authors in Mr. Collier's Short View; and indeed 
this Gentleman had done the Drama conſiderable Service, had 
he arraign'd the Stage only to puniſh its Miſdemeanours, and 


mot to take away its Life; but there is an Advantage to be 


made ſometimes of the Advice of an Enemy, and the only 
way to diſappoint his Deſigns, is to improve upon his Inye- 
Etive, and to make the Stage flouriſh, by Vertue of that Satyt 
by which he thought to ſuppreſs it. 

I have therefore in this Piece endeavour'd to ſhew, that an 
Engliſh Comedy may anſwer the Strictneſs of Poetical Juſtice; 
but indeed the greater Share of the Engliſu Audience, I mean 
that part which is no farther read than in Plays of their own 
Language, have imbib'd other Principles, and Rand up as 
vigorouſly for the old Poetick Licence, as they do for the Li- 
berty of the Subject. They take all Innovations for Grievan- 
ces; and, let a Project be never fo well laid for their Advan- 


tage, yet the Undertaker is very likely to ſuffer by't. A Play 
without a Beau, Cully, Cuckold, or Coquet, is as poor an 


Entertainment to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's, Dinner 
wou'd be without Beef and Pudding. And this I take to be 
one Reaſon that the Galleries were {o thin during the Run of 
this Play. I thought indeed to have footh'd the ſplenetick 
Zeal of the City, by making a Gentleman a Knave, and pu- 
niſhing their great Grievance ——A Whoremaſter ; but a cer- 
tain Virtuoſo of that Fraternity, has told me ſince, that the 
Citizens were never more diſappointed in any Entertainment, 


for (ſaid he) however pious we may appear to be at home, 


yet we never go to that end of the Town but with an Intention 

to be lewd. | | 
There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it appear'd, 
by ſome Perſons who thought it their Intereſt to have it ſup- 
preſs d. The Ladies were frighted from ſeeing it by formi- 
dable Stories of a Mid wife, and were told, no doubt, that hey 
3 | = | mut 
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muſt expect no leſs than a Labour upon the Stage; but I hope 
the examining into that Aſperſion will be enough to wipe it 
off, ſince the Character of the Midwife is only ſo far touch'd, 
as is neceſſary for carrying on the Plot, ſhe being principally 
decipher'd in her procuring Capacity; and I dare not affront 
the Ladies fo far, as to imagine they cou'd be offended at the 
expoſing of a Bawd. | | 
Some Criticks complain, that the Deſign is defective for 
want of Clelia's Appearance in the Scene ; but I had rather 
they ſhould find this Fault, than I forfeit my Regard to the 
Fair, by ſhewing a Lady of Figure under a Misfortune ; for 
which Reaſon I made her only Nominal, and choſe to ex- 
poſe the Perſon that injur d her; and if the Ladies don't 
* that I have done her Juſtice in the end, I'm very ſorry 
ore! 4 | El 1 WY 
Some People are apt to ſay, That the Character of Rich- 
nure points at a particular Perſon; tho I muſt confeſs, I ſee 


nothing but what is very general in his Character, except his 


marrying his own Miſtreſs; which by the way, he never 
did, for he was no ſooner off the Stage, but he chang'd his 
mind, and the poor Lady is {till in Sata Quo, but upon the 
whole Matter, tis Application only makes the Aſs; and Cha- 
racers in Plays, are like Long-Lane Cloaths, not hung out 
for the {Jſe of any particular People, but to be bought by on- 
ly thoſe they happen to fit. e 
The moſt material Objection againſt this Play is the Im- 
portance of the Subject, which neceſſarily leads into Senti- 
ments too grave for Diverſion, and ſuppoſes Vices too great 
for Comedy to puniſh. Tis ſaid, I muſt own, that the Bu- 
ſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to ridicule Folly ; and that the Pu- 
niſhment of Vice falls rather into the Province of Tragedy ; 
but if there be a middle ſort of Wickedneſs, too high for the 
Scl, and too low for the Brkin, is there any Reaſon that it 
ſhou'd go unpuniſh'd ? What are more obnoxious to humane 
Society, than the Villanies expos'd in this Play; the Frauds, 
Plots and Contrivances upon the Fortunes of Men, and the 
Vertue of Women, but the Perſons are too mean tor the He- 
roick, then what mutt we do with them? Why, they muſt 
of neceſſity drop into Comedy; For it is unreaſonable to ima- 
gine that the Law-givers in Poetry wou d tie themſelves up 
from executing that Juſtice which is the Foundation of their 
Conſtitution; or to ſay, That expoſing Vice is the Buſineſs 
of the Drama, and yet make Rules to ſcreen it from Perſe- 
cution, 
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Some have ask d the Queſtion, Why the Elder Nb dbe, in 
the Fourth Act, ſhould counterfeit Madneis in his Confine- 
ment; don't miſtake, there was no ſuch thing in his Head; 


and the judicious cou'd eaſily perceive , that it was only a 


ſtart of Humour put on to divert his Melancholy; and when 


_ Gayety is ſtrain'd to cover Misfortune, it may very naturally 


be overdone, and riſe to a Semblance of Madneſs, ſufficient to 
impoſe on the Conſtable, and perhaps on ſome of the Au- 
dience ; who taking every thing at fight, 1mpute that: as a 
Fault, which I am bold to ſtand up for, as one of the moſt 
Maſterly Stroaks of the whole Piece, OLA 85 
This I think ſufficient to obviate what Objections I have 
heard made; but there was no great Occaſion for making 
this Defence, having had the Opinion oſ ſome of the great- 
eſt Perſons in England, both for Quality and Parts, that the 
Play has Merit enough to hide more Faults than have been 


found; and I think their Approbation ſufficient to excuſe 
ſome Pride that may be incident to the Author upon this Per- 


formance. | 1 

T muſt own my ſelf oblig d to Mr. Longueville for ſome 
Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of the Lawyer ! 
but a bove all, for his hint of the Twins, upon which I form d 
my Plot : But having paid him all due Satisfaction and Ac- 


 knowledgment , I mult do my ſelf the Juſtice to believe, that 


few of our Modern Writers have been leis beholden to Foreign 
Aſſiſtance in their Plays, than I have been in the following 


 ÞRO- 


Attack, and gaul the Trenches of the Pit. 


PrRoLOGUE; By Mr. Motteux, 


And ſpoken by Mr. ILK S. 
r, 1.1. e MART..." 
H Drums and Trumpets in this Warring Age, 
A Martial Prologue ſhou d Alarm the Stage. 
New Play. —e er Atled, a full Audience near, 
Seem Towns inveſted , when a Siege they fear. 
Prologues are like a Forlorn- Hope, ſent out 
Before the Play, to Skirmiſh, and to Scout : 
Our dreadful Foes, the Criticks, when they ſpy, , © 
They coct, they charge, they fire, then back they fly, 
The Siege is laid, there gallant Chiefs abound, Y'\ | 
Here Fves intrench d, there—glittering Troops arou d, N. 
And the loud Bat ries roar—from yonder riſing Ground.) 
In the Firſt Act, brisk Sallies, (miſs or hit) 
Mith FVollies of Small- Shot, or 14 ſnap Mit, 


The next ——the Fire continues, but at length . "T0 
| Grows leſs, and ſlackens like a Bridegroow's Strength, — — 
The Third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, 

Your Critick Engineers ſafe under-ground, OF: © 
Blow up our Works, and all our Art confound. | : 
The Fourth——brings on moſt Action, and tis ſharp, } | 
Freſh Foes crowd on, at your Remiſſneſs carp , Tg 

And de ſp rate, tho unskilF'd, inſult our Connterſcarp. ) 
Then comes the laſt; the Gen ral Storm is near, 
The Poet-Governor now quakes for fear; 
Runs wildly up and donn, forgets 10 hf, 
And wou'd give all h'as plunder d—to get off. 
$S—Don and Monſieur—Bluff, before 4 Siege, 
Mere quickly tam dat Venlo, and at Liege: 

'7 was Viva Spagnia! Vive France ! before; CE ee 
Now, Quartier! Monſieur ! Quartier! Ah! Senor! 
But what your Reſolution can withſtand, 

You maſter all, and awe the Sta and Land. 

In War ur Valour makes the rang ow I 

Your Fudgment humbles all Attempts in Mit. 

What Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endure, 

All fierce Aſſaults, and always be ſecure ! 

Then grant em gen rous Terms who dare in write, 

Since nom that ſeems as deſp rate as to fight: ion 
If we muſt yield yet e er the Day be Fer, | | 
Let us hold out the Third——and, if we may, the Sixth. 


Dramatis 


4 — * < 


Dramatis Perſonx. 
Elder Noa dbe, = MI. Wilks, 


W e Mr. Cibber. 
Richmore, 3 AD | | Mr. Huuband. | 


Trueman, e Mr. Mills. 


Subtleman, | Boos Mr. Pinkethman, 


Balderdaſb, ) 5 
: "2 Mr. Fohnſon. 


and 


Allderman, 


Clear- Account, a Steward, Mr. Fairbank. 
Fair-Bank, a Gold-Smith, | Mr. Minns, 
Teague, z Mr. Bowen. 


W OME N. 
Conſtance, Mrs. Rogers. 
Anrelia, on : Mrs. Hook. 
Mandrake, Mr. Bullock. 
Steward's Wite, Mrs. Moor. 
Conſtable, Watch, Cc. 
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SCENE, Lodgings. 
The Curtain drawn ap, diſcovers Youn Wou dbe 4 dre bn and 
| bu Valet buckling 2 Shoes, Hog, 
v. Mu abe. 


E RE is ſuch a Plague every Mor- 
nine, with buckling Shoes, gartering, 
W combing, and powdering, —Pſhaw! 
l calc thy Impertinence, I'll dreſs no 

— ũ more to Day-—— Were I an honeſt 

Brute, that riſes trom his Littter , ſhakes himſelf, and fo is 
dreſt, I cou'd bear it. | 5 * 

| Enter Richmore. | | 

Rich. No farther yet, Mu dbe! Tis almoſt One. | 

Y. M. Then blame the Clock-makers, they made it ſo ; the 
Sun has neither Fore nor Afternoon———Prithee, what have 
we to do with Time? Can't we let it alone as Nature made 
it? Can't a Man eat when he's hungry, go to Bed when he's 
ſleepy, riſe when he wakes, dreſs when he pleaſes, without 

the Confinement of Hours to enſlave him? REEL: 
Rich. Pardon me, Sir, T underſtand your Stoiciſm——You 
have loſt your Money laſt Night. whe 
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V. N. No, no, Fortune took care of me there I had 
none to loſe. | 
Rich. Tis that gives you the Splen. 
V. W. Yes, I have got the Spleen ; and fofnething elſe—- 
Heark e | e 
Rich. How ! jb Tt Haus ogg 
Y. W. Poſitively; The Lady's kind Reception was the 
moſt ſevere Uſage I ever met with—Shan't I break her Win- 


| dows—Richmore : 


Rich. A mighty Revenge truly: Let me tell you; Friend, 
That breaking the Windows of ſuch Houſes, are no more than 
writing over a Vintner's Door, as they do in Holland — Vin 
te Loop. — Tis no more than a Buſh to a Tavern, a Decoy to 
Trade, and to draw in Cuſtomers ; but upon the whole mat- 


ter, 1 think, a Gentleman ſhou'd put up an Affront got in 


ſentment, ate all alike ſcandalous, 5 
Y. M. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found you one 
Morning with the Flying-Poft in your hand, hunting for Phy- 


ſuch little Company ; for the Pleaſure, the Pain, and the Re- 


ſical Advertiſements ? 


Rich. That was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, in the 
Days of dirty Linnen, Pit-Masks, Hedge-Taverns, and Beef- 
Steaks; but now I fly at nobler Game; the Ring, the Court, 
Pawlets and the Park: 1 deſpiſe all Women that J appre- 
bend any Danger from, leſs than the having my Throat cut; 
and ſhou'd icruple to converſe even with a Lady of For- 
tune, unleſs her Vertue were loud enough to give me Pride in 


expoſing 1t,——Here's a Letter 1 teceiy'd this Morning; you 


may read it. | [Gives a Letter. 
V 0 8 3 
F there be Solemnity in Proteſtation , Fuſtice in Heaven, or Fi- 
delity on Earth, I may till depend on the Faith of my Rich- 
more—— Tho' I may conceal my Love , I no longer can hide the 
Effects ont from the Morld Be careful of my Honour, remember 
your Vows, and fly to the Relief of the Diſconſolate 


| 9 850 1 Clelia. 
The Fair, the Courted, Blooming Clelia ! 2H Ml 
Rich. The Credulous, troubleſome, fooliſh Clelia. Did you 
ever read ſuch a fullome Harangue—— Lard, Sir, J am neat 
my time, and want your Aſſiſtauce Does the filly Crea- 
ture imagine that any Man wou'd come near her in thoſe Cir- 
cumftances, unleſs it were Doctor Chamberlain You may 
keep the Letter; n 


v. „ 
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v. M But why wou d you truſt it with me? You kndw I 
can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal in't. 
Rich. For that reaſon I communicate: I know thou art 2 
erfect Gazette, and will ſpread the News all over the Town : 
For you muſt underſtand, that I am now beſieging another; 
and I would have the Fame of my Conqueſt ow the Wing, 
that the Town may ſurrender the ſooner, | 
- Y.W. But if the Report of Jon Cruelty goes along with 
that of your Valour, you'll find no Garriſon of any Strength 
will ppen their Gates to you. | "AR 
* Rich. No, no, Women are Cowards, and Terrour prevails 
upon them more than Clemency : My beſt Pretence to my 
Succeſs with the Fair is my uſing em ill; Tis turning their 
own Guns upon em, and I have always found it the moſt 
1 Battery to aſſail one Reputation by ſacrificing 
another. 1 | 
V. M. I cou'd love thee for thy Miſchief, did I not envy 
thee for thy Succeſs in't. Ee: 5 5 
Rich. You never attempt a Woman of Figure, 
v. W. How can 1? This confounded Hump of mine is ſuch 
a Burthen at my Back, that it preſſes me down here in the 
Dirt and Diſeaſes of Cvent-Garden, the low Suburbs of Plea - 
ſure Curſt Fortune! I am a 2 Brother, and yet 
cruelly depriv d of my Birth-right of a handſome Perfon ; ſe- 
ven thouſand a Year in a direct Line, wou'd have ſtraitn d 
my Back to ſome purpoſe But I look, in my preſent 
Circumſtances, like a Branch of another kind, grafted only 
upon the Stock which makes me grow ſo crooked. we 
Rich, Come, come, tis no Misfortune, your Father is ſo as 
well as you. © | EN . 
V. W. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as well as he? Had 
I the ſame Title to the Deformity I cou d bear it. 
Rich. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of your 
Twin-Brother? 5 
V. N. My Twin-Brother ! Ay, twas his crouding me that 
ſpoil d my Shape, and his coming half an Hour before me that 
ruin'd my Fortune——— My Father expell d me his Houſe 
fome two Years ago , becauſe I would have perſuaded him 
that my Twin-Brother was a Baſtard He gave me my 
Portion , which was about fifteen hundred Pound , and I 
have ſpent two thouſand of it already. As for my Brother, 
he don't care a Farthing for me. | | 
Rich. Why ſo, pray? 2 
Y.W. A very odd Reafon — Becauſe I hate him. 
Rich, How ſhould he know that? PE Oh 


V. N. 


— 
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v. N. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be ſo. 
Rich. But did your Actions ever expreſs any Malice to bim? 
FV. W. Yes: I wou'd fain have kept him company; but be- 


| ing aware of my kindneſs, he went abroad: He has trayel'q 


theſe five Years, and I am told, 1s a grave, ſober Fellow, and 
in danger of living a great while; all my hope is, that when 
he gets into his Honour and Eſtate, the Nobility will ſoon kill 
him, by drinking bim up to his Dignity.— But come, Fran}, 
I bave but two Eye-ſores in the World , a Brother before me, 
and a Hump behind me!, and thou art {till laying um in my 
way: Let us aſſume an Argument of leſs ſeverity.— Can't 
thou lend me a Brace of hundred Pounds? | 

Rich. What wou'd you do with 'um ? 

V. W. Do with um! There's a Queſtion indeed ; — 
Do you think I wou'd eat um? „„ 
Kich. Ves, o my troth, wou'd you, and drink um together. 
Locke, Mr. Won dbe, whilſt you kept well with your Fa- 
ther, I cou d have ventur'd to have lent you five Guinea's, 
hut as the caſe ſtands, I can aſſure you, I have lately 


paid off my Siſters Fortunes, and 


V. M. Sir, this put-off looks like an Affront, when you 
know I don't uſe to take ſuch things. 

Rich. Sir, your Demand is rather an Affront, when you 
know I don't uſe to give ſuch things. 

V. N. Sir, III pawn my Honour. 5 

Rich. That's Mortgag d already for more tban it is worth; 
you had better pawn your Sword there, twill bring you forty 


Shillings. | 
V. W. Sdeath, Sir [Takes his Sword off the Table, 


Rich. Hold, Mr. Wou'dbe, — ſuppoſe I put an end to your 


Misfortunes all at once. 
T. . How, Sir? 


Rich. Why, go to a Magiſtrate, and ſwear you wou d have 
robb'd me of Two hundred Pounds. Look'e, Sir, you 
have been often told, that your Extravagance wou'd ſome 
time or other be the ruin of you; and it will go a great 
why in your Indictment, to have turn d the Pad upon your 
*riend. 5 | 
V. V This Uſage is the height of Ingratitude from you, in 
whoſe company I have ſpent my Fortune. 4 
| Rich. I'm therefore a witneſs, that it was very ill ſpent. — 
Why wou'd you keep company., be at equal expences 
with me that have fifty times your Eſtate? What was Gal- 


lantry in me, was Prodigality in you; mine was my as 
IT „ hg caue 
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becauſe I coy'd pay fort; yours a Diſeaſe, becauſe you coud 


not. 334 | a | | i 
V. N. And is this all I muſt expect from our Friendſhip ? 

Rich, Friendſhip ! Sir, there can be no ſuch thing without 
an equality. | | | IS 
Y. N. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when there is oc- 
caſion for t, | 7 
Rich, Right, Sir, — our Friendſhip was over a Bottle on- 
ly ; and whiltt you can pay your Club of Friendſhip, I'm 
that way your humble Servant, but when once you come bor- 
rowing, I'm this way——your humble Servant [Exit. 
Y. W. Rich, big, proud, arrogant Villain! I have been 
twice his Second, thrice ſick of the ſame Love, and thrice 
= curd by the ſame Phyſick, and now he drops me for a Trifle, 
lat an honeſt Fellow, in his Cups, ſhou'd be ſuch a 
= Rogue when he's fober !—— The narrow-hearted Raſcal has 
been drinking Coffee this Morning. Well, thou dear ſolitary 
Half. Crown, adieu !——Here, ,Fack, [Enter Servant.] take 
TJ: this; pay for a Bottle of Wine, and bid Balderdaſh bring it 
8: himſelf, [Exit Servant.] How melancholy are my poor 

8 Breeches ; not one Chink — Thou art a villainous Hand, 
for thou haſt pickt my Pocket — This Vintner now has all 
= the Marks of an honeſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, 
aſtrutting Belly, and a jolly Mien. I have brought* him 
above Three Pound a Night for theſe two Years ſucceſſively. 
Ihe Rogue has Money, I'm ſure, if he will but lend it. 


f 
/ | 
; Enter Balderdaſh with a Bottle and Glaſs 
Oh, Mr. Balderdaſh, good morrow. WEE 
Bald. Noble Mr. Mou dbe, Im your moſt humble Servant. 
1 have brought you a Whetting-Glaſs, the beſt Old Hoek in 
Europe; I know tis your Drink in a Morning. | 
V. M. I'll pledge you, Mr. Balderdaſh. 
Bald. Your Health, Sir. Þ SIE [Drinks. 
Y. M. Pray, Mr. Balderdaſh, tell me one thing, but firlt (it 
down: Now tell me plainly what you think of me? 
Bald. Think of you, Sir! I think that you are the honeſteſt. 
nobleſt Gentleman, that ever drank a Glaſs of Wine; and 
the belt Cuſtomer that ever came into my Houſe: | 
V. N. And you really think as you ſpeak, 
Bald. May this Wine be my Poiſon , Sir , if I don't ſpeak 
from the bottom of my Heart. 5 Lin 
V. M. And how much Money do you think I have ſpent in 
your Houſe? %%%ͤͤÿ . 8 


Bald. 


with a drop of Wine. 
Gentleman's Deſtruction? 
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Bald. Why truly, Sir, by a moderate computation, I do be: 


Ive, that I have handled of your Money the belt part of Five 


hundred Pounds within theſe two Years. ' 
V. V. Very well! And do you think that you lie under 
any obligation for the Trade 1 have promoted to your Ad- 
vantage? 70 

Bald. Yes, Sir; and if 1 can ſerve you in any reſpeR, pray 


command me to the utmoſt of my Ability. 


V. W. Well! thanks to my Stars, there is ſtill ſome hone- 


fly in Wine. Mr. Balderdaſh, I embrace you and your kind- 


neſs : I am at preſent a little low in Caſh, and muſt beg you 
to lend me a hundred Pieces. 155 
Bald. Why truly, Mr. Won'dbe, 1 was afraid it would come 
to this; I haye had it in my head ſevaral times, to caution 
qu upon nr but you were ſo very genteel in my 
ouſe, and your Liberality became you ſo very well, that I 


was unwilling to fay any thing that might check your Di- 
ſpoſition; but truly, Sir, I can forbear no longer to tell you, 


that you have been a little too extravagant. | 

v. IV. But ſince you reap'd the benefit of my Extravagance, 
you will, I hope, conſider my Neceſſity. + 

Bald. Conſider your Neceſſity | 1 do wwh all my Heart, and 
muſt tell you, moreover, that I will be no longer acceſſary to 
it: I deſire you, Sir, to frequent my Houſe no more. 

V. W. How, Sir! | 

Bald. J ſay, Sir, that I have an Honour for my good Lord 
your Father, and will not ſuffer his Son to run into any in- 
convenience: Sir, I ſhall order my Drawers not to ſerve you 
Wou d you have me conniye at a 


v. W. But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your nice Con- 


fcience ſhould have cautionꝭ d me before. 


Bald. Alas! Sir, it was none of my buſineſs: Wdu d you 
have me be ſawcy to a Gentleman that was my beſt Cuſtomer ? 


hang'd rather than be rude to you ?—— But truly, Sir, when 
8 is ruin d, tis but the Duty of a Chriſtian to tell him 
of it. 8 
Y.W. Will you lend me the Money, Sir? 

Bald. Will you pay me this Bill, Sir? 
1 W. Lend me the Hundred Pound, and I will pay the 

Mi — | 
Bald. Pay me the Bill, and I will not lend the Hundred 
Pound, Sir. — But pray conſider with your felf, now, Sir, 
wou'd not you think me an errant Coxcomb, to truſt a Perſon 


3 with 


 Lackaday, Sir, had you Money to hold it out ſtill, I had been 


— ww# — ys was 
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with Money that has always been ſo extravagant under my 
Eye? whoſe Profuſeneſs I have ſeen, I have/ felt, I bave hand- 
led? Have not I known you „Sir, throw away ten Pound of 
a Night upon a Covey of Pit-Partridges,” and a Setting- Dog? 
Sir, you have made my Houſe an ill Houſe : my very Chairs 
will bear you no longer. In ſhort, Sir, I deſire you to 
frequent the Grown no more, Sir. e 27 at 
L. V. Thou ſophiſticated Tun of Iniquity ; have I fatned 
your Carkaſs, and ſwell d your Bags with my vital Blood? 
Have 1 made you my Companion to be thus ſaucy to me? But 
now-I will keep you at your due diſtance, [Kicks him. 
Ser. Welcome, Sir! E 97 | 


TJ. iu. Well fd, lt. Tut; him again, 
Ser. Very welcome, Sir! I hope we ſhall have your Com- 
pany another time, Welcome, Sir. [He's Lick d off 


V. N. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give him a wel- 
come at the Door too, [Exit Servant.] This is the Puniſh- 
ment of Hell; the very Devil that tempted me to Sin, now up- 


brains me with the Crime. I have villainoufly murder d 


my Fortune; and now its Ghoſt, in the lank ſhape of Pover- 
ty, haunts me: Is there no Charm to conjure down the 
7 eee 44... 1:Reenter Servant. 108: 
Ser. Oh Sir, here's ſad News. STE. IEEE: 
2. V Then keep it to thy ſelf, I have enough of that al- 
K Sir, you will bear it too ſoun. 
v. W. What! is Broad below 10 ink 
Ker. No, no, Sir; better twenty ſuch as he were hang d. 
Sir, your Father's dead. ak nbd ins Ca, 
V. NM My Father !-— Good night my Lord; has be left 
me any thing? rte „ A TAS 
Ker. I heard nothing of that, Sir. FOOTE DIRTY 
V. W. Then I believe you heard all there was of it; let me 
ſee ——— My Father dead! and my elder/Brother abroad'!— 
If Neceſſity be the Mother of Invention, ſhe was never more 


” 


| Pregnant than with me. [ Pauſes.] Here, Sirrah, run to 


s. Mandrale, and bid her come hither. preſently. LExit 
vant.] That Woman was my Mother's Mid wife when, L 
Was born, and has been my Bad theſe ten Years, I have 


had her Endeavours to corrupt my Brother's Miſtreſs ; and 


now her Aſſiſtance will be neceſſary to cheat bim of his Eftate ; 
for ſhe's famous for underſtanding the right-ſide of a Woman, 
and the wrong-ſide of the LW js... Exit. 


1 ScEN E 


LOS - 


1. was ny Years Ago. 
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SCE N E changes to Mandrake Houſe. . 
Mandrake and Maid, 


Aan. Whois there? & 


Maid. Madam. 

Man. Has any Meſſage been left for me to day? 

Maid. Ves, Vans. here has been one from my Lady 
Stilborn; that deſir d you not to be out of the way, for the ex- 
pected to cry out every minute. 

Man. How! every minute! Let me u 1 ales 
out her Pocket-Book. ] Stilhorn—— 7 95 he reckens with 
her Husband from the firſt of 4 and with Sir Fames, 


from the firſt of Mach. Ay, 0 "as a Month before 
hr time. [Knocking at the Dor. uy oo ſee whos at the 
| Mail. Ves, Madam. | (Exit Mahi. 


Man. Well! certainly there is not a Woman in the 11 
ſo willing to oblige Mankind as my ſelf; and realy I baye 
been ſo ever ſince the Age of Twelve, as I can temember. 
I bave deliver d as many Women of great Bellies, and helped 
as many to um as any Perſon in England; but my Watching 
and Cares have broken me quite, I am not the lame Wong 


Enter Richineer. 

Oh, Mr. r vou re a ſad Man, a barbarous Mw, ſo 
ou are. What will become of poor Celia, Mr. Richmart! 
he poor Creature is ſo big with her Maisfortunes, that they are 

not to be born. [Weeps. 

Rich. You, Mrs. Mandrake, are the fitteſt Perſon in the World 
to eaſe her of um. | 

Man. And won't you marry her, Mr. Richmore 2 

Rich. My Conſcience won't allow it; for I have ſworn ſince, 
to marry another. 

Men. And will you break your Vows to Celia ? 

* Rich. Why not, when the has broke hers to me? 

Man. How's that, Sir? 

| Rich, Why, the ſwore a hundred times never to grant me 
the Favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke her Word. 

Man. But ſhe lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the reaſon 


: ſhe forgot her Oath, 


Rich. And I love Mr. Richmare, and that is the reaſon I for- 
got mine Why ſhou d ſhe be angry that I follow ber ow 


Framplc „ by doing the wry ſams thing from the very ſame 
Motive? Ma, 


% K p En RL 


a.” > e 


Cauſe I can I anſwet ſor the Goodneſs of the 
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Man. Well, well! take my word, you'll never thrive.— 
wonder bow you can have the face to come near me, that 
am the witneſs of your horrid Oaths and Imprecations | Are 
nat. you afraid that the guilty Chamber above- ſtairs ſhou'd 


fall down upon your Head >—— Yes, yes, I was acceſſary, 


I was ſo ; but if ever you involve my Honour in ſuch a Vil- 
lany the Jecond time — Ah, poor Clelia ! 1 loy'd ber as I 


Ki Hey, ho, 1 nn 

Man. Hey, ho, ſhe's very prettv. 

| Rich. Dot than knom her, iuy deat Mandrake | 
Man. Hey, ho, ſhe's very pretty,—— Ab, you're a ſad 
Man. Foot Clelia was hand ſome, but indeed, Breeding 
Pukcing, add Longing; has braten her muchtr—Tis a bard 
caſe, Mr. &ichwore, foria ybung Lady to ſee a tfouſand things, 
and lang for a thouſayd:things, and yet not dare to own that 


did * you ſeducing Man — [Meer. 


 The'longs for one. She had like to have mi ſcarried t other 
day for the Pith of a Loin of Veal. ——— Ab; you barbarous 


Nich. But; my Avrelia! confirm me that you know her; and 
III adore thee. a Tp & LY 
Man. You would fling Five hundred Guineas at in Head, 


unt you knew as much of her as 1 do: Why, Sir, 1 brought 


her into the World; I have. bad: her fprawhng in thy Lap. 
Ah! the was as plump as 4 Puffin, Sinz. 

Rich. 1 think ſhe has no great Portion to value her ſelf up- 
on; her Reputation only will keep up the Market: We muſt 


firſt make that cheap, by crying t down; and then ſhe Il part 
with it at an eaſie rate. mers ws; 


Man. But won't you provide for prot delia? 
Kicb. Provide | Why haut 4 taught her a Trade? Let het 
ſet up when ſhe will; It engage her 8 enough, be- 
. 

Man, Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with Credit, and 
take a Shop; that is, Get her a Husband . Have you no 
pretty Gentleman yoiir Relation now, that wants a young 
virtuous Lady with a handſome Fortune? No young Templer 
that has ſpent his Eſtate in the Study of the Law, and-Rarves 
by the Practice? No ſpriice Officer that wants a handſome 
Wife to make Court fir him among the 'Major-Genetals 7 
fler you none of theſe, Sir? IT es able ani 
Krb. Pho, pho, Madam you have tit d me upon that 
Subject. Do you think à Lady that gave me ſo much trouble 
before Poſſeſſion ſhall evet give me any after it. No, no; 
ſhe been mote obliging to ws when I was in _ Power 
| * {RA na 
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I ſhou'd be more civil to her now ſhe's in mine: My Aſſi- 


duity before-hand was an over-price ; had ſhe made a- merit 


of the matter, ſhe ſhou'd have yielded ſooner. 7 

. Man, Nay, nay, Sir; tho' you have no regard to her Ho- 
nour, yet you ſhall protect mine: How d'e think I have ſe- 
cur d my Reputation ſo long among the People of beſt Figure, 


but by keeping all Mouths ſtopt? Sir, Fll have no Clamours 

a t me.—— Heavens help me, I have Clamours enough at my 

door early and late in my tother Cp F In ſhort, Sir, a 
reſe 


Husband for Celia, or I baniſh you my nce fox ever. 
Rich. Thou art a neceſſary Devil, and I can't want me 
74 * - | 71.4. Mi 2 


Aan. Look e, Sir, tis your own Advantage; tis only. ma- 


king over your Eſtate into the hands of a Truſtee ; and tho 


vou don't abſolutely command the Premiſes, yet you may 


exact enough out of um for Neceſſaries, when you Wil. 
Rich. Patience a little, Madam! I have a young Ne. 
phew that is a Captain of Horſe : He mortgag d the laſt morſel 
of his Eſtate to me, to make up his Equipage for the laſt Cam 
pagne. PRO you know bim; he's a brisk Fellow, «much 
about Court, Captain Tramm. ore 
Man. Trueman! Adſinylife, he's one of my Babies; — I 
can tell you the very minute be was born preciſely at three 
a Clock next St. Georges Day, Trueman will be two and 
r! a Stripling, the prettieſt, good · natur d Child, and 
your Nephew ! He muſt be the Man; and ſhall be the Man; 
I bave a kindneſ@/fforihim.; HH „ inn ad 
Rich, But we muſt have a care; the Fellow wants neither 
Senſe nor Courage. | C 
Man. Phu, phu, never fear her part, ſhe ſhan't want In- 
ſtructions; and then for her Lying in, a little abruptly, tis 
my buſineſs to reconcile matters there, a Fright or a Fall ex- 
cuſes that: Lard, Sir, I do theſe things every Day. '. |» 
* Rich, Tis pity then to put you out of your Road; and Ce- 
lia ſhall have a Husband. it 191.4 2; 1 if 
Man. Spoke like a Man of Honour..—— And now T11 ſerve 
you again. This Aurelia, you ſay—— : | . GHTTG 
Rich. O.ſhe diſtracts me! Her Beauty, Family, and Vir- 
tue, make her a noble Pleaſure, . 
Man. And you have a mind, for that reaſon to get her a 
HU. N = TTY 
Rich, Yes, faith: I have another young Relation at Cam- 
bridge , he's juſt going into Orders; and I think ſuch a fine 
Woman, with Fifteen hundred Pound, is a better Preſenta- 
; 1 d tation 
4 : 


: 
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tion than any living in my Gift; and why ſhould he like the 
Cure the worſe, that an Incumbent was there before? 

Man. Thou art a pretty Fellow—— At the ſame Moment 
you wou'd perſuade me, that you love a Woman to Madneſs, 
are you contriving how to part with her. F 

Rich. If I lov'd her not to Madneſs I ſhou'd not run into 
theſe Contradictions Here, my dear Mother, Axrelia's the 
Word | | [Offering her Money. 

Man. Pardon me, Sir; [Refuſing the Money.) Did you ever 
_ me mercenary—— No, no, Sir; Virtue is its own Re- 
Mad. It | | 
| ich. Nay, but Madam, I owe you for the Teeth Powder 

you ent me. | 

Man. O, that's another matter, Sir; [Takes the Money.] 
J hope you like it, Sir? | 

Kich. Extremely, Madam but it was ſomewhat dear of 
twenty Guineas. . LAſide. 

Fg 4b Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, here is Mr. ou dbes Footman below with a 
Meſſage from his Maſter. Fo 2-6 

Man. 1 come to him preſently : Do you know that Wow'd- 
be loves Axnrelia's Couſin and Companion, Mrs. Conſtance with 
the great Fortune, and that I ſollicite for him? - 

Rich, Why, ſhe's engagd to his Elder Brother: Beſides, 
Young Wow'dbe has no Money to proſecute an Affair of ſuch 
Conſequence—— You can have no hopes of Succeſs there, 
Im ſure. 6 1601 5 E 

Man. Truly, I have no great hopes; but an induſtrious 

ly you know, wou'd do any thing rather than be idle: 
The Aunt is very near her time, and I have Acceſs to the Fa- 
mily when I pleaſe. „ OS 

Rich. Now I think on't ; Prithee, get the Letter from Hou d- 
ble that I gave him juſt now; It wou'd be proper to our De- 

ſigns upon Trueman, that it ſhoud not be expos d. 

Man. And you ſhew'd Clelia's Letter to Non dbe? 

' Rich. Nee. Fell 4 : ; 

an, Eh, you barbarous Man- Who the Devil wou'd 
oblige you What Pleaſure can you take in expoſing the 
popr Creature? Dear little Child, tis pity, indeed it is. 

Rich. Madam the Meſſenger waits below; ſo Il take my 
leave. | = | U Exit. 


Man. Ah, you're a ſad Man. Exit. 
| Me TT IS £ „„ | N 
DET, Ns The End of the Firſt ACT, 

DER 1 ACT. 
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„ 
SCENE, the Park. 


Conſtance and Aurelia. 5 
Aur, PRubee, Couſin (onſtance, be chearful ; let the dead 
| Lord fleep in Peace, and look up to the living ; take 
Pen, Ink, and Paper, and write immediately to your Lover, 
that he is nowa Baron of England, and that you long to be a 
Baroness. | 0 

Con. Nay, Aurelia, there is ſome regard due to the Memo 
ry of the Father, for the Reſpe& I bear the Son; beſides 1 
don't know how, I cou'd wiſh my young Lord were at home 
in this juncture: This Brother of his Some Miſchief will 

happen l had a very ugly Dream laſt Night. In ſhort ; 
I am eaten up with the Spleen, my Dear. PEE IIB 
* Aur, Come, come, walk about and divert it; the Air will 
do you good; think of other People's Affairs a little 
When did you ſee Clelia? | 

Con, I'm glad yu mention'd her; don't you obſerve her 
 Gayety to be much more forc'd than formerly, her Humour 
dort ſit ſo eaſie upon her. 1 wg 

Aur. No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. 

Con. Did you obſerve how (he devour'd the Pomegranates 
Yeſterday ? | 

Aur, She talks of viſiting a Relation in Leicefer ſhire, 

Rüger She fainted away in the Country-Dance t'other 
Night. 92 40 ; . ; 
| Aur, Richmore ſhun d her in the Walk laſt Week. 

On. And his Footman laugh'd. | 

Aur. She takes Laudanum to make her ſleep a Nights. 

Con. Ah, poor Celia! What will ſhe do, Couſin ? 

Aur, Do! Why nothing till the nine Months be up. 

Con. That's cruel, Aurelia, how can you make merry with 
her Misfortunes? I am poſitive ſhe was no eaſie Conqueſt ; 
{ome ſingular Villany has been pracis'd upon herr. 

Aur, Yes, yes, the Fellow wou'd be practiſing upon me 
too, I thank him. N | = | 

Con. Have a care, Couſin, he has a promiſing Perſon. 
Au,. Nay for that matter, his promiſing Perſon may as 
ſeon be broke as his promiſing Vows ; Nature indeed has 


* * 
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. him a Giant, and he wars with Heaven like the Giants 
5 per 

On. Then why will you admit his Vifits? J 

Aur. I never did — But all the Servants are more his than 
our own: He has a Golden Key to every Door in the Houle ; 
beſides , he makes my Uncle believe that his Intentions are 
honourable ; and indeed he has ſaid nothing yet to diſprove 
it. But Couſin, do you fee who comes younder, ſliding 

along the Mall? : | 
Con. Captain Trueman, I proteſt; the Compaign has im- 
prov'd him, he makes a very clean well furniſh'd Figure. f 

Aur. Youthful, eaſie, and good-natur d, I cou d wiſh he 
wou'd know us. | | | 

Con, Are you ſure he's wel- breed? 

Aur. I tell you he's good - natur d, and I take good Man- 
ners to be nothing but a natural Deſire to be eaſie and agree- 
able to whatever Converſation we fall into; and a Porter 
with this is mannerly in his way; and a Duke without it, has 
but the Breeding of a Dancing-Maſter. 

On. I like him for his Affection to my young Lord. 

1 Aur. And I like him for his Affection to my young Per- 
on. 

On. How, how, Couſin? Vou never told me that. 
Aur. How ſhoud I? He never told it me, but I have diſ- 
cover'd it by a great many Signs and Tokens, that are bet- 
1 for his Heart than ten thouſand Vows and Pro- 
miſes. N 

Cn. He's Richmore's Nephew. | 

Aur, Ab! Wou'd he were his Heir too He's a pretty 
Fellow—— But then he's a Soldier ; and muſt ſhare his time 
with his Miſtreſs, Honour, in Flanders No, no, I'm re- 
ſolv'd againſt a Man that diſappears all the Summer like a 
Woodcock. | | 
IA, theſe words are ſpoken, Trueman enters behind them, as 


paſſing over the Stage. 
Tru, That's for me, whoever ſpoke it. [The Ladies turn 
about.] Aurelia? 7 |  [Swrprizd. 
Gn, What, Captain, you're afraid of every thing but the 


Enemy. | Thc 
Tru, I have reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehenſive where 
there is moſt Danger : The Enemy is ſatisfied with a Leg: or 
an Arm, but here I'm in hazard of loſing my Heart. | 
Fe 42 None in the World, Sir, no body here deſigns to at- 
CK it. N | | * 
Tr, But ſuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken already, Mar 
_. ak a U 4 Aur. 
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Aur. Then well retnrn it without Ranſom. 

Tru. But ſuppoſe, Madam „the Priſoner dn to Bay 
where it is. 

Aur. That were to turn Deſerter, and you know, Captain, 
what ſuch deſerve 


Tru. The Puniſhment it undergoes this Moment—— Shot 
to Death—— 


Con. Nay, then, tis time * me to put in — . Sir, 


Have you heard the News of my Lord Mou dbes Death? 

Tru. People mind not the Death of others, Madam, that 
are expiring themſelves. [To Conſtance.) Do you conſider, 
Madam, the Penalty of wounding a Man in the Park? 

[Tp Aurel. 

1 Hey day Why, Captain, d'ye intend to make a Vi- 


go Buſineſs of it, and break the Boom at once? Sir, if you : 


only rally, pray let my Couſin have ber ſhare; or if you 
wou d be particular, pray be more reſpectful ; not ſo much 
upon the eclaration, I beſeech you, Sir. 

Tru, | have been, fair Creature, a perfect Coward i in my 
Paſſion; I have bad hard Stugglings with my fear before 1 
durſt engage, and now perhaps bebave but too deſperately. 
As. Sir, Iam very ſorry you have ſaid ſo much; for I muſt 

puniſh you for t, tho' it be contrary to my Inclination — 
Come, Couſin will you Walk? te”, 
On. Servant, Sir. [Extunt Ladies. 

Tru. Charming Creature! I muſt puniſh you for t, tho 1 
be contratry to my inclination———THope ang eee in a Breath, 
But III think the beſt, | Ia. 


5 — EN E changes 10 Pang Wou'dbe's Todgings. 


Tons Wou dbe and Mandrake meeting. 
v. W. Thou Life and Soul of ſecret Dealings, Wee 
Man. My dear Child, bleſs thee Who wou'd have 
1magin'd that I brought this great Rogue into the World ? He 
makes me an old Woman, 1 proteſt— But adſo, my Child, 
I forgot; I'm ſorry for the loſs of your Father, ſorty at my 
Heart, poor Man. [Weeps.] Mr. Nou dbe, have you got a drop 
of Brandy i in your Cloſet ? I an't very well to day. 
F. N. That you ſhan't want; but be pleaſed to ſit, my deat 
Mother-——Here, Fack, the Brandy-Bottle——Now, Madam 
I have occaſion. to uſe you in dreſfing up a handſome 
Cheat for me. 
Man. 1 defie any Chamber-Maid i in England to do it bet⸗ 
ter I have Geet! up a hundred and fifty Cheats in my 
fin 
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time. [Enter Jack with the Brandy-Botlle. | Here, Boy, this 
ny is too big, carry it away, Ill take a Sup out of the 
ttle. 
V. MW. Right, Madam—And my Buſineſs being very ur- 
gent——lIn three Words, tis this 
Man. Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Council. [Drink] 
There is nothing more comfortable to a poor Creature, and 
fitter to revive waſting'Spirits , than a little plain Brandy : U 
an t for your hot Spirits, your Roſa Solis, your Ratifia's, your 


Orange-Waters, and the like—— A moderate Glaſs of cool 


Nants is the beſt thing 
V. M. But to our Bulle, Madam——My Father i 18 dead, 


and 1 have a mind to inherit his Eſtate. 


Man. You put the caſe very well. 

V. N. One of two things I muſt chuſe Either to be a 
Lord or a Beggar. 

Man. Be a Lord to chuſe——— Tho I have known fome 
that have choſen both. 


V. M I have a Brother that I love very well; but ſince one 


ob us muſt want, 1 had rather he ſhou'd ſtarve than E 


Man. Upon my Conſcience , dear Heart, you're in the 


$ II ight on't. 


V. . Now your Advice upon theſe Heads. 
Man. They be Matters of Weight, and' I muſt e 


[Drinks] Is there a Will in the Caſe ? 


me . There is; which excludes me from every Foot of the 
te. | 


Man. That's bad Where s your Brother ? 
V. W. He's now in Germany, in his way to e, and 


is expected very ſoon. 


Man. How ſoon? 

V. W. In a Month, or leſs. 

Man. O bo! A Month is a great while! our Buſineſs muſt 
be done in an hour or two We must [ Drinks] 
ſuppoſe your Brother to be dead; nay, he ſhall be actually 


dead and my Lord, my humble Service t Ye 


v. N. © Madam, Im your Ladyſhip's moſt devoted—— 
Make your words good, and 11. 
: Aan. Say no more, Sir; 3 you (hall have it, you ſhall 
ave it. 
Y. W. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Mandrake ? 
Man. Mrs. HMandrahe ! Is that all: Why not Mother 5 
Aunt, Grandmother ? Sir, I have done more for you this 
Moment, chan all the Relations you bare 1 in the World. 


Y.W. 


. 


made you a Peer of England, wi 
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Y. N. Let me hear it. a | AND 

Man. By the Strength of this 1 Inſpiratien, I have 

th ſeven thouſand Pound a 

Year— --My Lord, I wiſh you Joy, [ Drinks, 


„ V. W. The Woman's mad, I believe. 


Man. Quick, quick, my Lord! Counterfeit a Letter pre- 
ſently from Ger mam, that your Brother is kill'd in a Duel; 
Let it be directed to your Father, and fall into the Hands of 
the Steward when you are by: What ſort of Fellow is the 


Steward? | ; 
Y. W. Why, a timerous half-honeſt Man, that a little Per- 


ſuaſions will make a whole Knave: He wants Courage to be 


throughly juſt, or entirely a Villain — but good backing 


will make him either. | 
» Man. And he ſhan't want that! I tell you the Letter muſt 
come into his hands when you are by ; upon this you muſt 
take immediate Poſſeſſion, and ſo you have the beſt part of 


the Law of your ſide. 


Y. N. But ſuppoſe my Brother comes in the mean time? 

Man. This muſt be done this very moment: Let him come 
when you're in Poſſeſſion, III warrant we'll find a way to 
keep him out —— | 

V. N. But, how, my dear Contriver? 

Man. By your Father's Will, Man, your Father's Will — 


That is, One that your Father mig have made, and which 


we will make for him I'll fend you a Nephew of m 
own, a Lawyer, that ſhall do the Buſineſs ; go, get into Poſ- 
ſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, I ſay ; let us have but the Eſtate to back 


the Suit, and you'll find the Law too ſtrong for Juſtice, I war- 


rant you. 5 

V. M. My Oracle! How ſhall we revel in Delight when 
this great Prediction is accompliſh'd— But one tlnng yet re- 
mains, my Brother's Miſtreſs, the charming Cnſtance. Let 


her be mine—— 


Man. Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o Courſe ; ſhe's contracted to 
you; for ſhe's engag d to marry no Man but my Lord Mon d- 


bes Son and Heir; now you being the Perſon, ſhe's recove- 


table by Law. Le : 
V. N. Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contracted to him, twere 
Injuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wife, an eaſier Favour will 


 ſatisfie me. 


Man. Why, truly, as you ſay, that Favour is ſo eaſie, 
that I wonder they make ſuch a Buſtle about it But 85 
you gone and mind your Affairs, I muſt about mine- Thad 
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l had forgot Where's that fooliſh Letter you had this 
Morning from Richmore? 
Y. W. I have poſted it up in the Chocolate-Houſe, 
Man. Yaw, [Shrieks.] I ſhall fall into Fits; hold me 
V. M. No, no, I did but jeſt; here it is. But be aſſur d, 
Madam, I wanted only time to have expos d it. 
Man. Ah! You barbarous Man, why ſo? 5 
Y. W. Becauſe, when Knives of our Sex, and Fools of 
yours meet, they make the beſt Jeſt in the World, 
Man, Sir, the World has a better ſhare in the Jeſt when 
we are the Knaves and you the Fools But look e, 
Sir, if ever you open your Mouth about this Trick Tt 
difcover all your Tricks; therefore Silence and Safety on both 
ſides. 

V. W. Madam, you need not doubt my Silence at preſent; 
becauſe my own Affairs will employ me ſafficiently ; fo there's 
your Letter, [Gives the Letter.) And now to write * 

Man. Adieu, my Lord. Let me ſee: [Opens the Letter and 
reads,] If there be Solemniiy in Proteſtations — That's fooliſh, 
very fooliſh— Why ſhou'd ſhe expect Solemnity in Prote- 
tations? Um, um, um. I may ſtill depend upon the Faith of my 
Richmore—— Ah, poor Celia Um, um, um. 7 can no 
longer hide the Effet on't from the World The Effects on't! 


How Modeſtly is that expreſt? Well, tis a pretty Letter, and 
Ill keep it 


[ Pats the Letter in her Pocket, and Exit. 
SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


Enter Steward and his Wife. 3 
Wife, You are to blame, you are much to blame, Husband, 
in being ſo ſcrupulous, 5 13 : 
Stew. *Tis true: This fooliſh Conſcience of mine has been 
the greateſt Bar to my Fortune. 5 
Wife. And will ever be ſo. Tell me but one that thrives, 
and II ſhow you a hundred that ſtarve by it Do you 
think *tis fourſcore Pound a Year makes my Lord Gowty's 
Steward's Wife live at the rate of four hundred > Upon m 
word, my Dear, I'm as good a Gentlewoman as ſhe, and 
expect to be maintain d accordingly : *Tis Conſcience I war- 
rant, that buys her the Point-Heads, and Diamond Neck- 
lace Was it Conſcierice that bought ber the fine Houſe 
in Jermain · ſtreet? Is it Conſcience that enables the Steward ta 
buy when the Lord is forced to fell? 


Sew. 


P ² cd. oe = 


tuo hundred a Year ? 'twill neyer be miſs'd. 
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925 Sew. But what wou'd you have me do ? 


Wife. Do ! Now's your time ; that ſmall Morſel of an 
Eſtate your Lord bought lately, a thing not worth mention- 
ing; take it towards your Daughter Molh s Portion What's 


Stew. Tis but a ſmall matter, I muſt confeſs; and as a 


Reward for my paſt faithful Service, I think it but reaſonable 


I ſhou'd cheat a little now. | LI 
| Wife. Reaſonable! All the reaſon that can be; if the un- 
grateful World won't reward an honeſt Man, let an 
honeſt Man reward himſelf——There's five hundred Pounds 
you receiv'd but two days ago, lay them aſide——You may 
eaſily ſink it in the Charge of the Funeral Do my dear 
now, kiſs me, and doit, 
Stew, Well, you have ſuch a winning way with you ! But, 


my Dear, I'm ſo much afraid of my young Lord's coming 


bome ; he's a cunning cloſe Man, they ſay, and will examine 


my Accounts very narrowly. 


Wife. Ay, my Dear, wou'd you had the younger Brother to 
deal with? You might manage him as you pleas'd——1I ſee 
him coming. Let us weep, let us weep. | 

They pull out their Hand lerchiefs, and ſeem to mourn. 
Enter Dung Wou'dbe, 0 
Stew. Ah, Sir; we have all loſt a Father, a Friend, and a 
Supporter. . 1 8 
V. W. Ay, Mr. Steward, we mult ſubmit to Fate, as he has 
done. And it is no fall Addition to my Grief, honeſt Mr. 


_ Clearaccount, that it is not in my Power to ſupply my Father's 


place to you and yours—Your Sincerity and Jultice to the 
dead, merits the greateſt regard from thoſe that ſurvive him 
Had I but my Brother's Ability, or he my Inclnations— 


T'll aſſure you, Mrs. Clearaccount, you ſhou'd not have ſuch 
cauſe to mourn. | 


Wife. Ab, good Noble Sir! 
Stew. Your Brother, Sir, Lhear, is a very ſevere Man, 
V. VV. He is what the Werld calls a prudent Man, Mr. Ster- 
ard: 1 bave often beard him very ſevere upon Men of your 
Buſmeſs; and has declar'd, That for Forms fake indeed he 
wou d keep a Steward, but that he wou d inſpect into all his 
Accounts himſelf. 855 . 
Wife, Ay, Mr. Mon abe, you have more Senſe than to do 
theſe things; you have more Honour than to trouble your 
Head with your own Affairs - Wou'd to Heavens we were 
ie you. e 


2 
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V. M. Woud I coud ferve you, Madam, without In- 
juſtice to my Brother. N 
e Enter à Servant. 
Ser. A Letter for my Lord Mou dbe. 3 
Stem. It comes too late, alas! for his peruſal; let me ſee it. 
e I Opens, and Reads 
| Franckfort, Octob. 10. New Syle. gk 
Franckfort ! Where's Franckfort, Sir? —\ „H 5 
V. M. In Germany : This Leiter muſt be from my Brother; 
I ſuppoſe he's a coming home. * . 
Stew. Tis none of bis Hand. Let me ſee, [Reads. 


My Lord, 828 | 5 
| Hr troubled at this — Occaſion of ſending to your Lordſhip; 
I Jour brave Son, and my dear Friend, was yeſterday unfortunately 
ulld in a Duel by a German On | {LOR 


e wt by 
e TIER 
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as Ifive———My Lord, 


1 ſhall love a German Count as 1 live. 
ince your elder Brother's 


my Lord, 1 15 may call you ſo, 
cad, 8 | | 
Y.W. And W. How? © e 
Stew. Read there. [Gives the Letter, Wou dbe peruſes it. 
V. N. Ob, my Fate! a Father and a Brother in one day! 
Heavens! Tis too much Where is the Fatal Meſſenger? 01 
Kr. A. Gentleman, Sir, who ſaid he came Poſt on pur: 


poſe. He was afl aid, the Contents of the Letter wou'd un- 
qualifie my Lord for Company; ſo he would take another 
Wind e Fri - $5741 


24 


time tol wait on him. 1 
FV. M. Nay, then tis true; and there is truth in Dreams. 
= Laſt Night I dream. JV 
= ' Wife, Nay, my Lord, J. dreamt too; I dreamt I ſaw your 
Brother dreſs d in a long Miniſter's Gown, (Lord blefs us!) 
eh a Book in his Hand, walking before a dead Body to the 

o 5 . 

v. W. Well, Mr. Qearaccount, get Mourning ready. 4 

Stew. Will your Lordſhip have the old Coach cover d, or a 
new one made. e Ages Be IT, 
V. M. A new ene — The old Coach, with the Grey Hor- 
ſes, I give to Mrs. Clearacconnt here; tis not fit ſhe ſhould 


walk the Streets. ao iber at 47 
Wife. Heav'ns bleſs the German Count, I fay.— But, 

my Lord VVV 
V. W. No Reply, Madam, you ſhall have it. And 


receive-1t but as the Earneſt of my Fayours.————Mr. Clear- 
account, I double your Salary, and all the a. to 
F 5 ni:deratz 
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moderate their Grief for our great Lofles — Pray, Sir, take 


order about theſe Affairs. 55 2 | 

Stew. 1 ſhall, my Lord. [Exeunt Stew. and Wiſe. 
V. W. So! I have got poſſeſſion of the Caſtle, and if I had 
but a little Law to fortifie me now, I believe we might hold 
it out a great while. Oh! Here comes my Attorney,— 
Mr. Subtleman, your Servant. f | 

| Enter Subtleman.. n 
Sab. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy; my Aunt Mandrate has 
ſent me to receive your Commands, 464 FEY 

V. W. Has ſhe told you any thing of the Affair? 

Sub. Not a word, my Lord. 

Y. W. Why then—— come nearer.—— Can yd make a 
Man right Heir to an Eſtate during the Life of an elder Bro- 
Ter | 

Sab. T thought you bad been the eldeſt 

Y. W. That we are not yet agreed upon ; for you mult 
know, there is an impertinent Fellow that takes a fancy to 
diſpute the Seniority with me. For, look e, Sir, my Mo- 
ther has unluckily fow'd Diſcord in the Family, by bring! 
forth Twins: My Brother, tis true, was Firtt-born ; but, 1 
believe from the bottom of my Heart, I was the firſt-be- 

otten. | 1 D 
5 Sub. I underftand—— you are come to an Eſtate and 
Dignity, that by Juſtice indeed is your own; but by Law it 
falls to your Brother, FORE fs 5 

V. W. I had rather, Mr. Sabtleman, it were his by Juſtice, 
and _ by Law; for I wou'd have the ſtrongeſt Title, if 

Wle. | » POE” PRE TDN 
por! I am very ſorry there ſhou'd happen any Breach be- 
tween Brethren :—— So I think it wou d be but a Chriſtian 
and Charitable Act to take away all farther Diſputes, by ma- 
king you true Heir to the Eſtate by the laſt Will of your Fa- 
ther Look'e—— Il divide Stakes ;=— you ſhall yield 


* 


the Elderſhip and Honour to him, and he ſhall quit his Eftate 


to you. ba” | 1. | 
V. V. Why, as you ſay, I don't much cate if I do grant 
him the Eldeſt , half an hour is but a trifle : But how thall 


we do about his Will? Who ſhall we get to prove it ? 


Sub. Never trouble your ſelf for that, I expect a Cargoe of 
Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by the firſt fair Wind. ; 


1 LH But we can't ſtay for them; it muſt be done imme - 

ately. pr 
Sub. Well, well ; we'll find fome body; I wartant you, to 

make Oath of his laſt Words. | . 


9». * 


I have made to ſpeak. 


The Twin-Rivals. 21 
V. W. That's impoſſible ; for my Father died of an Apo- 
plexy, and did not ſpeak at all. 3 
Sab. That's nothing, Sir: He's not the firſt dead Man that 
V. M. You're a great Maſter of Speech, I don't queſtion, 
Sir; and I can aſſure you there will be Ten Guineas for eve- 
ry Word you extort from him in my Favour. 3 
Sub. O Sir, that's eoGugh to make your Great Grandfather 


FF peak. 


v. W. Come then, T'll carry you to my Steward; he ſhall 
ie you the Names of the Mannors, and the true Titles and 
nominations of the Eſtate, and then you ſhall go to work. 


| [Excunt. 
| SCENE changes to the Park. 


NRichmore and Truman meeting. 
Rich, O brave Cuz! you're very happy with the Fair, Ifind. 
Pray , which of thoſe two Ladies you encounter'd juſt now, 


has your Adoration. _. | 


. Tr#. She that commands by forbidding it: And fince I 


had courage to declare to her ſelf , I dare now oyn it to the 
World : Aurelia, Sir, is my Angel. | $2 

Rich. Ha! [A long Pauſe.) Sir, I find you're of every bo- 
dy's Religion; but methinks you make a bold Flight at firſt: 


{ Do you think your Captain's Pay will fake againſt fo high a 


Gameſter ? 
Tra. What do you mean? Lo 
Rich, Mcan! bleſs me, Sir, mean ! — You're a Man of 
mighty Honour, we all know.— But I'll tell you a Secret. 
—— The thing 1s publick already. ; | 
Tru. I ſnou d be proud that all Mankind were acquainted 


with it; I ſhou d deſpiſe the Paſſion that cou'd make me either 
aſham'd or afraid to own it. 


- Rich, Ha, ha, ha: Prithee, dear Captain, no more of theſe 


- 
- 
* 


Rhodomontados; you may as ſoon put a Standing - Army 
upon us. III tell you another Secret Five hundred 
Pound is the leaſt Penny. 1 45 

Tru. Nay, to my knowledge, ſhe has fafteen hundred. 

Rich, Nay, to my knowledge, ſhe took Five. 

Tru. Took Five! How! Where? . 


Rich. In her Lap, in her Lap, Captain; where ſhou'd it be? : 


Tru, Im amazd ! 


Rich. So am I; that ſhe cou'd be ſo unreaſonable— Fif- 
teen hundred Pound! Sdeath! had ſhe that price from you? 

Tru. Sdeath, I meant her Portion. 8 95 28 
8 Do 108; 
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Rich. Why, what have you to do with her Portion? 
Tru. I lov d her up to Marriage, by this Light. 6 
Rich. Marriage! Ha, ha, ha; I love the Gipſie for her Cun- 

ning. —A young, eaſie, amorous, credulous Fellow of two 

and twenty, was juſt the Game ſhe wanted; I find ſhe pre- 

ſently ſingled you out from the Herd. a: 

Tru. You diſtract me! | N | 

Rich. A Soldier too, that muſt follow the Wars abroad, 
and leave her to Engagements at home. Tn 
Tru. Death and Furies; I'll: be reveng d. dt 

Rich. Why? What can you do? You'll challenge her, will 
you? A | 

Tra. Her Reputation was ſpotleſs when 1 went over. 

Rich. So was the Reputation of Mareſchal Boxfflers ; but 
de think, that while you were beating the French abroad, that 
we were idle at home? No, no, we have had our Sieges, 
our Capitulations, and Surrendries, and all that We have 
cut our ſelves out good Winter Quarters as well as you. 
Tru. And are you billetted there? 

Rich. Look'e, Trueman, you ought to be very truſty to a ſe- 
cret, that has ſav d you from Deſtruction.— In plain terme, 

I have buried Five hundred Pounds in that little ſpot, and 1 


ſhould think it very hard, if you took it over my Head. 


23 — Not by a Leaſe for Life, 1 can aſſure you: But I 
Rich, What! you ha'n't five hundred Pounds to give. 
Look'e, ſince you make no ſport, ſpoil none. In a Year or 
two, ſhe dwindles to a perfect Baſſet-Bank ; every body may 
play at it that pleaſes, and then you may put in for a piece 
Or two. | 1 8 | | ; 
Tru. Dear Sir, I could worſhip you for this. | 
Kich. Not for this, Nephew ; for I did not intend it, but! 


came to ſeck you upon another Affair. Were not you in 


the Preſence laſt Night ? 
Tru. I was. b . 5 
Rich. Did not you talk to Celia, my Lady Taper's Niece? 
Tru. A fine Woman. Fs 4 23 
Rich. Well! 1 met her upon the Stairs, and handing her to 


her Coach; ſhe asked me, if you were not my Nephew ? And 


ſaid two or three warm things, that perſuade me ſhe likes 
you: Her Relations have Intereſt at Court, and ſhe has Mo- 
ney in her Pocket, | = e 
Tru. But——this Devil Aurelia fill ſticks with me. 
Rich. What then! The way to love iu one place with ſuc- 


ceſs, is to marry in another with convenience. Clelia has Four 


thouſand 
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thouſand Pound ; this applied to your reigning Ambition, 
whether Love'or Advancement, will go a great way: And for 
her Virtue and Conduct, be aſſur d, that no body can give a 
better account of it than my ſelf. FI 
Tru. I am willing to believe from this late Accident, that 
you conſult my Honour and Intereſt in what you propoſe, and 
therefore I am ſatisfied to be govern'd. WE. 
| Rich, 1 ſee the very Lady in the Walk. We ll about it. 
[Excunt. 


Tru. J wait on you. | 
SCENE changes to Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe, 


Y. Wou dbe, Subtleman, and Steward. 

V. W. Well, Mr. Subtleman, you are ſure the Will is firm 
and good in Law. | 

Sub. J warrant you, my Lord: And for the laſt Words to 
prove it, here they are. Look e Mr. Ce account. Yes 
—— that is an Anſwer to the Queſtion that was put to him, 
(you know) by thoſe about him when he was a dying. 

es, or No, he muſt have ſaid; ſo we have choſen Yes. — 


= er, I have made my Mill, as it may be found in the Cuſtody of 


Mr. Clearaccount my Steward; and 1 deſire it may ſtand as my 
Laſt Will and Teſtament, —— Did you ever hear a dying Man's 


Words more to the purpoſe ? An Apoplexy ! I tell you, my 
Lord had Intervals to the laſt. 


Stew, Ay, but how ſhall theſe Words be prov'd? 
Sub, My Lord ſhall ſpeak 'em now. 5 85 
V. W. Shall he faith? vt 
Sub. Ay, now-—— if the Corps bent bury'd—— Look e, 
Sir, theſe Words muſt be put into his Mouth, and drawn out 
again before us all! and if they won't be his laſt Words then 
Ill be perjur d. . 

, Y. N. What! violate the Dead! it muſt not be, Mr. Sub- 
t eman, 1 1.4 
Sub. With all my heart, Sir! But I think you had better 
violate the Dead of a Tooth or ſo, than violate the Living of 

Seven thouſand Pound a Year. FL 


* — — —— . . _—_ 


R Subs 
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Sub. What! to open a Man's Mouth, and put in a bit of 
Paper !-——this is all. 

V. M. But the Body is cold, and his Teeth can't be got 
atunder.:-- - 

Sub. But what occaſion has your Father for Teeth now? J 
tell you what;—— I knew a Gentleman, three Days buried, 
taken out of his Grave, and his dead Hand ſet to his laſt Will, 
(unleſs ſome body made him ſign another afterwards,) and! 
know the Eſtate to be held by that Tenure to this day ; and a 
firm Tenure it is; for a dead Hand holds faſteſt ; and let me 
tell you, dead Teeth will faſten as hard. 

V. W. Well, well, uſe your pleaſure, you underſtand the 
Law beſt —— [Exit Subtleman and Steward, 
What a mighty confuſion is brought in Families by ſud- 
den Death? Men ſhould do well to ſettle their Affairs in 
__ time.—— Had my Father done this before he was taken Ill, 

what a trouble had he ſavd us? But he was taken ſuddenly, 
poor Man! 55 | Ok 
Re-enter Subtleman. | 

Sub. Your Father ſtill bears you the old Grudge, I find! it 
was with much ſtrugling he conſented; I never knew a Man 
{o loth to ſpeak in my Life. 

V. N. He was always a Man of ſew words. 2 
Sub. Now I may ſafely bear witneſs my ſelf, as the Scri- 
vener there preſent: I love to do things with a clear Con- 
ſicience. 55 [ Subſcribes, 

T. N. But the law requires three Witneſſes. 

Sub. O! I ſhall pick up a couple more, that perhaps may 
take my word fort: But is not Mr. Clearaccount in your 
Intereſt © - 3 

Y. W. I hope ſo. 

Sub. Then he ſhall be one; a Witneſs in the Family goes a 
great way; beſides, theſe Foreign Evidences are riſen con- 

foundedly fince the Wars. I hope, if mine eſcape the Priva- 
teers, to make an hundred Pound an Ear of every Head ol 
'um.—— But the Steward is an honeſt Man, and ſhall fave 
you the Charges, 8 Exit. 
V. W. Solus. ] The Pride of Birth, the Heats of Appetite, and 
Fear of Want, are ſtrong Temptations to Injuſtice, —— 
But why Injuſtice: The World hath broke all Civil 
ties with me, and left me in the eldeſt State of Nature, Wild, 
where Force, or Cunning firſt created Right, I cannot fay | 
ever knew a Father: 'Tis true, I was begotten in bis 
Life-time, but I was Poſthumous born, and liv'd not till he 
died. My Hours indeed, I numbred , but ner enjoyed 
| umdrec 0, 


alarm'd. 


The Twin-Rivals, 25 


'em, till this Moment, —— My Brother! what is Brother? 
We are all ſo; and the firſt two were Enemies. — He 
ſtands before me in the Road of Life to rob me of my Plea- 
ſures. My ſenſes, form'd by Nature for Delight, are all 
My Sight, my Hearing, Taſte and Touch, 
call loudly on me for their Objects, and they ſhall be ſatis- 
yd... Exit. 


The End of the Second A CT. 
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ACT. M6 
SCENE, 4 Levee. 


Young Wou'dbe dreſſing , and ſeveral Gentlemen whiſpering 


im by turns. 


„ GUrely, the greateſt Ornament of Quality is a clean 


and a numerous Levee; ſuch a croud of Attendance 
for the cheap Reward of Words and Promiſes, diſtinguiſhes 
the Nobility from thoſe that pay Wages to their Servants. 

[ 4 Gentleman whiſpers. ] 
Sir, I ſhall ſpeak to the Commiſſioners, and uſe all my In- 
tereſt, I can aſſure you, Sir. . 
[ Another whiſpers.) ; 

Sir, I ſhall meet ſome of your Board this Evening; let me ſee 


you to morrow. | 
i | [A Third whiſpers.] 5 we 
Sir, I'll conſider of it. That Fellow's Breath ſtinks of To- 


bacco. LAſide.] O, Mr. Comick, your Servant. 


Com, My Lord, I wiſh you Joy ; I have ſomething to ſhew 
your Lordſhip, — 

V. W. What is it, pray, Sir? . 
Cm. I have an Elegy upon the dead Lord, and a Panegy- 
rick n the living one: In utrumque par atus, my Lord. 

Y . Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. O mich. — But pray, Mr. - 
mic! why don't you write as it wou'd give one an op- 
bolt any of ſerving you. | 

um. My Lord, I have writ one. | 

Y . Was it ever Acted ? 
om. No, my Lord ; but it has been a rehearſing theſe thre 
cuts and a half. | 1 | 


26 T be Twin-Rivals. 
V. V. A long time. There mult be a great deal of buſineſs 
in it ſurely. 
Com. No, my Lord, none at all. I have another Play 


juſt fim({h'd, but that I want a Plot fort. | 


Y. M. A Plot! you ſhou'd read the Italian and Spaniſh Plays, 
Mr. Comick. I like your Verſes here mightily, —— Here, 
Mr. Clearaccount. | 

Com. Now for five Guineas at leaſt. „„ 

V. W. Here, give Mr. Comick, give him give him the 
Spaniſh Play that lies in the Cloſet Window. Captain, can 


I do you any Service? 


Cap. Pray, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt wich the General for 
that vacant Commiſſion : I hope, my Lord, the Blood I have 
already loſt, may intitle me to ſpill the remainder in my 
Country's Cauſe, : 

V. IV. All the reaſon in the World ;— Captain, you may 
depend upon me for all the Service 1 can. 

Gen. 1 hope your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpeak to the Ge- 
neral about that vacant Commiſſion, altho I have never made 
a Compagne ; yet my Lord, my Intereſt in the Country can 
raiſe me Men, which, I think, ſhou'd prefer me to that Gen- 
tleman, whoſe bloody Diſpoſition frightens the poor People 
from liſting. : | 


Y. W. All the reaſon in the World , Sir ; you may depend 


upon me for all the Service in my power. Captain, Ill 


do your Buſineſs for you.—— Sir, I'll ſpeak to the General ; 


I hall ſee him at the Houſe [To the Gentlemen, 
23 Eur a Citizen. . 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, — your Servant Gentlemen all,! 
beg your pardon. ¶Exeunt Levce. 


Mr. Alderman, have you any Service to command me? 
Ad. Your Lordſhip's humble Servant. I have a Favour 
to beg: You muſt know, I bave a graceleſs Son, a Fellow 
that drinks and {wears eternally, keeps a Whore in every cor- 
ner of the Town : In ſhort, he's fit for no kind of thing but 
a Soldier,— I am fo tir'd of bim, that J intend to throw him 
into the Army, let the Fellow be ruin'd, if he will. 

V. W. I commend your paternal care, Sir !— can I do 
you any Service in this Affair? = | 
Ad. Yes, my Lord: There is a vacant Company in Co- 
lonel Whatd'yecalum's Regiment, and if your Lordſhip wou'd 


but ſpeak to the General. 


V. IV. Has your Son ever ſervd? 


Ald. Serv d! yes, my Lord, he's an Enſign in the Train- 
nands, 5 | _ 
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Y. W. Has he ever ſignaliz'd his Courage ? 

Ald. Often, often, my Lord; but one day particularly 
you muſt know, his Captain was ſo buſie ſhipping off a Car- 
go of Cheeſes, that he left my Son to command in his Place 
——- Wou'd you believe it, my Lord? He charg'd up Cheap- 
fide in the Front of the Buff- Coats with ſuch Bravery and 
Courage, that I could not forbear wiſhing in the Loyalty of 
my Heart, for ten thouſand ſuch Officers upon the Rhine——- 

Ah! my Lord, we muſt Ry ſuch Fellows as him, or we 

ſhall never humble the French King — Now, my Lord, if 

| = _ find a convenient time to hint theſe things to the 
eneral. py | - 

V. W. All the reafon in the World, Mr. Alderman, I'll do 
you all the Service I can, 3 | 

| Ald. You may tell him ; he's a Man of Courage, fit for the 
* . Service; and then he loves Hardſhip——He ſleeps every other 
| Night in the Round-Hoyſe, 9 

Y. W. I'Il do you all the Service I can. Slit rg 

Ald. Then, my Lord, he ſalutes with his Pike ſo very hand- 
ſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart, to ther day Then 
he beats a Drum like an Angel. 1 1 

V. N. Sir, I'll do you all the Service can—— 

[Not taking the leaſt Notice of the Alderman all this 
| | while, but dreſſing himſelf in the Glaſs, 
Ald. But, my Lord, the hurry of your Lordſhips Affairs 

may put my Buſineſs out of your Head; therefore, my Lord, 
T1 preſume to leave you ſome Memorandum. | 
V. N. Il do you all the Service I can. ¶ t winding him. 
Ald. Pray, my Lord, [Pulling him by the Sleeve.) Give me 
leaye for a Memorandum; my Glove, I ſuppoſe will do: Here, 
my Lord, Pray remember me Ss 
[Lays his Glove upon the Table, and Exit, 
Y. V. I'll do you all the Service I can What, is he 
gone? *Tis the moſt rude familiar Fellow——Faugh, what a 
greaſie Gauntlet is here [A Purſe drops out of the Glove.] 
Oh! No, no, the Glove is a clean well made Glove, and 
| the Owner of it, the moſt reſpectful Perſon I have ſeen this 
Morning, he knows what diſtance [Chinking the Purſe.) is due 
do a Man of Quality, ——but what muſt Fe for this? Fri- 
| ſme Oe his Valet. ] do you remember what the Alderman {aid 
| tome: OE a. 
Friſ. No, my Lord, I thought your Lordſhip hac. 
Y. W. This Blockhead thinks a Man of Quality can mind 
What People ſay——when they do ſomething, tis another 
caſe, Here, call him back, [Exit Friſure.] he talk'd ſome- 


Wo. The Twin-Rivals. 
thing of the General, and his Son, and Train-Bands, I know 
not what Stuff. 5 18 

| Re-enter Alder. and Friſure. 

Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your Memorandum in my 
33 “ 

Ald. O, my Lord, you do me too much Honour. 

V. W. But, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you were talking 
of; it ſhall be done, but if you gave a ſhort Note of it to my 
Secretary, it would not be amiſs but Mr. Alderman, 
han't you the Fellow to this Glove, 1t fits me mighty well 
[ Putting on the Glove.] it looks ſo like a Challenge to give a 
Man an odd Glove——andI wou\ have nothing that looks 
like Enmity between you and I, Mr. Alderman. 


Ald. Truly, my Lord, I intended the other Glove for a 


Memorandum to the Collonel, but ſince your Lordſhip has 
a mind to't———  _ | [ Gives the Glove. 
V. M. Here Friſure, lead this Gentleman to my Secretary, 
and bid him take a Note of his Buſineſs. N 
- Ald. But, my Lord, don't do me all the Service you ca 
now. | E 

V. M. Well, I won't do you all the Service I can 
theſe Citizens have a ſtrange Capacity of ſolliciting ſome- 
times. e e 1 [Exit Ald, 
| Enter Steward. - 

Stew. My Lord, here are your Taylor, your Vintner, your 
Bookſeller, and half a dozen more with their Bills at the 
Door, aud they deſire their Money. . 1 
V. M. Tell 'em, Mr. Clearaccoant, that when J was a private 
Gentleman, I had nothing elſe to do but to run in Debt, and 
now that I have got into a higher Rank, I'm ſo very buſie 1 
can't pay t———as for that clamorous Rogue of a Taylor 
ſpeak him fair, till he has made up my Liveries then a- 
bout a Year and a half hence, be at leiſure to put him off; 
for a Year and a half longer. 

Stew. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below calls himſelf 
M.. Baſſet, he ſays your Lordſhip owes him fifty Guineas that 
he won of you at Cards. | 
V. M. Look'e, Sir——the Gentleman's Money is a Debt of 
Honcur, aad muſt be paid immediately. _ 

Stew, Your Father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he always 
took care to have the poor Tradeſmen ſatisfy'd, whoſe only 
* Subfiftence lay in the Uſe of their Money, and was uſed to 
ſay, That nothing was honourable but what was honeſt. 

V. W. My Father might fay what he pleas'd, he was a 
Nobleman of very ſingular Humours but in my Notion, 


there 
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there are not two things in Nature more different than Ho- 
nour and Honeſty now your Honeſty is a little Mecha- 
nick Quality, well enough among Citizens, People that do 
nothing but pitiful mean Actions according to Law 
but your Honour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any 
thing that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to leyel it ſelf to 
what is only juſt. f 

Sew. But J think it a little hard to have theſe poor People 
ſtarve for want of their Money, and yet pay this ſnarping Raſ- 
cal fiſty Guineas. | 5 

V. W. Sharping Raſcal ! What a Barbariſm that is? Why 
he wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keeps as good 
Company as any at White's; and between him and I, Sir 
this ſharping Raſcal, as you are pleaſed to call him, ſhall 
make more Intereſt among the Nobility with his Cards and 
Counters, than a Soldier ſhall with his Sword and Piſtol, 
Pray let him have fifty Guineas immediately. [Exennt; 


S CE N E, the Street; Elder Wou'dbe writing in 4 Pockets 
8 Book, in a Riding Habit. 


E. W. Monday the 1702. 1 arrived ſafe in London; 
and ſo concluding my Travel [Putting up his Book, 
Now welcome Country, Father, Friends, | 
My Brother too, (if Brothers can be Friends :) 

But above all, my charming Fair, my Onſtance. 

Through all the Mazes of my — Steps, 

Through all the various Climes that have run; 
Her Love has been the Loadſtone of my Courſe, 

Her Eyes the Stars that pointed me the Way: 

Had not her Charms my Heart entire poſleſs'd, 

Who knows what (Circe s artful Voice and Look 
Might have enſnar'd my travelling Youth, 

And fixt me to Enchantment? 


Enter Teague with 4 Port- Manteau. He throws it down and 
_ ſus on it. 
Here comes my Fellow - Traveller. What makes you {it upon 
the Port-Manteau, Teague? You'll rumple the things. 
e. Be me Shoule, Maiſhter, I did carry the Port-Mantel 
* it Sq me; and now the Port-Mantel ſhall carry me till 
1 WE 


EW And how d'ye like London, Teague, after our Tra- 
yels } | 


R 4 — Fet, 
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Te. Fet, dear Joy, tis the braveſt Plaaſe I have ſheen in 
my Peregrinations, exfhepting my nown brave Shitty of Ca 
rick-Vergus,—— Uf, uf, dere ifh a very fragant Shmell here 


abouts. Maiſhter, ſhall I run to that Paiſhtry-Cooks for 
Shix Pennyworths of boil'd Beef? . 

E. W. Tho' this Fellow travell'd the World over he would 
never loſe his Brogue nor his Stomach.— Why, you Cormo- 
rant, ſo hungry and fo early! | 

Te. Early! Deel tauke me, Maiſhter , *tiſh a great deal 
more than almoſt twelve a-Clock. _ | 

E. M. Thou art never happy unleſs thy Guts be ſtuft up to 
thy Eyes. | | 

Te. Oh Maiſhter, dere iſh a dam way of diſtance, and the 
deel a bit between. ; 


Enter Young Wou'dbe in a Chair, with four or five Footmen be- 
OL fore him, and paſſes over the Stage, 
E. W. Hey day— who coines here? With one, two, three, 

four, five Footmen ! Some young Fellow juſt taſting the 

_ Vanity of Fortune. Run, Teague, inquire who 

that is. | 15 
Te. Yes, Maiſhter. [Rans to one of the Footmen.] Sir, will 

you give my humble Shervice to your Maiſhter, and tell him 

to ſend me word fat Naam 1ſh upon him. | 

Foot. You wou'd know fat Naam iſh upon him? 

Te. Leih, fet would . 

Foot. Why, what are you, Sir? | 

Te. Be me Shoul, I am a Shenileman bred and born, and 
dere iſh my Maiſhter. | | 

Foot, Then your Maſter would know it ? 

Te, Arah, you Fool, iſh it not the ſaam ting? 

Foot. Then tell your Maſter tis the young Lord Mou dbe juſt 
cenne to his Eſtate by the Death of his Father and elder Bro- 
ther. | [Exit Footman. 

E. N. What do I hear? | 

Te. You hear that you are dead, Maiſhter ; fere vil you 
pleaſe to be buried ? 

E. W. But art thou ſure it was my Brother ? 

Ee. Be me ſhoul it was him nown ſelf; I know'd him fery 
well, after his Man told me, | - 

E. N. The Buſineſs requires that I be convine'd with my 
own Eyes; Vil follow him, and know the bottom ont 

S:ay here till I return. | 
Te. Dear Maiſhter , have a care upon your ſhelf : Now 

they know you are dead, by my Shoul they may kill you. | 
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E. W, Don't fear; none of his Servants know me, and PII 
take care to keep my Face from his ſigbt. It concerns me to 
conceal my ſelf, till T know the Engines of this Contrivance. 
he ſure you ſtay till I come to you; and let no body 
know whom you belong to. © = LE 
Te, Oh, ho, hon, poor Teague is left alone. | 
| 1 [Sits on the Port- Manteag, 
Enter Subtleman and Steward, 
Sub. And you won't {wear to the Will? 
Stew, My Conſcience tells me I dare not dot with Safety: 
Sub. But if we make it lawful, what ſhou'd we fear? We 
now think nothing againſt Confcience, till the Cauſe be 
thrown out of Court. Heap | 
Stew. In you, Sir, tis no! Sin; becauſe tis the Principle 
of your Profeſſion : But in me, Sir, 'tis downright Perjury 
indeed. You can't want Witneſſes enough, ſince Money 
won't be wanting and you mult Joſe no time; for I heard 
juſt now, that the true Lord Mon dbe was ſeen in Town, or 
his Ghoſt. ag] 
Sub. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure; for a Nobleman without 
an Eſtate, is but the Shadoy of a Lord. —— Well; take no 
care: Leave me to my ſelf; I'm near the Friers, and ten to 
one, ſhall pick up an Evidence. | 
Stew. Speed you well, Sir. LExit. 
Sub. There's a Fellow that has Hunger and the Gallows 
pictur'd in his Face, and looks like my Countryman 
oor now, honeſt Friend, what have you got under you 

there? | „ 5 

Te, Noting, dear Joy. 

Sub. Nothing? Is it not a Port-Manteau? 

Te. That is noting to you. 

Sub. The Fellows a Wit. 

Tie. Fel am I? My Granfader was an Jriſh Poet.— He 
did write a great Book of Verſes concerning the Vars between 
St. Patrick and the Wolf-Dogs. | | 

Sub. Then thou art poor, I'm afraid? 

Te, Be me Shoul, my fole Generation iſh ſo.— I have 
| noting but thiſh Port-Manteau , and dat it ſhelf iſh not 
my own. | 

Sab. Why, who does it belong to? 

Te. To my Maiſhter, dear Joy. 

Sub. Then you bave a Maſter ? 

Te. Fet J have, but he's dead. 


Sub. Right !—And hoy do you intend to live? 


Te, 
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T. By eating, dear Joy, fen J can get it, and by ſleeping 
fen I can get none. Tiſh the Faſhion of Ireland. 

Sub. What was your Maſter's Name, pray ? 8 

Te. LAſide.] 1 will tell a Lee now ; but it ſhall be a true 
one. Macfadin, dear Joy, was his Naam. He vent over 
vith King Famiſh into France. He was my Maſter once.— 
Deere 1ſh de true Lee; noo. [Aþae, 

Sub. What Employment had he; 
Te, Fe ne ſcay pas. 

Sub. What, can you ſpeak French? 

Te. Ony Monſieur, 1 did travel France, and Spain, and 
Italy;--—Dear Joy, I did kiſh the Pope's Toe, and dat will 
excuſe me all the Sins of my Life; and fen Jam dead, St. Pa- 
trick will excuſe the reſt, 

Sub. A rare Fellow for my purpoſe. [Aſide.] Thou look'ft 
like an honeſt Fellow; and if you'll go with me to the next 
Tavern, III give thee a Dinner, and a Glaſs of Wine. 

Te. Be me Shoul tis dat I wanted, dear Joy; come along, 

I will follow you. | 

| | [ Runs out before Subtleman with the Portmanteas 
oc on his back. Exit Subtleman. 
/ Enter Elder Wou'dbe. 

E. W. My Father dead! My Birth-right loſt ! How have 
my drowſie Stars ſlept o'er my Fortune? Ha! [ Looking about. 
my Servant gone! The ſimple, poor, ungrateful Wretch, has 
left me. l took him up from Poverty and Want; and 
now he leaves me juſt as 1 found him. —My Cloaths and 


Money too !-— But why ſhould 1 repine? Let Man but view 


the Dangers he has paſt, and few will fear what Hazards are 
to come, That Providence that has ſecur'd my Life from 
Robbers, Shipwreck, and from Sickneſs, is ſtill the ſame; 
ſtill kind whilſt I am juſt. My Death, 1 find, is firmly 
beliey'd ; but how it gain'd ſo univerſal Credit, I fain woud 
tearn.—— Who comes here ?——honelt Mr. Fairbank | My 
Father's Goldſmith, a Man of Subſtance and Integrity, The 
Alteration of five Years Ablence, with the Report of my 
Death, may ſhade me from his Knowledge, till 1 enquire 
ſome News. [Enter Fairbank.] Sir, your humble Servant. 
Fair. Sir, I don't know you. [ Shunning hin. 


FE. NM. I intend you no harm, Sir; but ſeeing you come 
from my Lord Hu bes Houſe, 1 would ask you a Queſtion 


or two——Pray what Diſtemper did my Lerd die of? 
Fair, 1 am told it was an Apoplexy, : 
E. W. And pray, Sir, what does the World ſay? Is his 
Death lamented? | | | A 
| Aly 


% 
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Fair. Lamented! My Eyes that queſtion ſhou'd reſolve ; 
Friend. Thou knew't him not; elſe thy own Heart had 
an{wer'd thee. BETTS 

E. W. His Grief, methinks, chides my Defect of Filial 
Duty. LAſide.] But, I hope, Sir, his Loſs is partly recompens d 
in the Merits of his Succeſſor. | | 
Fair. It might have been; but his eldeſt Son, Heir to his 


Verine and his Honour, was lately and unfortunately kill'd 
in Germany. 


E. W. How unfortunatel/, Sir? 8 
Fe᷑ͤäXair. Unfortunately for him and us. — I do remember 
him. — lle was the mildeſt, humbleſt, ſweeteſt Vouth.—— 
Fi. N. Happy indeed, had been my part in Life, if I had 
llelt this Humane Stage, whilſt this ſo ſpotleſs and fo fair 
* Applauſe, had crown'd my going off. [Afide.] Well, Sir. 
| Fair. But thoſe that ſaw him in his Travels, told ſuch Won- 
ders of his Improvement, that the Report recall'd his Fa- 
& thcir's Years; and with the Joy to hear his Hermes prais d, 
he oft wou'd break the Chains of Gout and Age; and leap- 
ing up with (trength of greeneſt Youth, cry, Ay Hermes # 
my { F Methinks I live my ſprightly Days again, and am young 
in him. | 

E. M. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man muſt own a Pleaſure 
in the hearing of bis Praiſe. [ Afede. 

Fair. You're thoughtful, Sir —— Had you any Relation 
to the Family we talk of? 3 

E. W. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern in the pub- 
lick Loſs But pray, Sir, what Character does the preſent 
Lord bear? 1 

Fair. Vour Pardon, Sir. As for the Dead, their Memories 
are left unregarded, and Tongues may touch them freely: 
But for the Living, they have provided for the Safety of their 
Names by a ſtrong Incloſure of the Law. There is a thing 
call'd Scandalum Magnatum, Sir. 3 
E. M. Icommend your Caution, Sir; but be aſſurd I in- 
tend not to entrap you.—l am a poor Gentleman; and ha- 
ving heard much of the Charity of the old Lord o dbe, I 
bad a mind to apply to his Son; and therefore enquir'd his 
Character. PR 

Fair. Alas! Sir, things are chang'd : That Houſe was once 
what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage to ſeek, and have its 
Pains rewarded. ——The noble Lord, the truly noble Lord, 
held his Eſtate, his Honout, and his Houſe, as if they were 
| Only lent upon the Intereſt of doing good to others, He kept 

J Porter, not to exclude, but ſerve the Poor, No Creditor 
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was ſeen to guard his going out, or watch his coming in: No 
craving Eyes, but Looks of ſmiling Gratitude. —— But now 
that Family, which like a Garden fairly kept, invited every 
Stranger to its Fruit and Shade, is now run o'er with Weeds: 
[Nothing but Wine and Reveling within, a Croud of 
noiſie Creditors without, a Train of Servants inſolently proud. 
Wou'd you believe it, Sir, as I offerd to go in juſt 
now, the rude Porter puſh'd me back with his Staff. I am 
at this preſent (thanks to Providence and my Induſtry) worth 
twenty thouſand Pounds. I pay the fifth part of this to 
maintain the Liberty of the Nation ; and yet this Slave, the 
impudent Swiſs Slave, offer d to ſtrike me. ; 

E. N. *'Twas hard, Sir, very hard :—— And if they usd a 
Man of your Subſtance ſo roughly, how will they manage me, 
that am not worth a Groat? 

Fair. I wou'd not willingly defraud your Hopes of what 
may bappen.— If you can drink and ſwear; perhaps —— 

P. M. I ſhall not pay that price for his Lordſhip's Bounty 
wou d it extend to half hes worth —— Sir, I give you thanks 
for your Caution, and ſhall ſteer another Courſe. 

Fair, Sir, you look like an honeſt , modeſt Gentleman, 
Come home with me; I am as able to give you a Dinner 28 
my Lord; and you ſhall be very welcome to cat at my Table 
every Day, till you are better provided. | 
E. W. Good Man. [Aſide.] Sir, 1 mult beg you to excuſe 
me to day: But I ſhall find a time to accept of your Favours, 
or at leaſt to thank you for em. 5 3 

Fair, Sir, you ſhall be very welcome when ever you pleaſe, 

Gy 67 RT Exit. 

E. W. Gramercy; Citizen! Surely, if Juſtice were 1 He- 
rald, ſhe wou d give this Tradelman a nobler Coat of Arms 
than my Brother. But I delay: 1 long to vindicate the 
Honour of my Station, and to diſplace this bold Uſurper :— 
But one Concern , methinks is nearer (till, my Conſtance ! 


. ſne, upon the Rumour of my Death, have fixt her 


lleart elſewhere, ——— then I were dead indeed; But if the 
ſtill proves true,. Brother, (it faſt. „ 


I'll ſhake your Strength, all Obſtacles remuue, 
Suſtain'd by Juice, and inſpir d by Love. . 


SCENE, an Apartment. Conſtance, Aurelia, 


On. For Heaven's ſake , Couſin, ceaſe your impertinent 
Conſolation : It but makes me angry, and raiſes two Paſſions 
in 


but conſider till 
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in me inſtead of one. You ſee I commit no Extravagance, 
my Grief is ſilent enough : My Tears make no noiſe to di- 
ſturb any body. I deſire no Companion in my Sorrows :/ leave 

me to my ſelf and you comfort me, — 1 

Aur. But, Couſin, have you no regard to your Reputation? 
this immoderate Concern for a young Fellow. What will the 
World ſay ? You lament him like a Husband. —— 

On. No; you miſtake : I have no Rule nor Method for 
my Grief ; no Pomp of black and darkned Rooms; no for- 
mal Month for Viſits on my Bed. I am content with the 
flight Mourning of a Broken-heart ; and all my Form is Tears. 


[Veeps. 
Enter Mandrake. i 
Man. Madam Aurelia, Madam, don't diſturb her. Every 
thing muſt have its vent. 'Tis a hard Caſe to be croſs d in 
one's firſt Love: But you ſhou'd conſider, Madam, [To Con- 
ſtance.] that we are all born to die, ſome young, tome old. 
Con. Better we all dy'd young, than to be plagu'd with Age, 
ag J am. I find other folks Years are as troubleſome to us as 
our own. 1 5 
Man. Vou have reaſon, you have cauſe to mourn. He was 
| the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe, that I know; 
|  tho' J muſt confeſs too, that Ben had much the finer Comple- 
ction when he was born: But then Hermes, O yes, Hermes 
had the Shape that he had.— -— But of all the Infants that 
Jever beheld with my Eyes, I think Ben had the fineſt Ear, 
Wax-work, perfect Wax-work ; and then he did ſo ſputter 
at the Breaſt! — His Nurſe was a hale, well-complection'd, 
iprightly Jade, as ever I ſaw ; but her Milk was a little too 
ſtale; tho' at the ſame time, 'twas as blue and clear as a 
Cambrick. f 0 8 DR 
Aur, Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Conſolation to 
my Couſin ? | | 
Man. No, no, Madam, that's to come. tell you, fair 
Lady, you have only loſt the Man; the Eſtate and Title are 
{till your own; and this very moment 1 wou'd ſalute you, 
Lady Mos dbe, if you pleas'd. 5 3 . 
Con, Dear Aae your Propoſal is very tempting, let me 
td morrow, and I'll give you an Anſwer. 
Man. 1 knew it, I knew it; I ſaid, when you were born, 
ou wou'd be a Lady; I knew it. To morrow, you ſay. My 
ord ſhall know it immediately. | [ Exit. 
Aur. What d'ye intend to do, Couſin? 
Con. To go into the Country this moment , to be free from 
the Impertinence of Condoleance, the Perſecution of that * 
F er 
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ſter of a Man, and that Devil of a Woman. O Aurelis, 


1 long to be alone. I am become ſo fond of Grief, that 1 
would fly where I might enjoy it all, and have no interrup- 
tion in my darling Sorrow. £ = 

| Enter Elder Wou dbe unperceiv d. 

E. W. In Tears! perhaps for me! VIl try—— [Drops 4 

Picture, and goes back to the Entrance, and lifens, 

3 If there be ought in Grief delightful, dont grudge me 
a ſhare. | 

Cn. No, my dear Aurelia, Pl ingroſs it all. I lov'd him 
ſo, methinks I ſhou'd be jealous if any mourned his Death be- 
ſides my ſelf, What's here! [Takes up the Picture.] Ha! ſte 
Couſin—— the very Face and Featurcs of the Man! Sure, 
ſome officious Angel has brought me this for a Companion in 
my Solitude Now I'm fitted out for Sorrow. With this Tl! 
ſigh, with this converſe, gaze on his Image till I grow blind 
with weeping. 

Aur, m amazu! how came it here! 

Con. Whether by Miracle or humane Chance, tis all alike ; 
1 have it here: Nor ſhall it ever ſeparate from my Breaſt.— 
it's the only thing cou'd give me Joy, becauſe it will encreaſe 
my Grief. | | fon 

1 Entring.] Moſt glorious Woman! now I am fond 
of Life. EY | 

Aur. Ha! What's this? Your buſineſs, pray Sir! | 

E. W. With this Lady. [Goes to Conſtance, rakes her hand, 
and Kneels.] Here let me worſhip that Perfection, whoſe Ver- 
tue might attract the liſtning Angels, and make em ſmile to 
ſce ſuch Purity, fo like themſelves in humane Shape. 

Con. Hermes? | | | 1 

E. W. Your living Hermes, who ſhall die yours too. 

Con. Now Paſſion, powerful Paſſion, would bear me like a 
Whirlwind to his Arms :>— But my Sex has bounds —— 
*Tis wondrous, Sir ! | 

E. W. Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate for Man, and 


moſt cloſely laid, is the Serpentine Line that guides him into 
Happineſs !-—- that hidden Power which did permit thoſe 


Arts to cheat me of my Birthright, had this ſurpriſe of Happi- 


neſs in ſtore, well knowing that Grief is the beſt Preparative 


for Joy. -: -- -- ET 
Con. I never found the true Sweets of Love, till this Roman- 


tick turn, dead and alive! my Stars are Poetical, For Hea- 
ven's ſake, Sir, unriddle your Fortune. 


E. W. That my dear Brother muſt do; for he made the 
e/Enigma. 2 . 
V. 
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Aw. Methinks I ſtand here like a Fool all this while: Wou'd 
Ihad ſome body or other to ſay a fine thing or two to me. 

E. W. Madam, I beg ten thouſand Pardons : I have ""Y 
Excuſe in my Hand. 2 

Aur, My Lord, 1 wiſh you Joy. 

E. W. Pray, Madam, don't trouble me with a Title till I 
a better _ for it. My Peerage wou d look a little ſnab- 

y in theſe Robes. 

7 You have a good ercuſe, my Lord: you can wear bet- 
ter when you pleaſe. 

E. W. 1 have a better excuſe, Madam. — Theſe are the 
beſt I have. 

Con. How, my Lord? 

E. W. Very true, Madam; I am at t preſent, i believe, the 
pooreſt Peer in England. ——Heark c, Aurelia, prithee lend me 
a Piece or two. 155 

Aar. Ha, ha, ba, poor Peer indeed! he wants a Guinea. 

Cn. I'm glad ont with all my Heart. 

E. W. Why ſo, Madam? 

Con. Becauſe I can furniſh you with Five thouſand. 

E. W. Generous Woman! 

Enter Trueman. 
Ha, my Friend too! 
Tru. I'm glad to find you here, my Lord: Here's a current 
Report about Town that you were kill d. I was afraid it 
might reach this Family; ſo I come to diſprove the Story by 
your Letter to me by the laſt Poſt. 

Aur. I'm glad he's come; now it will be my turn, Couſin. 

Tru. Now, my Lord, 1 wiſh you joy; and! expect the 
ſame from you. 

E. W. With all my Heart; but upon what Score? 

Tru. The old Score, Marriage. 

E. W. To whom ? 

Try. To a Neighbour Lady here. [Looking at Aurelia. 

Aur. Impadence ! ! [Af6de.] The Lady mayn't be fo near 
as you 1magine, Sir. 

Tru, The Lady mayn't be ſo near as you imagine, Madam. 

Aur. Don't miſtake me, Sir: 1 did not care if the _ 
were in Mexico. 

Tru. Nor I neither, Madam. 

Aur. You're very ſhort, Sir. 

Tru. The ſhortelt Pleafures are the ſweeteſt, you know. 

Aur. Sir, you appear very different to me, from what you 
Were lately. | 

Tru, Madam, you appear very indifferent to me, to what 
you were lately. | Aur. 
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Aur. Strange [This while Conſtance and Wou dbe en. 
tertain one another in dumb (hey, 
Tru. Miraculous! 
Aur. I cou'd never have believ'd it. 
Tru. Nor I, as I hope to be ſavd. 
Aur. III Manners ! 
Tru. Worſe. | 
Aur, How have I deſerv'd it, Sir? 
Tru. How have I deſervd it, Madam? 
Aur. What? 5 
Tru. You. 
Aur. Ridd les! | | 
Tru. Women !—— My Lord, you'll hear of me at White's, 
Farewel. [Runs of, 
E. W. What, Trueman gone! | 
Aur. Yes. Malls about in diſorder. 
Con. Bleſs me! what's the matter, Couſin ? 
Aur. Nothing. | | 
Con. Why are you uncaſic? 
Aur. Nothing, 
Con. What ails you then? SIE 
Aur, Nothing I don't love the Fellow, yet to be 
affronted,—l can't bear it. [Burſts out a crying, and runs off. 
Con. Your Friend, my Lord, has affronted Aurelia. 


E. W. Impoſſible! His regard to me were ſufficient Security | 
for his good Behaviour here, tho' it were in his Nature to be 


rude elſewhere —She has certainly us d him ill. 
Con. Too well rather. | 
„E. W. Too well! have a care Madam; that, with ſome 
Men, is the greateſt Provocation to a Slight, 
Con. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her Ulage never went far- 
tber than mine to you; and I ſhould take it very ill to be 
abus d for it. 1 
E. M. I'II follow him, and know the cauſe of it. 
En. No, my Lord, we'll follow her, and know it: Be- 
fides, your own Affairs with your Brother require you at pre- 
ſent. | I[Exeunt. 


ACT. 
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0 0 
SCENE, Lord Woudbe's Houſe: 


| Dung Wou'dbe and Subtleman: 3 
V. W. N Eturn d I Who ſaw him? Who ſpoke with him ? 
He can't be return d. 
Sub. My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying with the 
Porter, who has private Orders from me to admit no body till 
= you ſend him word, that we may have the more time to ſettle 
our Affairs. 2 . 3 . 

Y.W. Tis a hard caſe, Mr. Sabtleman, that a Man can't en- 
Joy his Right without all this Trouble. f ; 5 

Sub. Ay, my Lord, you ſee the benefit of Law now; what 
an advantage it is to the Publick for ſecuring of Ptopetty;—— 
Had you not the Law o your ſide, who knows what Devices 
might be practis d to defraud you of your Right—— But I 
hape ſecur'd all. —The Will is in true form; and you have 
5 _— Witneſſes already to ſwear to the laſt Words of yout Fa- 
ther. | 

V. M. Then you have got another On. 

Sub, Yes, yes, a right one ;——and I ſhall pick up ano- 
ther time enough before the Term ;—— And I have planted. 
three or four Conſtables in the next Room; to take care of 
your Brother if he ſhou'd be boiſterous. 

TW, Then you think we are ewe, © I 

Sab. Ay, ay; let him come now when he pleafes :=— I'll 
go down, and give orders for his admittance. _ . 

Y. W. Unkind Brother ! to diſturb me thus, juſt in the ſwing 
and ſtretch of my full Fortune! Where is the Tye of Blood 
and Nature, when Brother's will do this? Had he but ſtaid 
| till Gnfance had been mine, his Prefence or his Abſence had 
been then indifferent; . | 
Enter Mandrake. , „„ „ 
Man. Well; my Lord, [ Pants as out of Breath.) you Il ne : 
be ſatisfied till you have broken my poor Heart., I have ha 
ſuch ado yonder, about you , with Madam Coflanct—— but 

es our OWN: , 5 FE 

V. W. How! my own! Ah, my dear Helpmate, Fm afraid 
kit are routed in that Quarter: my Brothers come home. 

Man. Your Brother come home; then I'll go travel, [Goln 6 

V. W. Hold, hold, Madam we are all Reime; pcs E 
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provided for his Reception; your Nephew Subileman has ſtopt 
| „ OE: 
[ Man. Ay, Subtleman is a pretty, thriving , ingenious Boy, 
A Little do you think who is the Father of him. III tell you; 
Mr. Medbite the rich Few in Lombard-ſtreet. 
VF. M. Moabite the Few! 
Man. You ſhall hear, my Lord: One Evening, as 1 
was very grave in my own Houſe, reading the——Weekly Pre- 
b | paration : Ay, it was the Weekly Preparation, 1 do remem- 
ber particularly well.— What hears me I-— but pat, pat, 
pat, very ſoftly at the Door. Come in, cries I, and preſently 
enters Mr. Moabite, follow'd by a ſnug Chair , the Windows 
| cloſe drawn, and it was a fine young Virgin juſt upon the 
| 17 of being deliver d. We were all in a great hurly bur- 
ly for a while to be ſure; but our Production was a fine Boy. 
| A had fifty Guineas for my trouble, the Lady was wrapt 
8 up very warm, plac'd in her Chair, and re-convey'd ſto the 
= place (he came from. Who ſhe was, or what ſhe was, I coud 
never learn, tho my Maid ſaid that the Chair went thro the 
| Park but the Child was left with me. The Father woud 
| have made a Few ont preſently, but I ſwore, if he commit- 
x ted ſuch a Barbarity on the Infant , that I wou'd diſcover all 
—— So I had him brought up a good Chriſtian, and bound 
Prentice to an Attorney. 
i T. N. Very well! 8 
Man. Ab, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fellow in Lon- 
6 


15 don that knows as little of their true Father and Mother as he 
| does: I bave had ſeveral ſuch Jobbs in my time there was 
| one Scotch Nobleman that brought me four in half a Year. 
| V. N. Four! and how were they all provided for? 
=: Man. Very handſomely indeed; they were two Sons and 
two Daughters, the eldeſt Son rides in the firſt Troop of Guards, 
and the other is a very pretty Fellow, and his Father's Valet de 
l Chambre. 8 8 
_— V. N. And what is become of the Daughters, pray? : 
Man. Why, one of em is a Manteau-maker, and the young- 
eſt has got into the Play-houſe —— Ay, ay, my Lord, let 
| Subtleman alone, Ill warrant, he'll manage your Brother: 
1 Adſmylife, here's ſomebody coming, I wou'd not be ſeen. 
| V. MW. Tis my Brother, and he'll meet you upon the ſtain; 
aadſo, get into this Cloſet till he be gone. | 
1 [Shuts her into the Cloſet. 
5 Enter E. Wou dbe and Subtleman. 
My Brother! deareſt Brother, welcome ! 8 
I [Runs and embrases on 


-- 


The Twin-Riual. 41 


E. W. I can't diſſemble, Sir, elſe I wou d return your falſe 


Embrace. | 
V. M. Falſe Embrace! ill ſuſpicions of me! I thought 


that five Years abſence might have cool'd the N Foam 


of our childiſh Days: that I am overjoy'd at your Return; 


let this teſtifie, This moment I reſign all Right and Title to 


your Honour, and ſalute you, Lord. 3 
E. W. I want not your permiſſion to enjoy my Right; here 
I am Lord and Maſter without your Reſignation : and the firſt 
uſe I make of my Authority, is, to diſcard that rude, . Bull- 
fac d Fellow at the Door. Where is my Steward? [ Enter 
Clearaccount. ] Mr. Clearaccount, let that pamper'd Sentinel 
below, this minute, be diſcharg'd.—— Brother 1 wonder you 
cou d feed ſuch a ſwarm of lazy, idle Drones about you; 
and leave the poor induſtrious Bees, that fed you from their 
Hives, to ſtarve for want. Steward, look tot; if I have 
not Diſcharges for every Farthing of my Father's Debts upon 
my Toylet to motrow morning, you ſhall follow the Tipltaff, 
I can aſſure you. | | 
V. W. Hold, hold, my Lord, you uſurp too large a Power, 
methinks, o'er my Family. | WT” 
E. W. Your Family! | Dre og 
V. M. Yes, my Family: you have no Title to Lord it here. 
Mr. Clearacconnt, you know your Maſter. _ | 
E. N. How! a Combination againſt me Brother, take 
heed how you deal with one that, cautious of your Falſhood, 


comes prepar d to meet your Arts, and can retort your Cun- 
ning to your Infamy : Your black, unnatural Deſigns againſt | 


my Life, before I went abroad, my Charity can pardon ; but 
my Prudence muſt remembet to guard me from your Malice 
for the future. F 

V. V. Our Father's weak and fond Surmiſe! which he up- 
on his Death- bed own d; and to recompence me ſor that in- 


jurious, unnatural Suſpicion, he left me ſole Heir to his Eſtate, 


TOO, my Lotd; my Houſe and Servants are at your 
rvice, ) 8 
E. W, Villany beyond Example have I not Letters from 
my Father, of ſcarce a Fortnight's Date, where he fepeats his 
* my Return, left it ſhould again expoſe me to your 
atred 2 „% it 4 5355 
Sub. Well, well, theſe ate no Proofs; no Proofs; iy Lord; 
they won't paſs in Court againſt poſitive Evidence : Here is 
Jour Father's Will, jgnaturm & ſig illatum, beſides his laſt Words 
to confirm It, to which I can take my poſitive Oath in any 


Court of Neftminſter: 7 1 B. vw, 


— — —— ” ; 8 4 . 
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Sub. OfClifford's Inn, my Lord, I belong to the Law. 


E. W. What are you, Sir? 


E. V. Thou art the Worm and Maggot of the Law, bred in 
the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now art nouriſh'd on the 


ſame Corruption that produc'd thee, —The Engliſh Law, as 


planted firſt, was like the Engliſh Oak, ſhooting its ſpreading 


| Arms around, to ſhelter all that dwelt beneath its Shade 
but now whole Swarms of Caterpillars, like you, hang in 


ſuch cluſters upon every Branch , that the once thriving Tree 


' now ſheds infectious Vermin on our Heads. 


V. W. My Lord, I have ſome Company above; if your 
Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we ſhall be proud of 


the Honour! if not, I ſhall attend you at any Court of Ju- 


dicature, whenever you pleaſe to ſummon me [Going, 
E. W. Hold, Sir, —— perhaps my Father's dying Weakneſz 
was impos'd on, and he has left him Heir; if fo, his Will 
_ _ be obey'd. [Afide.]— Brother, you ſay you have 
A Vito | | | 
Sub, Here it is. |  [Shewing a Parchmem. 
E. V. Let me fee it. 0 f | 
Sub. There's no Preſident for that, my Lord. 
E. W. Upon my Honour, I'll reſtore it. 
Y. W. Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't. 
[Tales it from Sub. and puts it in his Pock, 
E. M. This over-caution, Brother, is ſuſpicious. 
v. M. Seven thouſand Pound a Year is worth looking after. 
E. W. Therefore you can't take it ill that I am a little 1n- 
quiſitive about it Have you Witneſſes to prove my Fa- 
ther's dying Words? 5 
V. N. A Couple in the Houſe. 
E. W. Who are they? 7 | | 
Sub. Witneſſes, my Lord :>—*Tis unwarrantable to en- 


* 


quire into the Merits of the Cauſe out of Court ;— my 


Client ſhall anſwer no more Queſtions. ; 
E. V. Perhaps, Sir, upon a ſatisfactory Account of his Title, 

J intend to leave your Client to the quiet Enjoyment of bis 

Right, without troubling any Court with the buſineſs ; I there- 


fore deſire to know what kind of Perſons are theſe Witneſſes. 

Sub. Oho, he's a coming about. [A/ide.] I told your Lord- 

ſhip already, that I am one, another is in the Houſe, one of 
my Lord's Footmen. 


E. W. Where.1s this Footman ? 
Y. W. Forthcoming. 
E. W. Produce him. : 


Sub. That 1 ſhall preſently,—— The Day's our own, 5 


[To 
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wi Y.W.] but you ſhall engage firſt to ask him no croſs Que- 
ions. | [Exit Sub. 


E. N. I am not skill'd in ſuch : But, pray, Brother, did my 


Father quite forget, me? left me nothing ! 


V. N. Truly, my Lord, nothing :—— He ſpoke but little, 


left-no Legacies. 


E. W. Tis ſtrange; he was extremely juſt, and lov'd me 


too; but, perhaps Enter Subtleman with Teague. 
Sab. My Lord, here's another Evidence. 
E. N. Teague 


V. W. My Brother's Servant! [They all four tare upon one 
Sub. His Servant! | Another. 


Tea. Maiſhter ! ſee here Maiſhter, I did get all diſh [Chinks 
Money] for being an Evidenſh, dear Joy; an be me ſhoule, 
| will give the half of it to you, if you will give me your Per- 
miſſion to make ſwear againſt you. 


E. W. My Wonder is divided between the Villany of the 


Fact, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery ! Teague! my very 
| Servant ! ſure I dream. | OG 
| Tea. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Caſh ; I'm ſure the 
| Croon Pieceiſh are awake, for 1 have been taaking with dem 
diſh half hour. | - 
F. . Ignorant, unlucky Man, thou haſt ruin'd me; why 
| had not I a ſight of him before? | 
3 I thought the Fellow had been too ignorant to be a 

ave. | 

Tea. Be me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy.—I can be a Knave as 
well as you, fen I think it conveniency. | 
E. W. Now Brother! Speechleſs! Your Oracle too ſilenc d! 

Is all your boaſted Fortune ſunk to the guilty Blufhing for a 
| Crime? But I ſcorn to inſult. Let Diſappointment be your 


$ Puniſhment : But for your Lawyer there,- — Teague, lay 


hold of him. | 

Sub. Let none dare to attach me without a legal Warrant. 

| Tea. Attach! no dear Joy, I cannot attach you but I 

can catch you by the Troat, aſter the faſhion of Treland. 

| [Takes Subtleman by the Throat, 

Sab. An Aſſault! an Aﬀſault!l _ 3 

| Tea, No, no, tiſh nothing but choaking, nothing hut choak- 

| INp, | | 

E. W. Hold him faſt, 7:49%e—— Now, Sir, [T, o Y. M. 

| becauſe I was your Brother, you wou'd have betray d me; an 

| becauſe I am your Brother, I forgive it diſpoſe your ſelf 
as you think f il order Mr. Cleraccount to give you a thou- 

land Pounds. Go take it, ang pay me by your abſence. 


0 


3 V. N. 
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Y.W. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence: Had my De- 


ſiens ſucceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you the Weight of 


Wafer, and therefore will accept none.—— As for that 
awyer, he deſerves to be Pillory d, not for bis cunning in de- 
ceiving you, but for his ignorance in betraying me.—— The 
Villain has defrauded me of Seven thouſand Pounds a Year. 
Farcwel.—— ED | [Going, 


Enter Mandrake out of the Joſet, runs to T. W. and Inceli. 
Man. My Lord, my dear Lord Nyon dbe, I beg you ten thou- 


ſand Pardons. 


Y. N. What Offence haſt thou done to me? | 

Man. An Offence the moſt injurious —— I have hitherto 
conceal'd a Secret in my Breaſt, to the offence of Juſtice, and 
the defrauding your Lordſhip of your true Right and Title, 
You, Benjamin Wou'dbe, with the crooked Back, are the Eldeſt- 
born, and true Heir to the Eſtate and Dignity, 
Om. How! 

Tea. Arah, how? 


Man. None, my Lord, can tell better than I, who brought 
you both into the World. My deceas d Lord, upon ibe 


ſight of your Deformity, engag'd me, by a conſiderable Re- 
ward, to ſay you were the laſt born, that the beautiful Twin, 
likely to be the greater Ornament to the Family, might ſuc- 
ceed him in his Honour. — This Secret my Conſcience has 
long ſtruggled with.—— Upon the News that you were lf 
Hcir to the Eſtate, IT thought Juſtice was ſatisfied, ard I wa 
reſolv'd to keep it a Secret ſtill; but by ſtrange chance, over 
hearing what paſs'd juſt now, my poor Conſcience was rack, 
and I was forc'd to declare the truth. 4 

V. N. By all my forward Hopes, I cou'd have ſworn it: l 
found the Spirit of Elderſnip in my Blood; my Pulſes beat, 


and ſwell'd for Seniority.— Mr. Hermes Hou dbe,—— Im 


your moſt humble Servant. T [Foppiſhh 
E. W. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name; of which 


I am prouder than of all Titles that Honour gives, or Flattery 


beſtows.— Bat thou, vain Bubble, puft up with the empty 
Breath of that more empty Woman; to let thee ſee how I de- 
ipiſe thy Pride, I'II call thee Lord, drefs thee up in Titles like 
a King at Arms; you ſhall be blazon'd round, like any Church 
in Holland; thy Pageantry ſhall exceed the Lord Mayor's; and 
yet this Hermes, plain Hermes, (hall deſpiſe the. 
Sub. Well, well, this is nothing to the purpoſe.— Mr 
ſtreſs, will you make an Affidavit of what you have ſaid, be. 

fore a Maſter in Chancery? VV 4 
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Man. That I can, tho were to die the next minute aſter it. 

Tre: Den, dear Joy, you wou d be dam the nex minute af- 
ter dat 

E. M. All this is trifling : 1 muſt purge my Houſe of this Neſt 
of Villany at once. Here Teague, ae Teague.) 80, 


make haſte, 


Tea Dat I can, — [4s he runs ont, T. W. ops, hin. 

Y.W. Where ate you going, Sir? 

Tea. Only for a Pot of Ale, dear Joy, for you and my 
Maiſhter, to drink Friends. 

V. M. You lie, Sirrah, [Puſhes him back, 

Tea. Fet, I do ſo. = 

E. W. What! Violence to my Servant Nay, then Tt 


force him a Paſſage. Drank. 


Sub. An Aſſault an Aſſault upon the Body of a Peer. With» 
in there! 

Enter three or four Conſtables, one of em nith a Black Patch on 
his Eye. They diſarm E. W. and ſecure Teague. 

E. N. This Plot was laid for my Reception, Unhand me, 
Conſtable. 

v. V. Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, the Man is mad; he's 
poſſeſs d with an odd Frenſie, that he's my Brother, and my 
elder too: So, becauſe I wou'd not very willingly reſign wy 
Houſe and Eſtate, he attempted to murder me, 

Sab. Gentlemen, take care of that Fellow: He made an Aſs 
fault upon my Body, vi & arms. 

Tea. Arah, fat is dat wy at armiſh? 

Hab. No matter, Sirrah; I ſhall have you bang "WEE 

Tea. Hang d! dat is nothing, dear Joy: We are us 
tot. 

E. W. Unhand me, Villains, or by all 

Tea. Have a caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear; we ſhall be 
bad in the Croon-Offiſh: You know dere ich ſharpers about 


us. [Looking about on em that hold him. 


Y. Iv. Mr. Conſtable you know your Directions; "Ny 
with em. 
E. V. Hold | | 
Conſt. No, no; force him away. [They all harr off, 
Manent, T. W. and Mandrake. 
V. N. Now, my dear Propheteſs, my Sibyl;, by all my dear 
Deſires and Ambitions, 1 do believe you have ſpokeh the Ys 
l am the Elder. 
Man. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is true. I 
vou d not wrong my Conſcience neither: For, faith and 


troth, as ] am an honeſt omen, you were born above three, 
Y V4 quarters 
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«HM of an hour after him ; but 1 don't much care if 
do fwear that you are the eldeſt, — What a bleſſing it was, 
that 1 was 1n the Cloſet at that PI inch, Had I not come out 
that moment, you wou'd have ſneakt off; your Brother had 
been in poſſe ion, and then we had loſt all; but now you are 
eftabliſh'd : Poſſeſſion gets ypu Money, that gets you Law, 


and Law, you know—— Down on your Knees , Sirrah, and 


* me 2A 

No, 107 dear Mother, I'll give thee a Bleſſing, 3 
Role hrs of Five hundred pound a Year, upon what part 
of the Eſtate you will, during your Life. 


' Marg] bank you, my Lord; That Five hundred a Year ; 


will afford me A leiſurely Life, and a handſome Retirement 
in the Country, where 1 mean to repent me of my Sine, and 
die a good C riffian : For Heaven knows, 1am old, and 


ought to bethink me of another Life. Have you none of 


the Cord ĩal left that we had in the Morning? 
i Y. W. Yes, yes, we'll 11 go to the Fountain-head, LExxein. 


SCE N E, 7 he Sr, 


Euer Teague. 
Tea. Deel tauke me but diſh iſh a moſt ſhweet buſi neſs in: 


deed; Maiſhters play the Fool, and ſhervants muſt ſhuffet 


for 1 it, Jam Priſhoner in the Conſtable's Houſe, be me Shoulc, 
and ſhent abrode to fetch ſome Bail for my Maiſhter; but foo 


ſhall bail | poor Teague agra ? 


Enter Conſtance. 
Oh, dere iſh my Maiſhter's old Love. Indeed, 1 fea diſh 
biſhneſs will ſpoil his Fortune. 
n Who's here? Teague? [He turns from ber. 
Tea. Deel tauke her, I did tought ſhe cou'd not know me 
agen. [Conſtance goes about to look him in the Face. He turns 


from | her] Diſh iſh not ſhivil, be me Shoule to know a Shen- 


tlemari fither he will or no. 
' Con, Why this, Teague? What's the matter ? Are you a- 
ſham d of me, or your ſelf, Teague: 3 
Tea. Ot: bote, bo ine Sboule. 
Con, How does your Maſter, Sir? 
Tea. Very well, dear Joy, and i in Priſhon. 
Con. In Priſon! how? Where? 
Tea. Why, i in the little Baſmrile yonder ; at the end of the 


| Street. 


Cn. Shew me the way immediately, 
Tea, Fet 2 Ic can n ſhe you the Hooſe vonder: She She yonde; 


: * 


** 
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be me Shoule I ſhe his Faace yonder, peeping troo the Iron 
Glath Window. , 
On. Il ſee him, tho a Dungeon were his Confinement. 

| [ Runs out, 

Tes. Ah-— auld kindneſh, be me Shoule, cannot be for- 
gotten, Now, if my Maiſhter had but Graſh enough to get 
her wit Child, her word wou'd go for two; and ſhe wou'd 
bail him and I bote. | [Exit. 


SCENE, 4 Rooms miſerably furniſh'd , E, W. fiting 


and writing. 


E. W. The Tow'r confines the Great, 
' The Spunging-Hoaſe the Poor: 
Thus there are degrees of State 
That ev'n the Wretched muſt endure. 


Virgil, tho' cheriſh'd in Courts, 
Relates but 4 ſpleenatick Tale, 
Cervantes Rewels, and Sports, 


Altho' he writ in 4 Fail. 


© Then hang Reflections, [Starts up.] Til go write a Comedy. 
Hao, within there: Tell the Lieutenant of the Tower that I 
would ſpeak with him. 
| Enter Conſtable. ; 
Conſt. Ay, ay, the Man is mad: Lieutenant o'th' Tower:! 
3 ha, ha; wou d you coud make your Words good, Ma- 
„ 


ſtately Apartments —- What is that, pray, that bangs 
ſtreaming down upon the Wall yonder ? p 
On. Yonder! tis Cobweb, Sir. 18 i 

E. W. Tis falſe, Sir: tis as fine Tapeſtry as any in Europe. 

Con. The Devil it is. 

E. W. Then your Damask Bed, here; the Flowers are fo 
bold, I took em for Embroidery ; and then the Head-work ! 
Point de Venice, I proteſt, h 

Con. As good Kidderminſter as any in England, I muſt con- 


feels; and tho the Sheets be a little ſoil'd, yer I can aſſure you, 
Sir, that many an honeſt Gentleman has lain in them, 


E. W. Pray, Sir, what did thoſe two Indian Pieces coſt, that 
are fixt up in the corner of the Room. 

On. Indian Pieces! What the Devil, Sir, they are my old 
Jack-Boots, my Malitia Boots. | FED 


E. W. Why? am not I a Priſoner there? I know it by the 
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E. W.1 took em for two China Jars, upon my word: But 

heark'e Friend, art thou content that theſe things ſhou d be 

as they are? 5 

Con. Content! ay, Sir. 5 | 

E. W. Why then ſhould I complain? [One calls within, 
[Within.] Mr. Conſtable, here's a Woman will force her 

way upon us: we can't ſtop her. 

| Gm. Knock her down then, knock her down ; let no Wo- 

man come up, the Man's mad enough already. | 


Enter Conſtance. 


Con, Who dares oppoſe me? [Throws him p handful of Money, 
Onſt ab. Not I truly, Madam. [Gathers up the one, 


E. N. My Conſtance! my Guardian-Angel here! Then 
nought can hurt me. | 3 = 
Conftab, Heark e, Sir, you may ſuppoſe the Bed to be a Da- 

mask Bed for half an hour if you pleaſe —— 
Cn. No, no, Sir, your Priſoner muſt along with me. 
Conſtab. Ay, Faith, the Woman's madder than the Man. 


Enter Trueman and Teague. 

E. W. Ha! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that many a 
Prince has not ſo many true Friends in his Palace, as I have 
here in Priſon ;——two ſuch —— 4 | 

Tea. Tree, be me Shoule. PEI 

Tru. My Lord, juſt as I heard of your Confinement, I was 
going to make my ſelt a Priſoner. Behold the Fetters ! I had 
juſt bought the Wedding - Ring. 5 

Con. 1 hope they are golden Fetters, Captain? 

Tru. They weigh Four thouſand Pound , Madam , beſides 
the Purſe, which is worth a Million. My Lord, this very 
Evening was I to be marry'd ; but the News of your Misfor- 
tune has ſtopt me: I wou'd not gather Roſes in a wet hour. 
E. W. Come, the Weather ſhall be clear; the thoughts of 
your good Fortune will make me eaſie, more than my on 
can do, if purchaſed by your Diſ appointment. 

Tru. Do you think, my Lord, that J can go to the Bed of 
Pleaſure whilſt you lie in a Hovel —— Here, where is this 
Conſtable ? How dare you do this, inſolent Raſcal? 

. (anfiab, Inſolent Raſcal! do you know who you ſpeak to, 
we: | 


Tra. Yes, Sirrah, don't I call you by your proper Name? 


How dare you confine a Peer of the Realm? a 
Conſtab. Peer of the Realm! you may give good Words tho, 


I hope. 
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E. W. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he did but his 
Duty ; 1 ſuppoſe he had twenty Guineas for his pains. 
Donſtab. No, I had but ten, 4.4. : 
E. N. Hearke, Trueman, this Fellow muſt be ſooth'd , he'll 
be a uſe to us; I mult employ you too in this Affair with my 
Brother. 27 S | 
Tra. Say no more, my Lord, I'll cut his Throat, tis but 
flying the Kingdom. 

E. W. No, no, twill be more Revenge to worſt him at his 
own Weapons. Coud I but force him out of his Garriſon, 
that I might get into Poſſeſſion, his Claim wou'd vaniſh im- 
mediately. Does my Brother know you? p 

Tru, Very little, if at all. | 

E. W. Heark'e. _ Whiſpers. 

Fus. It ſhall be done: Look'e, Conſtable, you're drawn 
into a wrong Cauſe, and it may prove your deſtruction it you 
don't change Sides immediately ;—-— We deſire no Favour, 
but the uſe of your Coat, Wig, and Staff, for half an hour. 

. Conflab. Why truly, Sir, I undcrftand now, by this Gentle- 
woman that I know to be our Neighbour , that he is a Lord, 
and I heartily beg his Worſhip's Pardon, and if I can do your 
Honour any Service, your Grace may command me, 
E. M. Tl reward you, but we muſt have the black Patch 
for the Eye too. | 

Tea. I can give your Lordſhip wan; here fet, tis a Plaiſh- 
ter for a ſhore Finger, and I have worn it but twice. 

Con. But pray, Captain, what was your Quarrel at 
Aurelia to day, | | 

Tru. With your Permiſhon, Madam, we'll mind my Lord's 
buſineſs at preſent ; when that's done, we'll mind the Lady's, 

My Lord, 1 ＋ make an excellent Conſtable ; I ne- 
ver had the honour of a Civil Employment before : We'll 
equip our ſelves in another place. Here, you Prince of Dark- 
eſs, have you ne'er a better Room in your Houſe, theſe Iron- 
Grates frighten the Lady. ; 
© Conftab. IJ have a handſome, neat Parlour below, Sir. 

Tru. Come along then you mult conduct us, We 
don't intend to be out of your ſight, that you mayn't be out 
ol ours. [Afide.] | [Exennt, 


SCENE changes to an Apartment. 
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; Enter Aurelia in a Paſſion, Richmore following. 
Aur, Follow me not; . Age and Deformity, with 


Quiet , were preferable to this vexatious Perſecution ; for 
. e i Heav'ns 


50 The Twin-Rivals. 
Heaven's ſake, Mr. Richmore, what have I ever ſhewn fo vin: 
dicate this Preſumption of yours. . 

Rich, You ſhew it now, Madam ; your Face, your Wit, 
your Shape, are all Temptations to undergo eyen the Rigour 
of your Diſdain, for the bewitching Pleaſure of your Com- 


aac eco ®to 


ny. 

. Then be aſſur d, Sir, you ſhall reap no other Benefit 
by my Company; and if you think it a Pleaſure to be con- 
Rantly lighted, ridicul'd, and affronted, you ſhall have ad- 
mittance to ſuch Entertainment whenever you will, 

Rich. I take you at your word, Madam; I am arm'd with 
Subiniſſion againſt all the Attacks of your Severity, and your 
Lady ſhip ſhall find, that my Reſignation can bear much lon- 
ger than your Rigour can inflict. FO) 

Aur. That is, in plain terms, your Sufficiency will pre- 
ſume much longer than my Honour can reſiſt.— Sir, you 
might have ſpard the unmannerly Declaration to my Face, 
having already taken care to let me know your Opinion of 
my Vertue, by your impudent Settlement, propos d by Mrs, 
Mandra tte. 

Rich. By thoſe fair Eyes, I'll double the Propoſal; this ſoft, 
this white, this powerful Hand, [Takes her Hand.] ſhall write 

its own Conditions. | . 

Aur. Then it ſhall write this [ Strikes him.] and if 

you like the terms, you ſhall have more another time. 
Ext. 
Kich. Death and Madneſs ! a Blow! Twenty thou- 
fand Pound Sterling for one Night's Revenge upon her dear, 
proud, difdainful Perſon ! Am I rich as many a Sove- 
teign Prince, wallow in Wealth, yet can't command my 
Pleafure ?— Woman! If chars be Power in Gold, I 


yet ſhall triumph o er thy Pride. 


Sn Enter Mandrake. : 
Man. O' my troth, and ſo you ſhall, if I can help it. 
_ Rich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money, Gold, Sil>9 | 
ver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too ; all ſhall be yours, 4 
make me but happy in this preſumptuous Beauty, I'll make : 
thee rich as Avarice can crave; if not, I'll murder thee, and 
my ſelf too. = Tr, 
Man. Your Bounty is too large, too large indeed, Sir. 
Rich. Too large! no, tis Beggary without her, — Lord- 
ſhips, Mannors, Acres, Rents, Tythes and Trees, all, all (hall 
fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. AL 
Man. Say no more, this Night III put you in a way. 
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my lewd and honeſt Midnight Friends holla, who waits 
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Rich. This Night? | 
Man. The Lady's Aunt is very near her time ſhe goes 

abroad this Evening a viſiting ; in the mean time I ſend to 

our Miſtreſs, that her Aunt is fallen in Labour at my Houſe : 

e comes in a ory, and then 
Rich. Shall I be there to meet her? 
Man. Perbaps. 
Rich. In a private Room? : 
Man. Mum. 
Rich. No creature to diſturb us? 
Man. Mum, I ſay , but you muſt give me your Word not 

to raviſh her ; 1 I can tell you, ſhe won't be raviſh'd. 
Rich. Raviſh ! Let me ſee, I'm worth five thouſand Pound 

a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my Pocket, and may | 

not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth fifteen hundred Pound > 1 

Til dot. | | _ | 


Her Beauty ſets my Heart on Fire, beſide | 1 
The injurious Blow bas ſet on Fire my Pride; 1 
The bare Fruition were not worth my Pain, 
The Joy will be to humble her Diſdain; 

Beyond Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt | 

In Triumph when the Extaſie is paſt. [ Extunt: 


The End of the Furth ACT. 


. 
SC E NE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


ES Young Wou'dbe ſolus. | 
V. . Stem me that proud Stoick that can bear Succeſs and 
Champain, Philoſophy can ſupport us in hard 
Fortune, but who can have Patience in Proſperity? The 
Learned may talk what they will of human Bodies, but 1 am 
ſure there is not one Atom in mine, but what is truly Epi- 
curean. My Brother is ſecur d, I guarded with my Friends, 


there? 


Enter 


Ser. my Lord? 


dead. 4 


3a The Twin-Rivals. 
Enter Servant. 


V. N. A freſh Battalion of Bottles to reinforce the Ciſtern. 
Are the Ladies come? FRYE Fr | 
Ser, Half an Hour ago, my Lord — they're below in the 
Bathing-Chamber. 5 EN 0 
Y. W. Where did you light on em? FS 
Ser. One in the Paſſage at the old Play-houſe, my Lord 
I found another very melancholy paring her Nails by Reg 
mond's Pond, — and a couple I got at the Cheguer Ale-houſe 
in Holbourn; the two laſt came to Town Yeſterday in a Weſt. 
Country Waggon. 5 
V. M. Very well, order Baconface to haſten Supper 
and d'ye hear? And bid the Swiſs admit no Stranger without 
acquainting me ¶ Exit Servant. ] Now Fortune 1 defie thee, 
this Night's my own at leaſt. [ Re-enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the black 
Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſhip in all haſte. 
V. N. Ha! The Conſtable ! Shou'd Fortune jilt me now? 
bid him come up, I fear ſome curſed Chance to thwart 
me. ö 
Enter Trueman in the Cnftable's Cloathes, | 
Tru Ah! My Lord, here is ſad News—your Brother is— 
V. M. Got away, made his eſcape, I warrant you. 
Tru. Worſe, worſe, my Lord. 
Y.W. Worle, worſe ! What can be worſe ? 
Tra. I dare not ſpeak it. | 
V. M. Death and Hell, Fellow, don't diſtract me. 
Tr He He's dead, "0 
V. M. Dead! 
Tru. Poſitively. 
V. M. Coup de Grace, Ciel gramercy. 
Tru. Villain J underſtand you. 5 2 
Y. W. But, how, how, Mr. Conſtable? Speak it a loud, kill 
me with the Relation. . 
Tru. I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was very me 
lancholy upon his Confinement, and ſo he defir'd me to fend 
for a Gentlewoman that lives hard by here , may-hap yout 


| Worſhip may know her. 


Y.W. At the gilt Balcone in the Square? | 
Tru. The very ſame, a ſmart Woman truly went 
for her my ſelf, but ſhe was otherways engag d, not ſhe tru- 


ly, ſhe wou'd not come Wou'd you believe it, my Lord, 


at hearing of this the poor Man was like to drop down 
— 


* 


Fru. No, my Lord, I forgot that 
mediatel yr. we” 
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Y. W. Then he was but likely to drop dead ? | 
Tru, Wou'd it were no more. Then I left him, and com- 


ing about two Hours after, I found him hang d in his Sword- 


Belt. 
TJ. W. Hangd! 1 N 
„„ ..--7E-- | 8 
Y. W. Le Gup declat ! Done like the nobleſt Roman of em all; 


but are you fure he's paſt all Recovery? Did you fend for no 


Surgeon to bleed him ? 


but III ſend im- 
V. W. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, tis too late now, too late 


Hand the Lady wou'd not come, you lay. 


Tru. Not a ſtep wou d ſhe ſtir. 5 
V. V Inhumane! barbarous . dear, delicious Wo- 
man, thou now art mine—— Where is the Body, Mr. Con- 
ſable, I muſt ſee it. . | 

Tru. By all means, my Lord, it lies in my Parlour ;-there's 
a power of Company come in, and among the reſt one, one 
one Trueman I think they call him, a deviliſh bot Fellow, he 
had like to have pull'd the Houfe down about our Ears, and 
{wears——T told him he ſhould pay for ſwearing —he gave 
me a ſlap in the Face, ſaid he was in the Army, and had a 
Commiſſion for't. Ros 


Y. N. Capt. Trueman? A bluſtering kind of Rakehelly 


Officer. | 

Tru, Ay, my Lord, one of thoſe Scoundrels that we pay 
Wages to for being knockt o'th' head for us. 

V. M. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only Brains to 
be knock'd out. Eh 8 

Tru. Son of a Whore. [LAſide.] He's a plaguy impudent 
Fellow, my Lord; he ſwore that you were the greateſt Villain 


upon the Earth. 


V. V. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my Face, 
Mr. Conſtable. | 
Tru, No, no, hang him, he ſaid it behind your back to be 
{ure and he ſwore moreover —— Have a care, my 
Lord, — he {wore that he wou'd cut your Throat whenever 
he met you. 5 

Y. W. Will you {wear that you heard him ſay ſo? 

Tru. Heard him! Ay, as plainly as you hear me: He 
Ipoke the very words that I ſpeak to your Lordſhip. — 

V. M. Well, well, I'll manage him But now I think 
ont, I won't go ſee the Body; it will but encreaſe my Grief. 
Mr. Conſtable, do you fend for the Coroner : They mult 
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find him Non Ompos. He was mad before, you know. Here 
— ——-ſ{omething for your Trouble. [Gives Money, 
Tru. Thank your Honour. But pray my Lord, haye 
a care of that Trueman; he ſwears that he'll cut your Throat 
and he will do't, my Lord, he will dot. ; 
VF. M. Never fear, never fear. 
Tru. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will certainly dot. 
Pray have a care, . 
v. W. Well, well, —ſo, —the Devil's in't if I been't the el- 
deft now. What a pack of civil Relations have I had here? 
My Father takes a fit of the Apoplexy , makes a Face, and 
goes off one way; uy Brother takes a Fit of the Spleen, makes 
a Face, and goes off tother way.—— Well, I muſt own he 
has found the way to mollifte me, and I do love him now 
with all my heart, ſince he was ſo very civil to juſtle into 
the World before me, I think he did very civilly to juſtle out 
of it before me. But now my Joys! Without there— hol- 
lo—— take off the Inquiſition of the Gate; the Heir may 


now enter unſuſpected. 


The Walf is dead, the Shepherds may go play : 
Eaſe follows Care; fo rowls the World away. 


*'Tis a Queſtion whether Adverſity or Proſperity makes the 
moſt Poets. e * | 
| Enter Servant. | 8 
Ser. My Lord, a Footman brought this Letter, and waits 
for an Anſwer. 5 ws - 

Y. N. Nothing from the Eliſian Fields, I hope. [Opening the 
Letter.) What do 1 ſee, CONSTANCE ? Spells and Ma- 
gick in every Leiter of the Name Now for the feet 
Contents. 


M7 Lord, I'm pleas d to hear of your happy Change of Fortune] 
and ſhall be glad to ſee your Lordſhip this Evening to wiſh 


u 70). | 
ad, CONSTANCE 


Now the Devil's in this Mandrake ; ſhe told me this Aſter- 
noon, that the Wind was chopping about; and has it got 
into the warm Corner already? Here, my Coach and ſix to 
the Door: I'll viſit my Sultana in State. — As for the Ser4- 


zlio below Stairs, you, my Baſbans, may poſſeſs em. [Exit 


SCENE 
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SCENE, The Street. Teague with a Lanthorn, Trueman ia 
the Conſt able s Habit following. 


Tr. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the vay; we liaye 


certainly paſt.the Conſtable's Houſe. | 
Te. Be me Shoule, dear Joy, 1 am never out of my ways; 


for poor Teague has been a Vanderer ever ſince he was 


borned. Cs 9 ; 
Tru. Hold up the Lanthorn {— What Sign is that? The 


St. Albans Tavern! Why, you blundering Fool, you have led 


me directly to St. Fames's Square, when you ſhou d have gone 


towards Sohoe, [Shrieking within.] Hark! What Noite is that 


oyer the Way? a Woman's Cr 
Te, Fet is it ſhome Daumſel in Diſtreſs I believe, that 
has no mind to be reliev'd. 


| Try, Tl uſe the Privilege of my Office to know what the 
Matter is. 36 2% 


Te. Hol, Hold, Maiſhter Captain, be me fet, dat iſh not 
the way home. % * 
Mithin]! —— Help, help, Murder! Held. | 
Tru. Ha! Here mult be Miſchief.-— Within there, open 


the Door in the King's Name, or I'll force it open,—— Here, 


Teague, break down the Door; | 
OO = [Teague takes the Staff, thimps at the Door. 
Te. Deel tauke him, 1 have knock ſo long as 1 am able; 
Arab, Maiſhier, get a great long Ladder to get in the Win- 


dow of the firſht Room, and ſho open the Door, and let in 


your ſhelf, 
Within.) Help, help, help. TE 
Tru. Knock hardet ; let's raiſe the Mob. 


Te. O Maiſhter, I have tink juſt now of 4 brave Invention 


to maake dem come out; and be St. Patrick, dat very Buſhi- 
nels did maake my known ſhelf and my Fader run like de 
| Devil out of my town Hooſe in my nown Country :>— Be 
me Shoule, ſet the Hooſe a- fire. | 


Enter the Mob. | 
Mob. What's the matter, Maſter Conſtable ? ; : 
Tru. Gentlemen, I command your Aſſiſtance in the King's 


i es to break into the Houſe : There is Murder cry d 
Within. f | | 


Mob. Ay, ay, break open the Door. 


5 [Mandrake at the Balconea 
Man. What Noiſe is that below ? 

Te. Arah, vat Noiſe iſh dat above ? | 
F Ea 3 Man, 
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doe gy | 5 


Man. Only a poor Gentlewoman in Labour ;— *twill be 
over preſently Here, Mr. Onſtable; there's ſomething 
for you to drink. 888 | 

[Throws down 4 Purſe, Teague takes it up, 
Te, Come, Maiſhter, we have no more to ſhay, be me 

Shoule, [Going.] Arah, if you vill play the Conſtable right 

now, fet you vill come away. | Fo 
Tru. No, no; there muſt be Villainy by this Bribe : Who 


lives in this Houſe ? 


Mob. A Midwife, a Midwife ; tis none of our Buſineſs: 
Let us be gone. [Aurelia at the Window, 
Aur, Gentlemen, dear Gentlemen, help; a Rape, a Rape, 


74 Ha! That Voice I know———— Give me the Staff; 
T'1l make a Breach, I warrant you, 1 9p to 
[ Breaks open the Door, and all go in. 


SCENE changes to the Inſide of the Houſe: 


Re-enter Trueman and Mob. 

Tru. Gentlemen, ſearch all about the Houſe ; let not a 
Soul eſcape. | 7 

Enter Aurelia running with her Hair about her Ears, and out 

of Breath. __ iT 

Aur. Dear Mr. Conſtable — had you——- Raid but a 
Moment longer, I had been ruined. 

Tru, Aurelia! Are you ſafe, Madam ? 

Aur. Yes, yes; I am ſafe——1 think——but with enough 


ado: He's a deviliſh ſtrong Fellow. | 


Tru. Where is the Villain that attempted it ? 
Aur. Pſhaw,——never mind the Villain; lock out the 


Woman of the Houſe, the Devil, the Monſter, that decoy 


me hither. = 5 
Enter Teague, haling in Mandrake by the Hair. 
Te. Be me Shoul, I have taaken my Shaare of the Plunder, 
Let me ſhe fat I have gotten, [Takes her to the Light.] Ububboo, 
a Witch, a Witch; the very ſaam Witch dat would ſwaar 
my Maiſhter was the youngeſt. 
. Tru, How | Mandrake! This was the luckieſt Diſguiſe— 
Come, my dear Proſerpine, I'll take care of you. 
Man. Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak to you. | 44 
Tru. No, no; Ill talk with you before a Magiſtrate. — 
A Cart, Bridewel,— you underſtand me Teague; let het 
be your Priſoner, I'll wait on this Lady, 
Aur. Mr. Conſtable, I'll reward you, 


To 


wr 


\ 
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Te. It iſn convenient noo by the Law of Armſh, that I 
ſearch my Priſhoner, for fear ſhe may have ſome Pocket- 
Piſhtols: Dere is a Joak for you. [Searches her Pocket. 

Man. Ah! Don't uſe an old Woman ſo barbarouſly. 

Te. Dear Joy, den ſy vere you aa old Woman? Dat is 
your falt, not mine, Joy! Uboo, here iſh nothing but ſcribble 
{crabble Papers, I tink. [Pulls out 4 handful of Letters. 

Tru. Let me ſee em; they may be of uſe——[ Looks over the 
Letters.] For Mr.Richmore— Ay! Does he traffick hereabouts? 

Aur. That is the Villain that would have abus d me. 
Tru. Ha! Then he has abus d you; Villain indeed! 
Was his Name Richmore, Miſtreſs ? A luſty handſome Man ? 
Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame: a luſty, ugly Fellow. 
| Tru, Let me ſee——whoſe Scrawl is this? [opens a Letter.) 
Death and Confuſion to my ſight ; Celia! My Bride 
His Whore ———— —'ve paſt a Precipice unſeen, which 
to look back upon, ſhivers me with Terror, — This Night, 
this yery Moment, had not my Friend been in Confinement, 
had not I worn this Dreſs, had not Aurelia been in Danger, 
lad not Teague found this Letter, had the leaſt minuteſt Cir- 
cumſtance been omitted; what a Monfter had 1 been! Miſtriſs, 
s this ſame Nichmore in the Houſe fill, think? 
: Aur. Tis very probable he may —— SITES 401 
Tru. Very well —— Teague, take theſe Ladies over to the 
Tavern, and ſtay there till 1 come to you. Madam, [To 
Aurelia.] fear no Injury, —— your Friends are near you. 
- Aur. What does he mean? e eee ee 
Te. Come, dear Joy, I vill give you a Pot of Wine, out of 
your own Briberies here. HS | 
- [Hales out Mandrake; Exit Aurelia and Mob. 
TA. Manet Trueman. 


5 Enter Richmore. 3 | 
: Rich. Since my Money won't prevail on this croſs Fellow, 
| Til try what my Authority can do. What's the Meaning of 
this Riot, Conſtable ? I have the Commiſſion of the Peace, 
and can command you. Go about your Buſineſs, and leave 
your Priſoners with me. | 1. 42! . 
Tru, No, Sir; the Priſoners ſhall go about their Buſineſs, 
and Il be left with you Look'e, Maſter, we don't uſe 
to make up theſe Matters before Company: So you and 1 
muſt be in private a little. You ſay, Sir, that you are a 
Juſtice of Peace. 


Rich, Yes, Sir ; I bare wy Commiſſion: in my Pocket. 
i 5 2 2 Tr, 


” 
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77a. I believe it. Now, Sir, one good turn deſerves 


another: And if you py promiſe to do me a Kindneſs, Why 
you ſhall have as good as you bring. FRY, 
Rich. What is it? 


7a. You muſt know, Sir, there is a Neighbour's Daughter 
that I had a woundy Kindneſs for: She had a very good Re- 
pute all over the Pariſh, and might have marry'd very hand- 
ſomely, that I muſt ſay; but I don't know how, we came to- 


Fabel after a very kindly natural manner, and I ſwore, that 


mult ſay, I did ſwear confoundedly, that I would marry 


her: But, I don't know how, I never car d for marrying of 
her ſince. 151521 


Nich. bow 10 7 


Fru. Why, becauſe I did my dufiweßß without it: That 
was the beſt way, I thought—— The truth is, ſhe has ſome 
fooliſh Reaſous to ſay ſhe's with Child, and threatens main- 
ly to have me. taken up with a Warrant, and brotight before 
a Juſtice of Peace. Now, Sir, I intend to come before you, 
and 1 ape your Worſhip will bring me off. 

. Rich, Lock e, Sir, if the Woman prove with Child, and 
you ſwore to marry her, you muſt do't. 

Tru. Ay, Maſter ; but I am for Liberty and property. 1 
vote for Parliament-Men: 1 pay Taxes, and truly I don't 
think Matrimony conſiſtent with the Liberty of the Subject. 

. Rich, But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice will oblige 
ou. 5 
l Tru. Why if it be the Law of the Land— I found a ban 
here I think it is for your Worſhip. 

Rich. Ay, Sir, how came you by it? 

Tes. By a very ſtrange Accident truly Celia 
ſhe ſays here you ſwore to marry her. Eh !—— Now, Sir, I 


ſuppoſe that what is Law for a Petty-Conſtable, may be Law 
for a 2 of Peace. 


This is the oddeſt Fellow 
3 Here was the t'other Lady chat cry 2 out ſo— l 
warrant now, if I were brought before you for raviſhing a 
Woman= the Gallows wou d raviſh me nod t. 
Rich, But I did not raviſh her. 
Tru. That Im glad to hear: 1 wanted i be ſute of that. 
F E [Aſide. 
"Rich, l don t like this Fellow: Come, sir, give me my Let- 
| 16s and go about your Buſinets ; - I have no more to 21 to 


Tow. But I have n to ſay to you. ; 5 
Gif up 0. 


* 


6. 
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Rich, What! | 8 
Tru. Dog. © [Strikes bis. | . 
Rich. Hal ſtruck by a Pcaſant ! (Dran die thy Death: 
is certain. [Kun at Trueman. 
Tru. O brave Don Jobn, Rape and Murder i in one Night ! 


[Diſarms him. 
Rich. Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your Priſoners, 


elſe will I proſecute thee to Begpary. Ill give ſome Pettyfog- 
ger a Thouſand Foyne c ſtarve thee, and thy * accor- 
ding to Law. | | 


Tru, III lay you a Thouſand Pound you won't. 
[ Diſcovering him . 
Rich. Ghoſts and Apparitions ! True mani | 
Tru. Words are needleſs to upbraid you: my very Looks 
are ſufhcient ; and if you have the leaſt ſenſe of Shame, this 


Sword wou d be leſs painful in your Heart, "than my Appea- 
rance is in your Eye. | | 


Rik. Tien by Heavens,” + © 
Trs. Think on the Contents of this, Ae RN 4 rape 
think next on me; reflect upon your Villany to Aurelia, then” 


view thy ſelf. 


Rich. Trueman, cant thou forgive me? 


Tru. Forgive thee! [A long Parke Do one thing, 100 I will. 
Rich, Any thing: I beg thy 9 | 
Tru. The Blow 8 that. 
Rich. I'll give thee bal my Eſtate. | 1 

Tru. Mercenary. CR TY 
Rich. I'll make thee my ſole Heir, Bo 
Tru, I deſpiſe it. N 5 
Rich. What ſhall I do? 

Tru. You (hall——marry tia. 

Rich, How! that's too hard. | 
Tru. Too hard! why, was it then 1impos'd on me? If you 
marry her your ſelf, I ſhall believe you intended me no inju- 
y; fo your Behaviour will be juſtified, my Reſentment ap- 
peas d, and the Lady's Honour repair d. EC 

Rich, 'Tis infamous. 

Tru, No, by Heavens, tis Juſtice , and what is juſt i is 992 
nourable : if Promiſes from Man to Man have Force, why not 
from Man to Woman ? Their very Weakneſs is the Char- 
ter of their Power, and 8 ſhou 'd not be injur d, becauſe 


they can't return it. 


Kich. Return my Sword. 


Tru. In my Hand 'tis the "Re of Tallics: and 1 mond 
wot part with | it. 


2 3 | Ki ich. 


r 


1 may reſilt, I yield. 
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Rich. Then ſheath it here, T'll die before T conſent ſo baſely. 

Tru, Conſider, Sir, the ſword is worn for a diſtinguiſhing 
Mark of Honour : —— Promiſe me one, and receive t'other. 

Rich. Vl promiſe nothing, till IJ have that in my power. 

Fru. Take it. Thron him his Sword. 

Rich. J ſcorn to be compell'd even to Juſtice; and now that 
Trueman, I have injur d thee, and 
Clelia 1 have ſeverely wrong d. | | 
Tru, Wrong'd indeed, Sir ;— and to aggravate the 
Crime, the Fair Afflicted loves you. Mark'd you with what 
Confuſion ſhe receiv d me? She wept, the injur d Innocence 
wept, and with a ſtrange reluctance gave conſent; her mo- 
ving Soſtneſs pierc'd my Heart, tho I miſtook the Cauſe. 

Rich. Vour — Vertue warms my Breaſt, and melts it 
into Tenderneſs. Fs 

Tru. Indulge it, Sir; Juſtice is noble in any Form: think 
of the Joys and Raptures will poſſeſs her, when ſhe finds you 
inſtead of me: you, the dear Diſſembler, the Man ſhe loves, 


the Man ſhe gave for loſt, to find him true, return d, and in 


her Arms. : 9 5 5 
Rich, No new Poſſeſſion can give equal Joy: It ſhall 
be done, the Prieſt that waits for you , ſhall tie the Knot this 
moment; in the Morning LIl expect you'll give me Joy, 
| <0 | 4 ö — xit. 
Tru. So, is not this better now than cutting of Throats? I 


have got my Revenge, and the Lady will have hers without 
Blood-ſhed. Exit. 


. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment, Conſtance and Servant. 


Ser. He's juſt a coming up, Madam. 


Cn. My Civility to this Man will be as great a conſtraint 
upon me, as Rudeneſs wou'd be to his Brother; but I muſt 


bear it a little, becauſe our Deſigns require it; [Enter J. 


Wou dbe. ] his Appearance ſhocks me :——My Lord, I wiſh 


70h Joy. -- 


V. M. Madain, tis only in your power to give it; and 
wou'd you honour me with a Title to be really proud of, it 
ſnoud be that of your humbleſt Servant. | 

On. I never admitted any body to the Title of an humble 
Servant, that I did not intend ſhould command me; if your 
Lordſhip will bear with the Slavery, you ſhall begin when 
you pleaſe, provided you take upon you the Authority when 
I have 2 mind, FFC. RS: „ 


| J. . 
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Y. M. Our Sex, Madam, make much better Lovers than 
Husbands ; and 1 think it highly unreaſonable, that you 


| ſhould put your ſelf in my power, when you can fo abſolute- 
ly keep me in yours. | 


Con. No, my Lord, we never truly command till we have 
given our promiſe to obey ; and we are never in more danger 
of being made Slaves, than when we have em at our Feet. 

Y. W. True, Madam, the greateſt Empires are in moſt dan- 
ger of falling; but it is better 1 there, than to act 
by a Prerogative that's confin d 3 8 

Con. Well, well, my Lord, I like the Conſtitution we live 
under ; I'm for a limited Power, or none at all. 


v. N. You have ſo much the Heart of the Subject, Madam, 


that you may rule as you pleaſe ; but you have weak preten- 
ces to a limited Sway, where your Eyes have already play d 
the Tyrant. I think one Privilege of the People is to kiſs 
their Sovereign's Hand, [Taking her Hand, 

Con, Not till they have taken the Oaths, my Lord; and he 
that refuſes them in the Form the Law preſcribes, is, I think, 


no better than a Rebel. 


Y. W. By Shrines and Altars, [Kneeling.] by all that you 
think juſt, and I hold good, by this, [Taking her Hand.] the 
faireſt, and the deareſt Vow——— [Kiſſing her Hand. 

Gn, Fie, my Lord. i ng, 

V. M. Your Eyes are nine, they bring me Tidings from 
your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be happy: | 3 

Con, Wou d not you deſpiſe a Conquelt ſo eaſily gain d? 

Y. W. Yours will be the Conqueſt, and I ſhall deſpiſe all 
the World but you. | 


On. But will you promiſe to make no Attempts upon my 


Honour. 


V. M. That's fooliſh, [Aſide.] Not Angels ſent on Meſſages 


to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence. 


Con. Ay, ay, to be ſure. — [Aſide.] My Lord, I'll ſend 


one to conduct you. | Exit, - 
V. W. Ha, ha, ha ;-— no Attempts upon her Honour! 


When I can find the place where it lies, I'll tell her more of 
my mind,—— Now do I feel ten thouſand Capids tickling me 
all over with the Points of their Arrows. Where's my De- 
formity now? I have read ſomewhere theſe Lines. | 


Tho Nature caſt me in a rugged Mould, 
Since Fate has chang d the Fallon into Gold 
Cupid returns, breaks all his Shafts of Lead, 
And tips each Arrom with a Golden Head. 


Z 4 Feather'd 
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Freather'd with Title, the gay lordly Dart | 
Hilies proudly on. whilf every Viroin's Heart > 
Swells with Ambition to receive the Smart. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe behind him. 


E. W. Thus to adorn Dramatick Story, 
Stage- Hero ſtruss in horroa d Glory, 
Proud and Auguſt as ever man ſaw, 


And ends his Empire in a Stanza. [Slaps him on the Shoulder, 


Y. N. Ha! my Brother! 3 OT 
E. V. No, perfidious Man; all Kindred and Relation! 
difown : The poor Attempts upon my Fortune I cou d pardon, 
but thy baſe Deſigns upon my Love I never can forgive; 
my Honour, Birth-right, Riches, All Icou'd more freely ſpare, 
than the leaſt thought of thy prevailing here. 

V. . How! my Hopes deceived ; curs'd be the fair Delu— 
ſions of her Sex: whilſt only Man opposd my Cunning, ! 
ſtood ſecure ; but ſoon as Woman inferposd, Luck changd 
hands, and the Devil was immediately on her ſide.—— Walh 


Sir, much good may do you with your Miſtreſs, and may you | 


love, and hve, and ſtarve together. [ Going, 
E. M. Hold, Sir, I was lately your Priſoner , now you ore 


mine; when the Ejectment is executed, you ſhall be at li- 


ber ty, | * 
V. V. Ejectment! 1 
E. W. Yes, Sir, by this time, I hope, my Friends have 
purg d my Fathers Houſe of that debauch'd and riotèeus Swarm 
that you had hiv'd together. | 
V. V. Confuſion, Sir, let me paſs; I am the elder, and 
will be obey'd. | [ Dran, 
E. W. Dar't thou diſpute the Elderſhip ſo nobly ? 
* W. I dare, and will, to the laſt drop of my inveterate 
od. 


Enter Trueman and Teague. Trueman frites down their Swords. 


Tru. Hold, hold, my Lord, I have brought thoſe ſhall ſoon 


7 


decide the Controverſie. EW | 
V. H. If I miſtake not, this is the Villain that decoy d me 


abroad. [Runs at Trueman, Teague catches his Arm behind, 


3 and takes away his Sword, 
Tea. Av, be me Shoule, thiſh iſh the beſht Guard upon the 


Rules of Fighting, to catch a Man behind his Back. 
. 3 2 | R 70 
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ſical to day; 


The Twin-Rivals. 63 
Tru. My Lord, a Word: [Whiſpers E. Wou'dbe.J Now, 
Gentlemen, pleaſe to hear this venerable Lady, 


| [Goes to the Door, and brings in — 
E. W. Mandrake in Cuſtody ! 

Tea. In my Cuſtod y, fet. | 
Tru, Now, Madam, you know what unten is de- 
ſtin d for the Injury offer d to Aurelia, if you don't immediate- 
ly confeſs the truth. | 
Man. Then I muſt own, (Heaven forgive me,) Weeping. ] 

J muſt own, that Hermes, A he was (ill eſteem'd, ſo he 15 the 


Firſt-born. 


Tea. A very honeſht Woman, be me Shoule. 5 

Fl I. That Confeſſion is extorted by Fear, and therefore of _ 
no Force. ” 

Tru, Ay, Sjr, but here is your Letter to her, with the Ink , 


ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of Five hundred Found 
a Year to [ear 1n your behalf. 


Tea. Dat was Teague s finding out, and, 1 believe; St, Par 
trick put it in my thoughts to pick her Pockets. 


Enter . and Aurelia. e 


On. J hope, Mr. Non dbe, you will make" no > Attempts * : 
my Perſon. 


v. V. Damn your Perſon, | 
E. W. But pray, Madam, where have you been all this 3 


ing? [To Aurelia. 
Aur. Very buſie, I can aſſure you, Sir, here's an honeſt 

Conſtable Nos I could find in my Heart to marry, had the 

greaſie Rogue but one drop of genteel Blood in his Veins ; 


what's become of him? { Looking aborg. 
Con. Bleſs me, Couſin, marry a Conſtable! 


Aur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had not 


in a very critical minute, by this time I had been gladtomar- : 


ry any body. 

Tri. I take you at your word, Madam, you ſhall marry, 
him this moment ; and if you dpn't ſay that I have genteel 
Blood in my Veins by to morrow Morning 

Aur. And was it you, Sir? 

Tru, Look'e, Madam , don't be aſham'd; 1 hind you 2 
ie in the diſhabils, that's the truth on t,but you made a brave £ 

efence. 

Aur. I am oblig d to you; and tho you were a little whim- 
this late Adventure has taught me how dange- 
* Tous it is to proyoke a * by ill Ulage 3 3 therefore, if 

wy 


3 be Twin-Rivals, 


my Lord and this Lady will ſnew us a good Example, I think 
we muſt follow our Leaders, Captain. 
Tru. As boldly as when Honour calls. | 
Con. My Lord, there was taken among your Brother's jovial 
Crew, his Friend Subtleman, whom we have taken care to ſe- 
cure. | 
E. M. For him the Pillory; for you, Madam—[To Mandrake. 
Tea. Be me Shoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maiſhter Fuller. 
E. W. For you, Brother |— -—- | g 
Y. M Poverty and Contempt 


To which 1 yield as to a milder Fate, 
Than Obligations from the Man I hate. [Exit, 


E. N. Then take thy Wiſh —— And now, I hope, all 
Parties have receiv'd their due Rewards and Puniſhments, 

Tea. But what will you do for poor Teague, Maiſhter? 

E. W. What ſhall I do for thee? 

Tea. Arab, maak me a Juſtice of Peacſh, dear Joy. 

E. M. Juſtice of Peace! thou art not qualify'd, Man. 
Tia. Leſt, fet am ſ—— I can take the Oats, and write my 

Mark can be an boneſht Man my ſhelf, and keep a 

great Rogue for my Clark. 
E. M. Well, well, you ſhall be taken care of; and now, 
Captain we ſet out for Happineſs — 


Let none deſpair whate er their Fortunes be, 
Fortune muſt yield, wou d Mien but aft like me. 
Chuſe a brave Friend as Partner of your Breaſt, 
Be active when your Right is in Conteſt ; 

Be true to Love, and Fate will do the reſt. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Hook. 


: URN Poet open d with a loud Warlike blaſt, 
Bat now weak Woman is his ſafteſt caſt, 
* To bring him off with Quarter at the laſt : 
Mit that he's Vain to think, that 1 can ſay, 
Or he can write fine things to help the Play. 
The various Scenes have drain'd his Strength and Art ; 
And I, you know, had 4 hard ſtruggling Part: 
But then he brought me off with Life and Limb ; 
Ah! Mod that I cou d do as much for bim 
Stay, let me think——your Favours to excite, 
1 fill muſt act the Part I Playd to Night. 
For whatſoe'er may be your ſly pretence , 
Nu lite thoſe beſt, that make the beſt defence : : | 
But this is needleſs —— — Tis in vain to crave it, | 0 
Tf you have damm d the Play, no Power can ſade it. ö 
Not all the Wits of Athens, and of Rome; | ö 
Not Shakeſpear, Johnſon, cou d revoke its Doom: 
Nay; what is more if once your Anger rouſes, 
Nut all the courted Beauties of both Houſes. 
He mou d have ended here. but I thought meet, 7 
To tell him there was left one ſafe Retreat, | 
ProtefFon ſacred , at the Ladies Feet. | 
To that he anſwer d in ſubmiſſive Strain, | 
He 20's all Homage to this Female Reign, 
And therefore turn d his Satyr gainſt the Men, 
From your great Queen, this Sovereign right ye dra, 
To keep the Wits, as ſhe the World in Awe : | 
To her bright Scepter, your bright Eyes they bow ; © 


Such awful Splendour ſits on ev'ry Brow, 

All Scandal on the Sex were Treaſon nom. 

3 The Play can tell with what Poetick care, 

Hie labour d to redreſs the injur d Fair, 

Andi, you won't protect, the Men will damm him there. 
Then ſave the Muſe, that flies to ye for Aid; | 
Perhaps my poor 77 may ſome perſuade, : 


fl 
Becavſe is 15 the firt J ever made. 
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Friends round the Vrettin. 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 


= IN ſtead of the mercenary Expectations that attend Addreſſes 
TI of this Nature, I humbly beg, That this may be received 
as an Acknowledgment for the Favours you have already 
E confer'd ; I have tranſgreſs d the Rules of Dedication in offer- 
ing you any thing in that Style, without firſt asking your 
Leave: But the Entertainment I found in Shropſhire com- 
mands me to be grateful, and that's all I intend. 
I uxas my good Fortune to be order d ſome time ago into the 
= Place which is made the Scene of this Comedy; I was a per- 
ſect Stranger to every thing in Sal, but its Charadder of Loy- 
alty, the Number of its Inhabitants, the Alacrity of the Gen- 
tlemen in Recruiting the Army, with their generous and ho- 
ppitable Reception of Strangers. „ 

© This Character I found fo amply verify d in every Parti- 
cular, that you made Recruiting, which 1s the greateſt Fa- 
= tigue upon Earth to others, to be the greateſt Pleaſure in the 
World to me. J 
© The Kingdom cannot ſhew better Bodies of Men, better In- 
© clinations fbr the Service, more Genexoſity, more good Under- 


ſtanding, nor more Politeneſs than is to be found at the Foot 
bol the Virekin, 525 


Some little Turns of Humour that 1 met with almoſt within 


and * were apprehenſive that, by the Example of ſome 
others, I would make the Town merry at the Expence of the 
= Country-Gentlemen : But they forgot that I was to write a 
= Comedy, not a Libel ; and that whilſt Hheld to Nature, no 


expos d. I have drawn the Juſtice and the Clown in their Pu- 
© Tis Naturalibus; the one an apprehenſive, ſturdy, brave Block- 

head; and the other a worthy, honeſt, generous Gentleman, 
hearty in his Country's Cauſe, and of as good an Underſtan- 


u own. 


2 I bum- 


0 A 
8 — 


\ the Shade of that famous Hill, gave the Riſe to this Comedy; 
Perſon of any Character in Jun Country could ſuffer by being 


8 as I could give him, which I muſt confeſs is far ſhort of 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
I humbly beg leave to interline a Word or two of the Ad- 
ventures of the Recruiting Officer upon the Stage. Mr. Rich 
who commands the Company for which thoſe Recruits were 
rais'd, has deſir'd me to acquit hirn before the World of 2 
Charge which he thinks lies heavy upon him, for acting this 
Play on Mr. Darfey's third Night. 
Be it known unto all Men by theſe Preſents, that it was my All 
and Deed, or rather Mr. Durfeys ; for he wou d play his third 
Night againſt the firſt of mine. He brought down a huge 
Flight ot frightful Birds upon me; when (Heaven knows)! 
had not a feather'd Fowl in my Play, except one ſingle Kite, 
But T preſently made Plume a Bird, becauſe of his Name, and 
Brazen another, becauſe of the Feather in his Hat ; and with 
theſe three I engag'd his whole Empire, which I think yas a 
great a Wonder as any in the Sun, 
But to anſwer his Complaints more gravely, the Seaſon was 
far advanc'd ; the Officers that made the greateſt Figures in 
my Play were all commanded to their Poſts abroad, and wai- 
ted only for a Wind, which might poſſibly turn in lets than 
a Day: And 1 know none of Mr. Durſeys Birds that had 
Polts abroad but his Woodcocks, and their Seaſon is over; ſo 
that he might put off a Day with leſs Prejudice than the A- 
eraiting- Officer cou d; who has this farther to ſay for himſelf, 
that he was poſted before the other ſpake, and could not with 
Credit recede from his Station. 3 

Theſe and ſome other Rubs this Comedy met with before 
it appear'd. But on the other hand, it had powerful Helps 
to ſet it forward: The Duke of Ormond encouraged the Au- 
thor, and the Earl of Orrery approv'd the Play, My Recruit 
were review d by my General and my Collonel, and could not 
fail to paſs Muſter; and ſtill to add to my Succeſs, they wett 
rais'd among my Friends round the Wrekin, 

This Health has the Advantage over otir other celebrated 
Toaſts, never to grow worſe for the wearing: Tis a laſting 
Beauty, old without Age, and common without Scandal. 

That you may live long to ſet it chearfully round, and to 
enjoy the abundant Pleaſures of your fair and plentiful Coun 
try, is the hearty With of, 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 
_ moſt obliged, 
and moſt obedient Servant, 


I 1 5 G. FARQUHAR 
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N Ancient times when Hellen's fatal Charms 
Nous d the contending Univerſe to Arms, 

The Grecian Council happily deputes | 

The Sly Ulyſſes eri to raiſe Recruits, - 

The Artful Captain found, without delay, 

Where Great Achilles, a Deſerter lay. 71 

Him Fate had warn d to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 

Him Greece requir d againſt their Trojan Foes. 

All the Recruiting Arts were needful here, 

To raiſe this Great, this tim rous Volunteer. 

Ulyſſes well could tall H firs, he warms 

The Warlike Youh—--— He liſtens to the Charms 

Of. Plunder, fine lac d Coats, and glitt ring Arms. 


Ulyſſes caught the young aſpiring Boy, 


And lifted him who wrought the Fate of Troy. 

Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector [lain : | 
Recruiting thus fair Hellen did regain. / 
If for One Hellen ſuch prodigious things 

Were afted, that they even liſted Kings; 

If for one Hellen's artful, viciows 3 | 
Half the tranſported World was found in Arms ; 
What for ſo many Hellens may We dart, 


Whiſe Minds as well as Faces are ſo Fair? 


F by One Hellen's Eyes, Old Greece cou'd find, 
[ts Homer fir'd to write — En Homer blind; 
The Britains ſure beyond compare may write, 

That view ſo Many Helleus ev'ry Night, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
11 


| Mr. Ballance, | 5 Mr. Keen. 
1 Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices. Mr. Philips. 


| Mr. Scruple, | Mr. Kent. 

| Mir. Worthy, a Gentleman of Shropſhire. — Mr. Williams, 
F Capt. Plume, DOE 5 „ Mr, Wilks. 

| | Capt. Bra N, Two Recruiting Officers, Mr. Cibber. 


| ' Kite, Serjeant to Plume. Mr. Eftcourt. 


i | 
0 Bullock, a Country Clown: Mr. Bullock, 
Coſtar Pear-main 3 Mir. Norris. 
3 Tho. Apple-Tree, To Recruits: Mr. Fairbank 
[| 

| 


WOME N. 


Melinda, a Lady of Fortune: Ms. Roger: 


Sylvia, Daughter to Ballance, | 
in Love with Plume, 2 Mrs. Oldfield. 


Lucy, Melinda's Maid, Mrs, Sapsford. 
Roſe, a Country Wench, T Mrs. Mountfort. 
Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Attendants, 


SCENE, SHREWSBURY. 
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AC T I. 


SCENE, The Market-Place Drum beats 
] the Granadeer-March. 


Enter Serjeant Kite, follow'd by the Mob. 
Kite making F any Gentlemen Soldiers, or o- 


a Speech, (RR (OG thers, have a Mind to ſerve her 
£ 


I Majc{ty, and pull down the French 
King: If any Prentices have ſevere 
NI Maſters, any Children have un- 

| dutiful Parents: If any Servants 
bave too little Wages, or any Husband too much Wife: Let 
" KF them repair to the noble Serjeant Kite, at the Sign of the Raven 
im this good Town of Shrewsbury , and they ſhall receive pre- 

{ent Relief and Entertainment Gentlemen, I don't beat 
my Drums here to inſnare or inveigle any Man; for you muſt 
know, Gentlemen, that I am a Man of Honour : Beſides, I 
don't beat up for common Soldiers ; no, I liſt only Granadeers, 
Granadeers, Gentlemen Pray, Gentlemen, obſerve this 
Cap—— This is the Cap of Honour, it dubs a Man a Gen- 
tleman in the drawing of a Tricker; and he that has the 
good Fortune to be born fix Foot high, was born to be a 
Aa 2 great 


have no more to ſay, but thit—-— Here's a Puric of Gold, 


creat Man——Sir, will you give me leave to try this Cap'up- 
cn, your H 


7 


2 The Recruiting Officer. 


Mob. Is there no harm int? Won't the Cap liftme? | 
Kite. No, no, no, more than I can—— Come; let me ſee 


how it becomes you ? 


Mob. Are you ſure there be no Conjutation in it? No 


'Gun-powder Plot upon me? 


Kite. No, no, Friend; dont fear, Man. 1 
Mob. My Mind mitgives me plaguily=—— Let me ſee it 
(Going to put it on.] It ſmells woundily of Sweat and 
Brimſtone. Pray, Serjeant, what Writing is this upon the 
Face of it? | j 
Kite, The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 3 
Mob. Pray now, what may be that ſame. Bed of Ho- 
R BE, SH | 
Kite, O! A mighty large Bed! Bigger by half than the 
great Bed at Mare ten thouſand People may lye in it toge- 
ther, and never feel one another. | | 
Mob. My Wife and 1 wou'd do well to lye in't, for we dont 
care for feeling one another But do Folk ſleep found in 
this ſame Bed of Honour? _ 
Kite, Sound! Ay, ſo ſound that they never awake. 
Mob. Wauns! 1 wiſh again that my Wife lay there. 
Kite. Say you ſo? Then, I find, Brother- Mt | 
Mob. Brother! Hold there, Friend; I am no Kindred to 
you that I know of yet.—— Look'e , Serjeant, no Coaxing, 
no Wheedling, d'ye ſee——— If I have a mind to hit, why 
ſo——If not, why tis not ſo therefore take your Cap 
and your Brotherſhip back again, for I am not diſpos d at 
m 2 Writing No Coaxing, no Brothering me, 
aith. 
Kite, I coax! I wheedle! I'm above it! Sir, I have ſery d 
twemy Campaigns—— But, Sir, you talk well, and 1 mult 
own that you are a Man every Inch of you, a pretty young 


{prightly Fellow —— I love a Fellow with a Spirit; but 1 


ſcorn to coax, tis baſe : Tho' I mult ſay, that never in my 
Life have I ſeen a Man better built; how firm and ſtrong de 
treads ! He ſteps like a Caſtle; but I ſcorn to wheedle a) 
Man——— Come, honelt Lad, will you take ſhare oi x 


Pot? 


Mob. Nay, for that matter, I'll ſpend my penny with the 


beſt He that wears a Head, that is, begging your Pardon, , 


and in a fair way. | | | 
Kite. Give me your had then; and now, Gentlemen, ! 


«3 a1 
4. 


BS 


The Recruiting Officer. _ 
and there is a Tub of humming Ale at my Quarters ——/Tis 


* 
P? 


the Queen's Money, and the Queen's Drink She's a gene- 


rous Queen, and loves her Subjects 
you won't refuſe the Queens Health? 
All Mob. No, no, no. 


bs hope, net 


Kite. Huzza then, buza for the Queen, and the Honpurf ö 


Shropſbire. I | 
10 Mob. Huzza ! 


Lie. Beat Drum. ¶ Exeunt Pram FRO {ds + March 


Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. | 

Plane. By the Granadeer March, that ſhou'd be my Drum,” 
and by that Shout, it ſhou d beat with Succeſs—— Let me 
ſee Four a Clock—— [ Looking en hes Match.] At Ten Ve- 
ſterday Morning I left London A Hundred and Twenty 
Miles in Thirty Hours is pretty ſmart Ring, but nothing to 
the Fatigue of Recruiting, 

Enter kite. 1 

Kite, Welcome to Shrewsbary , noble Captain : : A the 
Banks of the Danube to the Severn {ide , noble Captain you're, 
welcome. ; 

Plume, A very elegant Reception. indeed, Mr. Kite I find 
you are fairly enter d into your Recruiting Strain Pray 
what Succeſs, 


__- 


Five, | 
Plume, Five! Pray what are they 3 


Kite. J have liſted the ſtrong Man of Kent , the "Is of the 


c_ „a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel Attorney, and a Welſh 
arſon, 
Plume. An Attorny ! Wer't thou mad ? Lift a Lawyer : 


_ Diſcharge him, diſcharge bim this minute. 


Kite. Why, Sir? 

Plume. Becauſe 1 will have no Body i in my Company that 
ean write ; A Fellow that can write, can draw Petitions— : 
lay this minute diſcharge him. 

Kite. And what (hall Ido with the Parſon? 

Plume. Can he write ? 

Kite, Hum ! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle, 

Plume. Keep him by all means Bur how ſtands the 
Country affected? Were the People pleas d with the News of 
my coming to Town ? _ 

Kite. Sir, the Mob are ſo pleas'd with your Honour, And 
che * and better ſort 1 7 7 are fo delighted with mg 

tat 


Kite, I have hoes. pere a Week 52 and I have recruited. 
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4 The Recruiting Officer. 
that we ſhall ſoon do your pe Yn, 125 you have got 
a Recruit here, that you little think of. 


Plume. Who? 

Kite, One that you beit up for the lt. tas were in 
the Country : You remember your on Aa an th at the 
Caſtle? 

Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. 

Kite, No, no, Sir, —ſhe was brought to Bed Nerf 

Plume. Kite, you muſt father the Child. 

* And ſo her Friends will oblige me to marry the Mo- 

ther 

Plume. If they Mou dz w ell take her with us; ; ſhe can waſh 
you know, and make a "Bed upon occaſion. 

Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But your Honour 
knows that I am marry'd already. | 

Plume. To how many? | OE 

Kite. I can't tell readily—— I 1 ſet them down here 
upon the back of the Muſter-Roll, [ Dram, it out.] Let me fer, 
— —Imprinmis, Mrs. Sheely Sn 2 ſhe ſells Potatoes upon 
Ormond-Key in Dublin Guzzle, the ere 
man, at the Horſe-Guard at 42 itehall Dolly Wa on, - 
Carrier's Daughter at Hull—— Madamoiſelle Var ottom 
at the Buſs —Then Jenm Oakham, the Ship- Carpenter“ 
dow, at Poriſn-omh ; but I don't reckon upon her, for ſhe = 
marry'd at the ſame time to two Lieutenants of IN and 
a Man of War's Boatſwain. 

Plume. A full Company You bare nam'd Five —- 
Come, make em half a dozen: — n is ay Child a 
Boy or a Girl? 

Kite, A Chopping Boy. 


Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Li, and the 


Boy in mine: Enter him a Granadeer by the Name of Fra- 
cis Kite, abſent upon Furlow—— T'll allow you a Man's Pay 
5 his Subſiſtence, and now go comfort the Wench in the 
tra W. 
Kite. I ſhall, Sir. 
Plame. But hoid, have you made any uſe of your Germa 
Doctor's Habit ſince you arrivd ? 
Kite. Yes, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the Country 


for the moſt faithful Forrune-teller that ever told a Lie 


I was oblig'd to let my Landlord into the Secret, tor the con. 
venience of keeping it ſo; but he's an honeſt Fellow, and wall 
be faithful to any Roguery that is truſted to him. This De- 
vice, Sir, will get you Men, and me Money, which, I tuck; 


1 


EEC 


The Recruiting Officer. 5 


is all we want at preſent . But yonder comes your Friend 

Mr. Werthy—— Has your Honour any farther Commands? 
Plume. None at preſent, [Exit Kite.] Tis indeed the Pi- 

Qure of Worthy, but the Life's departed. | 


- 
4 
Cl 


3 Enter Wortby. 3 
What, Arms a-croſs, Worthy ! Methinks you ſhould hold 
em open, when a Friend's fo near The Man has got the 


Vapours in his Ears, 1 believe: I muſt exyel this melancholy 


Spirit. | | 

| Spleen, thou oy of Fiends below, 

Fly, I conjure thee by this Magick Blow. 2 
| . [Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 

Mor. Plume! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and ſound 
return'd ! | Sap 
Plume. I ſcap'd ſafe from Germany, and found, I hope, 
from London; you ſee I have loft neither Leg, Arm, nor Noſe; 
then for my Inſide, tis neither troubl'd with Sympathies nor 
5 and I have an excellent Stomach for Roaſt- 

ef. | | 
Wor, Thou art a happy Fellow; once I was fo. 
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quakes in Wales, 1 hope ? Has your Father roſe from the Dead, 

and reaſſum d his Eſtate ? 7 e 

„„ 

Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely. 

Mor. No. . 

| Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker. 
Wor. Come, I muſt out with t— Your once gay, roving 

Friend, is dwindPd into an obſequious, thoughtful, roman- 

tick, conſtant Coxcomb, > 

Plume, And pray, what is all this'for? 

Wor, For a Woman. | 25 

Plume. Shake Hands, Brother, if thou go to that, behold mc 

as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant a Coxcomb as 

your Worſhip. 07% 

Wor, For whom ? j | ; 

| Plume, For a Regiment. But for a Woman! 'Sdeath ! 


cholly for one, and can the Love of one bring you into this 

Condition? Pray, who is this wonderful Hellen? | 

Wor, A Hellen indeed, not to be won under a Ten Years 

Siege, as great a Beauty, and as great a Jilt. 

Plume. A Jilt! Pho! Is ſhe as great a Whore ? 

Her : No, no. | | | 
ms A a 4 Plume. 
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Plume, What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor Eartb- 


I bave been conſtant to Fifteen at a time, but never melan- 


Frag bn. — — 9 


5 The Recruiting Officer. 


[it Plume, 'Tis ten thouland pitics : But who is ſhe? Do! 
9 A „„ 
" Yar, nen. e ny 
Plume. That's impoſſible— I know no Woman that will 
. ß ER 
Wor, What think you of Melinda à 
Plume. Melinda! Why, the began to capitulate this time 
Twelve-month, and offer d to ſurrender upon . honourable 
Terms; and I advis'd you to propoſe à Settlement of Five 
hundred Pounds a Year to her, before 1 went laſt abroad. 
Wer, I did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, deſiring only one Week 
to contider —— When, beyond her Hopes, the Town was fe- 
lev'd, and I forc'd to turn my Siege into a Blockade. 
Plume. Explain, explain. | „ 
Wor. My Lady &ichly, her Aunt in Flhtſpire dies, and leaves 
her, at this critical time, twenty thouſand Pounds. = 


* 


” * " 
Foil 
4 4 » g 


3 
8 
5 of 
bY 
is 
* 
FN 
7 
7 
N. 
or 
* 
N 
9 
Ks 
725 
+ 
40 
be Fo 
2 
5 , 
5 
3 "1 
XY 
* * 
* — 
7 2 
$2 
1 
& 
4 


Plume, Oh the Devil | what a delicate Woman was there 
{poil'd,!. But by the Rules of War now—— Worthy, Blockade 
was fooliſh——, After ſuch a Convoy of Proviſions was en- 
ter'd the Place, you could have no thought of reducing it by 
Famine ; you ſhould have redoubl'd your Attacks, taken the 
Town by Storm, or have dy'd upon the Breach 

br. 4 did make one general Aſſault, and:puſh'd it with all 
my Forces; but I was fo vigorcuſly repuls'd, that deſpairing 
of ever gaining her for a Miſtreſs, 1 have alter d my Conduct, 
given my Addreſſes the obſequious and. diſtant turn, and court 
her-now for a Wie, oth 5 EN 

Plume. So as you grew obſcquious, ſhe grew baughty ; and 
becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeſs, ſhe us d you likea 
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Wor. Exactly. 2 


vou mult not think to ſurmount her Pride by your Humility: 3 
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| generous Diſpoſition 
than Woman, her Sex is but a Foil to her —— The Ingrati- 


The Recruiting Officer.  « 


Plume. What! no Baſtards! and ſo many Recruiting Off- 
cers in Town! I thought ,was a Maxim among them, to 
leave as many Recruits in the Country as they carry d out. 
r. No body doubts your good-will, noble Captain, in 
ſerving your Country with your belt Blood, witneſs our Friend 
Molley at the Caſtle ;— there have been Tears in Town about 
that buſineſs, Captain. 0 e ack, of 

Plume. J hope, Silvia has not heard of it. 

Wor. O Str, have you thought of her 7 I began to fancy you 
had forgot poor Silvia. 

Plume. Your Affairs had quite put mine out of my Head. 
'Tis true, Silvia and 1 had once agreed to go to Bed together, 
cou d we have adjuſted Preliminaries ; but ſhe wou'd have 
the Wedding before Conſummation, and I was for Conſum- 


= 


mation before the Wedding; we cou d not agree. She was a 


pert, obſtinate Fool, and wou d loſe her Maiden- head her own 
way. ſo ſhe may keep it for Plume. 
Wor. But do you intend to marry upon no other Conditions? 
Plume, Your Pardon, Sir, I'll marry upon no condition at 


all, — If I ſhou'd, I. am refolv'd never to bind my ſelf to 


a Woman for my whole Life, till 1 know whether I ſhall like 
her company for half an hour. Suppoſe I marry'd a Woman 


that wanted a Leg ſuch a thing might be, unleſs I exa- 


min'd the Goods beforchand— if: People wou'd but try one 


another's Conſtitutions before they engag d, it wou'd prevent 


all theſe Elopements, Divorces, and the Devil knows what. 


4 Hor. Nay, for that matter, the Town did not ſtick to ſay, 
that 4 


o 


Plume. I hate Country-Towns for that reaſon — if your 


Town has a diſhonourable thought of Silvia, it deſerves to be 
burnt to the ground. love Silvia, I admire her frank, 
There's ſomething in that Girl more 


tude, Diſſunulation, Envy, Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her 


Aſter Females, do but ſet off their Contraries in her lu 


thort, were J once a General, 1 wou'd marry her. 
Mor. Faith, you have reaſon—— for were you but a Cor- 
poral, ſhe wou'd marry you—— But my Melinda Coquets it 


with every Fellow ſhe fers III lay Fifty Pound ſhe makes 
Love to you. . n 


{ 


Plume. III lay Fifty Pound that J return it, if ſhe does 
Look'e, Worthy, Vil win her, and give her to you afterwards. 
- Wor. Tf:yqu win her, you ſhall wear her, Faith; I wou'd 
not value the Conqueſt, without the credit of the Victory. 
„ EE 5 by * 5 A | 
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8 The Recruiting Officer. 


| | | Enter Kite. 
Kite. Captain, Captain, a word in your Ear. 
Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but Friends, 
Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort the good 
Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Molle) — my Wife, Mr. Worthy. 
Wor. O, ho! very well! T with you Joy, Mr. Kite. 
Kite. Your Worthip very well may —— for I have got 
both a Wife and a Child in half an hour But as T yz 
ſaying You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Molly - my 
Wife I mean—— But what d'ye think, Sir? She was bete 
comforted before I came. 
Plame: As how} + 3; | 
Nite. Why, Sir, a Footman in a blue Livery had brought 
her ten Guineas to buy her Baby- cloats. 
Plume. Who, in the Name of Wonder, cou'd ſend them? 
Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that Mrs. Sylvia. [Whiſper 


Plume. Sylvia! Generous Creature! 

Wor. Sylvia ! Impoſſible! | : 

Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir, I took the Gold x 
Part of my Wife's Portion, Nay, farther, Sir, (he ſent worl 
the Child thould be taken all imaginable Care of, and that ſh: 
imended to ſtand God-mother. The ſame Footman, as I wa 
coming to you with this News, call'd after me, and told me, 
that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with me I went, and upon 
hearing that you were come to Town, ſhe gave me half: 
Guinea for the News ; and order'd me to tell you, that ]u 


F 4 


ſtice Ballance, her Father, who is jult come out of the County | 


would be glad to ſee you. Rs 
Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worthy——— Is there an 
thing of Woman in this? No, tis noble, generous, man) 
Friendſhip; thew me another Woman that would loſe an 
Inch of her Prerogattvc that way, without Tears, Fit 
and Reproaches. The common Jealouly of her Sex, which 1 
nothing but their Avarice of Pleaſure, ſhe deſpiſes; and can 
part with the Lover, tho' ſhe dies for the Man— Come, Mor. 
200%. — Where's the beſt Wine? For there I'll quarter. 
Hor. Hortou has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelona, which | 
would not let him pierce before, becauſe I refery'd the Maidar 
head of it for your Welcome to Town. 1 
Plume. Let's away then——— Mr, Kite, wait on the Lady 
with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſhall only refreſh a 
little, and wait upon her. 3 
r. Hold, Kite. — have you ſeen the other Recruiting 
Captain? | ul 
Kite, No, Sir. 


Plume, 


wn BY airs 4 * 
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The Recruiting Officer. 9 


Plume. Another! who is he? = 
wr. My Rival in the firſt place, and the moſt unaccoun- 
table Fellow but III tell you more as we go. [Exeunr, 


$C EN E n An Apartment. 


& Melinda and Silvia meeting. 
; Mel. Welcome to Town, Couſin Silvia, [Salute.] I envy'd 
= you your Retreat in the Country; for Shrewsbury, methinks, 
and all your Heads of Shires, are the molt irregular places for 
© living ; here we have Smoak, Noiſe, Scandal, Affectation, 
and Pretenſion; in ſhort, every thing to give the Spleen 
and nothing to divert u then the Air is intollerable. 
Sl. O Madam! I have heard the Town commended for 
its Air. 35 
Mel. But you don't conſider, Silvia, how long 1 have liv d 
int! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, the leaſt Nice in 
her Conftitution—— No Air can be good above half a Year. 
. NA y Air, I take to be the molt agreeable of any Varie- 
ty in Lite. | ; | 
RE As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeveral ſorts of 

irs. HH IF MP 

Mel. Pſha ! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or more pro- 
= perly of that we talte—— Have not you, Silvia, found a vaſt 
difference in the Tafte of Airs? . 
Sl. Pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a ſort of Air? taſte Air! 
= you might as well tell me, 1 may feed upon Air: But prithee, 
my dear Melinda, don't put on ſuch an Air to me. Your E- 
ducation and mine were juſt the ſame ; and I remember the 
time, when we never troubled our Heads about Air, but when 
© the ſharp Air from the Wel/þ Mountains made our Fingers ake 
in a cold Morning at the Boarding- School. 

Mel. Our Education, Couſin, was the ſame, but our Tem- 

| 7% pay had nothing alike ; you had the Conſtitution of an 
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Sil. So far as to be troubl'd with neither Spleen, Collick, 
nor Vapours; I need no Salts for my Stomach, no Harts-horn 
for my Head, nor Waſh for my Complexion. I can gallop all 
the Morning after the Hunting-horn, and all the Evening af- 
der a Fiddle, In ſhort, I can do every thing with my Father, 
but drink, and ſhoot flying; and I am ſure, I can do every 
thing my Mother cou d, were I put to the Fryal. ' 
Mel. You are in a fair way of being put to't ; for I am told 


| Sil 
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jour Captain is come to Town, 
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10 The Recruiting Officer. 

Sl. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and I'll take care he ſhant, 
go without a Companion. . If 

Mel. You are certainly mad, Couſin. „ 

Sil. And there's a Pleaſure in being Mad, which none but 
Mad - men know. | | y | 

Mel. Thou poor Romantick Quixote Haſt thou the 
Vanity to imagine, that a young iprightly Officer , that ram- 
bles Oer half the Globe in half a Year, can confine his. Thoughts 
to the little Daughter of a Country-Juſtice, in an obſcure pan 
of the World. 2 F 5 

Sl. Pſha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhou d not like 
x Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhews a narrownels of Soul, 
Conſtancy is but a dull ſleepy Quality at beſt, they will hard 
ly admit it among the mauly Virtues ; nor do I think it de. 
erves a place with Bravery, Knowledge, Policy, Juſtice, and 
tome other Qualities that are proper to that noble Sex. In 
ſhort, linda, I think a Petticoat a mighty ſimple thing, and 
Tam heartily tir'd of my Sex. 5 

Mel. That is, you are tir d of an Appendix to our Sex, that 
you can't ſo handſomely get rid of in Petticoats, as if you wer 
in Brecche: O my Conſcience, Silvia, bad ſt thou been a 
Man, thou hadſt been the greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom. 

Sil. 1 ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the World, which 
a Man can never do throughly, without half a hundred Friend- 
ſhips, and as many Amours; but naw I think on't how ſtands 
your Affair with Mr. Worthy s 5 

Mel. He's my Averſion. +4 

Sil. Vapaurs! s _ I 

Mel. What do you ſay, Madam? | 6:4 

Sil. I ſay, that you ſhou'd not uſe that honeſt Fellow ſo 
inhumanly. He's a Gentleman of Parts and Fortune; and 
beſides that he's my Plame's Friend, and by all that's {acred, 
if you don't uſe him better, I (hall expect Satisfaction. 

Mel. Satisfaction! you begin to fancy your ſelf in Breeches 
in good earneſ.— But to de plain with you, I like Worth 
the worſe for being ſo intimate with your Captain, for I tak: 
him to be a looſe, idle, unmannerly Coxcomb. - 

Sil. O, Madam! you never ſaw him, Perhaps, ſince you 
were M:ſtreſs of Twenty thouſand Pound; you only knew 
him when you were capitulating with Worthy for a Settlement, WW 
which perhaps might encourage him to be a little looſe, and 
unmannerly with you. + oo ir hcl in oye ain 
Acl. What do you mean, Madam? 

Sil, My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 


Mal 


| it——— Bring me Pen and Ink 
my Cloſet. 
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1 pen d. 


The Recruiting Officer. IT 


Mel. Better it had, Madam; for methinks you are too 


lain. 
S. If you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, I think your 


Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 


Mel. Were I ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take up with 


a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 


Sil. Again! Look e, Madam, you're in your own Houſe. 
Mel. And if you had kept in yours, 1 ſhou'd have ex- 


cus d you. 

ON Don't be troubl d, Madam, I ſhan't deſire to have my 
| Viſit return d. 

| Mel, The ſooner therefore you make an end of this the 
better. 


$1, I am eaſily perſuaded to follow wy Inclinations, fo, 


Madam, your humble Servant. "TEX. 


Mel. Saucy Thing! 
Enter Lucy. 
Luc. What's the matter, Madam ? 
Mel. Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, how ſhe ſwell d 


upon the Arrival of her Fellow. 


Luc. Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv d to occa- 


| ſon any great Swelling, Madam; 1 don't believe ſhe has ſeen 
bim yet. 


Mel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it—Let me ſee—— [I have 
hold, III go write in 


Luc. An Anſwer to this Letter, I top, Madam. 

Mel. Who ſent it? [ Preſents a Letter, 
Luc. Your Captain, Madam. 

Mel. He's a Fool, and I'm tir'd of him, {end it back uno- 


Luc. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. 
Mel. Then how ſhoud I ſend an Anſwer? Call bim back 


immediately, while I go write. [Exennt. 


The End of the Fiſt ACT. 
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12 The Recruiting Officer. "TIO 


ACT I 
SCENE, An Apartment, 


Enter Jaſtice Ballance and Plume. 
Ball. | Ooke, Captain, give us but Blood for our Money, ani 
you ſhan't want Men. I remember that for ſone 
Years of the laſt War, we had no Blood, no Wounds, butin 
the Officers Mouths ; nothing for our Millions but News- a- 
pers not worth a Reading Our Army did nothing but ply {W 
at Priſon Bars, and hide and ſeek with the Enemy; but noy 
ye have brought us Colours, and Standards, and Priſones - 
 Ad's my Life, Captain, get us but another Marſhal of Fat, WW / 
and I'll go my {elf for a Soldier 1 
Plume. Pray, Mr. Ballance, how does your fair Daughter? ] 
Ball. Ah, Captain! What is my Daughter to a Marſhal ! 
of France? We're upon a nobler Subject, I want to have: 
particular Deſcription of the Battle of Hockfat. 
Plume. The Battel, Sir, was a very pretty Battel as on: 
ſhou d deſire to ſee, but we were all ſo intent upon ViRar, 
that we never minded the Battel; all that I know of the mat- 
ter is, our General commanded us to beat the French, and we 
did ſo; and if he pleaſes but to ſay the word, we Il dot agen; 
But pray, Sir, how does Mrs. Silvia? 
Ball. Still upon Silvia ! For ſhame, Captain, you are ei- 
gag d already, wedded to the War; Victory is your Miſtrch, 
and tis below a Soldier to think of any other. 
: Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs, but as a Friend, Mr. Ja. 
A eee 

Bal. Come, come, Captain, never mince the matter, woul 
not you debauch my Daughter if you cou'd ? 
Plume. How, Sir! I hope ſhe's not to be debauch'd. 

Ball. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in Engl! 
of her Age and Complexion, by a Man of your Youth and 
Vieour. Look e, Captain, once I was young, and once 1 
Officer as you are; and I can gueſs at your Thoughts no, 
by what mine were then; and I remember very well, that! 
wou'd have given one of my Legs to have deluded the Daugi- 7 
ter of an old Country Gentleman, as like me as I was then Wt 
like you. 5 


The Recruiting Officer. 13 


plame. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your Friend 


and BenefaQor ? 
Ball. Not much of that. 
Plume. There the Compariſon breaks, the Favours, Sir, 


that 

Ball. Pho, I hate Speeches; if I have done you any Ser- 
vice, Captain, twas to pleaſe my ſelf, for I love thee ; and 
if 1 could part with my Girl, you ſhou d have her as ſoon as 

any young Fellow I know: But I hope you have more Ho- 
| nour than to quit the Service, and ſhe more Prudence than to 
| follow the Camp; but ſhe's at her own Diſpoſal, ſhe has fif- 
teen hundred Pound in her Pocket, and ſo, Silvia, Silvia. 


Calla. 
Enter Silvia. 
& Sil. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the Poſt from 
Uundon, 1 left them upon the Table in your Cloſet. 
Ball. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. | Preſents 
Plume 0 ber.] Captain, youll excuſe me, III go and read 
my Letters, and wait on you. [ Exit. 
& Fil. Sir, you are welcome to England. 
* Plume.You are indebted to me a Welcome, Madam, ſince the 
E hopes of receiving it from this fair Hand, was the principal 
= Cauſe of my ſceing England. | 
Sil. 1 have often heard that Soldiers were ſincere, ſhall I 
venture to believe publick Report! | 
Plume. You may, when tis back'd by private Inſurance ; 
© for 1 ſwear, Madam, by the Honour of 1ay Profeſſion, that 
EZ whatever Dangers I went upon, it was with the hope of ma- 
king my ſelf more worthy of your Efteem ; and if ever I had 
Thoughts of preſerving my Life, twas for the Pleaſure of dy- 
ing at your Feet. 
© Sil. Well, well, you (ſhall die at my Feet, or where you 
will ; but you know, Sir, there is a certain Will and Jeſta- 


ment to be made before-hand. : 

| Plane, My Will, Madam, is made already, and there it 
In; and if you pleaſe to open that Parchment, which was 
4 © drawn the Evening before the Baitle of Blenheim, you will find 
in 5 Whom ] left my Heir. * | TE 

= Sl, Mrs. Silvia Ballance, [Opens the Mill, and reads.) Well, 


Captain, this is a handſome and a ſubſtantial Complement ; 
but 1 can aſſure you, 1 am much better pleas d with the bare 
= Knowledge of your Intention, than I ſhou'd have been in the 


5 bare left ſomething to your little Boy at the Ca/ie, 


Plum, 


Poſſeſſion of your Legacy: But methinks, Sir, you ſhow'd 
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14 The Recruiting Officer. 
Plume. That's home, [4fide.] My little Boy! Lack-a-day, 
Madam, that alone may convince you twas none of mine, 
why the Girl, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife, and fo the 
poor Creature gave out that 1 was Father, in hopes that my 


Friends might ſupport her in cafe of Neceſſity. That ya 


all, Madam——My Boy! No, no, no. 


: | V»! AO Ny” 
Serv. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill. News from 
London, and deſires to ſpeak with you immediately, and he 
eps 5 Pardon, that he can't wait on him as he 
romis'd. | : 
1 Plume, III News! Heavens avert it, nothing could touch 
me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy Gentleman aff. 
cted: Ill leave you to comfort him, and be aſſur d, that i- 


my Life and Fortune can be any way ſerviceable to the Fa 


ther of my Silvia, he ſhall freely command both. 
Sil. The Neceſſity muſt be very preſſing, that would engage 
me to endanger either, | [ Exeunt ſeveral, 


SCENE, Another Apartment. 


| Enter Ballance and Silvia. 
Sil. Whillt there is Life there is Hopes, Sir; perhaps ny 
Brother may recover. 
Ball. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; Doctor Mi. 
man acquaints me here, that before this comes to my Hand, 


he fears I ſhall have no Son. Poor Oven But the De- 


cree is juſt, I was pleas d with the Death of my Father, be- 
cauſe he left me an Eſtate, and now I am puniſh'd wich 
the Loſs of an Heir to inherit mine; I muſt now look upon 
you as the only Hopes of my Family, and 1 expect that the 
Augmentation of your Fortune will give you freſh Thoughts, 
and new Proſpects. | 
Sil. My Deſire of being punctual in my Obedience, te. 
quires that you would be plain in your Commands, Sir. 
Ball. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole Heireſs to 


my Eſtate, which you know is about twelve hundred Pounds 


a Year : This Fortune gives you a fair Claim to Quality, 
and a Title; you muſt ſet a juſt Value upon your ſelf, and 
in plain terms, think no more of Captain Plume. 
Sil. You have often commended the Gentleman, Sir. 
Ball. And I do ſo (till, he's a very pretty Fellow; but tho 
I 1ik'd him well enough for a bare Son-in-law, 1 don't ap- 


prove of him for an Heir to my Eſtate and Family; fifteen 
Hundred 
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might do the young Fellow a Kindneſs, but, ——ods my Life, 
twelve hundred Pound a Year wou'd ruin him, quite turn 
his Brain: A Captain of Foot worth twelve hundred Pounds 


= 2 Year! 'Tis a Prodigy in Nature: Beſides this, 1 have fire 
or ſix thouſand Pounds in Woods upon my ERate ; Oh! 


That wou d make him Rark mad: For you mutt know, that 
all Captains have a mighty Averſion to Timber, they can't 


of a Builder, by the help of his damn'd Magick Art, tranſ- 
fotm my noble Oaks and Elms intoCorniſhes, Portals, Saſhes, 
Birds, Beaſts and Devile, to adorn ſome magotty, new-faſhio- 
ned Bauble upon the Thames; and then you ſhou'd have a 
Dog of a Gardner bring a Habeas Corpus for my Terra firma; 
remove it to Chelſea, or Twittenhay» , and clap it into Graſs- 
Bats, and Gravel-Walks: "1s 


| Enter a Servant; 5 EE 
Ser, Sir, here's. one with a Letter below for your Worſhip 
but he will deliver it into no hands but your own. 
Bal. Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger. . 
| [Exit with Servant; 
Sil. Make the Diſpute between Love and.Duty and 1 am 
Prince Prettyman exatly,—— If my Brother dies, ah poor 
Brother! If he lives, ah poor Siſter ! Tis bad both ways; Il 
try it again, —— Follow my own Inclinations, and break 
my Father's Heart; or obey his Commands, and break my 
= own; worſe and worſe. Suppoſe I take it thus? A moderate 
Fortune, a pretty Fellow and a Pad; or a fine Eſtate, a Coach 
and fix, and an Aſs ——That will nevet do neither. 
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 _  _ Enter Fuflice Ballance and Servait,, | 
Ba. Put four Horſes into the Coach. [To a Servant, who 
det out.] Ho Silvia! 
Fl. Sir. 


Bal. How old were you when your Mother dy'd = | 
4 Sil. So young, that I don't remember I ever had one; and 
| 


Ju have been ſo careful, ſo indulgent to me ſince, that in- 

ed I-never wanted one... ooo 

a Bal. Have I ever deny you any thing you ask d of me? 
FSi. Never that I remember. 3 

. Then, Silvia, I muſt beg that once in your Life yoti 
Wau d grant me a Favourt. 

. Ni. Why ſbou d you queſtion it, Sir? 
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hundred Pounds indeed I might truſt in his hands, and it 
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endure to ſee Trees ſtanding, Then I ſhon'd have ſome Rogue 
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16 The Recruiting Officer. | 
Ball. 1 don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than command ; 


J don't propoſe this with the Authority of a Parent, but as 
the Advice of your Friend ; that you wou'd take the Coach 


this Moment, and go 1nto the Country, 


Sil. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Contents cf 
the Letter you receiv'd juſt now? : 
Ball. No matter, I will be with you in three or four Days, 


and then give you my Reaſons. —— But before you go, I ex- 


pect you will make me one ſolemn Promiſe. 

Sil. Propoſe the thing, Sir. | 
Ball. That you will never diſpoſe of your ſelf to any Man, 

without my Conſent. | 

Sil. 1 promiſe. : 

Ball. Very well, and to be even with you, I promiſe I re- 
ver will diſpoſe of you without your own Content , and ſo, 
Silvia, the Coach is ready ; farewel. [Leads her to the Door, and 
returns.) Now ſhe's gone, I'll examine the Contents of this 
Letter a little nearer. [Reals 


SIR, 

M7 Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn a Secret from hin, 
that he had from his Friend Captain Plume; and my Friend. 

ſhip, and Relation to your Family, oblige me to give you timely ur 
tice of it : The Captain has diſhonourable Deſigns npon my Cui 
Silvia. Evils of this Nature are more eaſily prevented than amend- 
ed, and that you wou d immediately ſend my Couſin into the Country, 
is the Advice of ö; 

| Sir, your humble Servant, 


MELIND 4. 


Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this Age, they ar 


ten times worſe than they were in my time; had he made my 

Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it like a Gentleman, I ccud 
have almoſt pardon'd it; but to tell Tales beforchand is men- 
ftrous— Hang it, I can fetch down a Woodcock or a Sn'Þ!, 
and why not a Hat and Feather? I have a Caſe of good Pr 
ſtols, and have a good mind to try. 


| Enter Worthy. 
Worthy 2 Your Servant. RS Beg 
Wor. I'm ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of iil News, 
Ball. J apprehend it, Sir, you have heard that my Son 


Onnen is palt Recovery. 


Ver, My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir, 


Ball 
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Ball. He's happy, and I'm ſatisfied: The Strokes of Heaven 
I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr. Worthy, are not ſo 
eaſily ſupported. 

Wor. 1 hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſion of Wrong 
* from any Body. | 
Ball. You know, I ought to be. | 
Wr. You wrong my Honour, Sir, in believing I cou'd 
know any thing to your Prejudice, without reſenung it as 
much as you ſhou'd. | | 

Ball. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in pieces to conceal the 
Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that Plume has a Deſign upon 
Silvia, and that you are privy tot. : N 

Mor. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do my ſelf Juſtice, and endea- 
vour to find out the Author. [Takes up à Bit.] Sir, I know the 
band, and if you refuſe to diſcoyer the Contents, Melinda 
> ſhall tell me. : | | Going. 
Ball. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you already, on- 
ly with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy with Mr. Mor- 
& thy had drawn the Secret from him. 

Mor. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me pick up the 
E pieces of this Letter; twill give me ſuch a Power over her 
Pride to have her own an Intimacy under her hand: "Twas 
the luckieſt Accident! [Gathering up the Letter.] The Aſperſion, 
Fir, was nothing but Malice, the Effect of a little Quarrel be- 
tween her and Mrs, Silvia. - 
Ball. Are you ſure of that, Sir? | 8 
Mr. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of part of the Battel, 
jult now, as ſhe over-heard it. But I hope, Sir, you Daugh= 
ter has ſuffer d nothing upon the Account. 
Ball. No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's ſo afflicted with the News of 
ber Brother's Death, that to avoid Company, the beg d leave 
to be gone into the Country. 
Mr. And is ſhe gone? 
Ball. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo preſſing; the Coach 
Rent from the Door the Minute before you came. 85 
* VWor, So preſſing to be gone, Sir find her Fortune will 
ire her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and then Plume and I 
may laugh at one another. 6 
* Ball. Like enough, Women are as ſubject to pride as we 
me, and why mayn't great Women as well as great Men , 
| forget their old Acquaintance ? — But come, where's this 
| young Fellow? I love him fo well, it would break the Heart 


l of me to think him a Raſcal— — I'm glad my Daughter's 
4 2 fauly off tho. LAſide.] Where does the Captain quar- 
. ere 5 
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18 Te Recruiting Officer. 


Wor, At Horton's ; I am to meet bim there two hours hence, 
and we ſhould be glad of your Company. . 
Bal. Your Pardon, dear Worthy, 1 muſt allow a Day or two 


to the Death of my Son: The Decorum of Mourning is what 
we owe the World, becauſe they pay it to us afterwards, Im 


yours over Bottle, or how you will. 5 
Mr. Sir. I'm your humble Servant. [Excunt ſeveralh, 


| SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Kite, with a Mob in each hand drunk——Kite ſmps. 


Our Prentice Tom may now refuſe, 
' To wipe his ſcoundrel Maſter's Shoes ; 
For now he's * to ſing and play, 
Over the Hills, and far away—— Over, &c. 
[The Mob ſing the Chorus. 
We ſhall lead more happy Lives, 
By getting rid of Brats and Wives, 
That ſcold and brawl both Night and Day; 
Over the Hills and far away—— Over, &c. 


Kite, Hey Boys! Thus we Soldiers live! drink, ſing, dance, 
play: We live, as one ſhou'd ſay—— we live tis im- 
poſſible to tell how we live We are all Princes—— Why 
—— Why , you are a King—— You are an Emperour, aud 
I'm a Prince——now——an't we—— 5 

1ſt Mob. No, Serjeant, I'll be Emperor. 

Kite, No! | 

1ſt Mob. No, Til be a Juſtice of Peace. 

Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, Man! fs 

1{t Mob. Ay, wauns will I; for ſince this Preſſing-Act, they 
are greater than any Emperor under the Sun. 

Kite, Done : You are a Juſtice of Peace, and you are 4 
King, and Iam a Duke, and a rum Duke an't I? 

2d Mob. Ay, but Vil be no King. 

Kite. What then? 

2d Mob. Ill be a Queen. 

Kite, A Queen! 

2d Mob, Ay, Queen of England, that's greater than any 
King of 'em all. 
Kite. Bravely ſaid, faith; Huzza for the Queen. [Huz4:] 
But heark'e, you Mr. juice, and you Mr. Queen, did you 
never ſee the Queen's Picture? | = 
Ab. No, no, ao. 


Vi. 


its 
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Kite. 1 wonder at that; I have two of em ſet in Gold, and 
as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. See here, they are 
ſet in Gold. [Takes two Broad - Pieces out of his Pocket, gives 
1 one to each Mob, 
1ſt Mob. The wonderful Works of Nature! [Looking ar it. 
2d Mob. What's this written about? Here's a Poſie, I be- 
lieve, Ca- ro- lus Whar's that, Serjeant ? 
Kite, O! Carolus! — Why, Carolus is Latin for Queen 
Ann; that's all. £570 5 
2d Mob. Tis a fine thing to be a Scollard —— Serjeant, 
will you part with this? III buy it on you, if it come with- 


1n the compaſs of a Crown. 


Kite. A Crown! never talk of buying; tis the ſame thing 
among Friends, you know; I'll preſent them to ye both: you 
{hall give me as good a thing. Put em up, and remember 


| your old Friend, when I am over the Hills, and far away. 


[They ſing, and put up the Money. 


| Enter Plume ſmging. 
Plume. Over the Hills, and o'er the Main, 
J Flanders, Portugal, or Spain: 
The Queen commands, and well obe), 
Over the Hills, and far away. _ 
Come on my Men of Mirth , away with it, I'll make one a- 
mong ye : Who are theſe hearty Lads ? 
Kite. Off with your Hats; Ounds, off with your Hats: 
This is the Captain, the Captain. 
1ſt Mob. We have ſeen Captains afore now, Mun. 
2d Mob. Ay, and Lieutenant-Captains too; $'fleſh ! III 
keep on my Nab. | 
iſt Mob. And I'fe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Captain in 
England: My Vether's a Freeholder. 32s 
Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant? 
Kite, A couple of honeſt brave Fellows, that are willing to 


| ſerve the Queen: I hate enterain'd em juſt now, as Volun- 
| teers, under your Honour's Command. 


Plame. And good Entertainment they mall have : Volun- 


| teers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men fit to make Sol- 
diers, Captains, Generals. 
1ſt Mob. Wounds, Tummas, what's this! are you liſted ? 


2d Mob. Fleſh ! not I: Are you Cſtar ? 
1ſt Mob. Wounds, not I, 
Kite, What! not liſted | ha, ha, ha; a very good Jeſt, 


7 


T faith. 


itt Aob. Come, Tamm at, we'll go home. 


B b 3 2d Moby 
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2d. Mob. Ay, ay, come. 
Kite. Home! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your ſelves bet. 


ter before your Captain: Dear Tummas, honeſt Coſtar, 
2d. Mob. No, no, we'll be gone. 


Kite. Nav ten, I command you to Ray : I place you both 


Centinels in chis place, for two hours, to watch the Motion of 
St. Mary's Clock, you; and ydti the Motion of St. Chad's: And 
he that dares (tir from his Poſt till he be reizev'd, ſhall bay: 
ny Sword in his Guts the next minute. 

Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant? I'm afraid you are too 
rough with theſe Gentlemen. 2 

Kite. Pm too mild, Sir : They diſobey Command, Sir, and 
one of em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to the other. 

1ſt. Mob. Shot, Tummas ! 

Plume, Come, Gentlemen, what's the mattcr ? 


iſt, Mob. We don't know; the noble Serjeant is pleas ti 


be in a Paſſion, Sir but—— 

Kite, They diſobey Command, they deny their being liſted, 

2d, Mob. Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny it ne- 
ther; that we dare not do, for fear of being ſhot : But wt 
humbly conceive, in a civil way, and begging your Wat 
{ſhip's Pardon, that we may go home. 
Plume. That'seaſily known; have either of you receiv d any 
of the Queen's Money: 

1ſt. 24:b. Not a Braſs Farthing, Sir. | 

Kite. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three and twenty 
Shillings and Six-pence, and 'tis now in their Pockets. 

1ſt. Mob. Wounds, if 1 have a Penny in my Pocket but: 
bent Six-pence; Vil be content to be liſted, and ſhot into tit 
Bargain. 

2d Mob. And J, look ye here, Sir. | 
ft, Mob. Ay, here's my Stock too: Nothing but the Queens 
Picture, that the Serjeant gave me juſt now. | 

Kite, See there, a Broad-piece, three and twenty Shilling 
and Six-pcnce, t'other has the Fellow on't. 

Plume. The caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are four! 
upon you: Thoſe Picces of Gold are worth Three and Twen 
ty and Six-peuce each. 

1ſt. Mob. So it ſeems, that Carolus is Three and Twenty 
Shillings aud Sixpence in Latin. | 

2d. Mcb. Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we are liſted. 

iſt. Mob. Fleſh ! but we a'n't Tummas : I deſire to be cal. 

xy'd before the Mayor, Captain. [Captain and Serjeant wh 


per the uhil! 
Plume. Twill never do, Nie — your damn'd Tricks * 
, Tul 
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min me at laſt 1 won't loſe the Fellows tho”, if I can 
help it——Well, Gentlemen, there muſt be ſome Trick in 
—_ my Serjeant offers to take his Oath that you are fairly 
liſted. | 

iſt. Mob. Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers have 
more Liberty of Conſcience than other Folks; -but for me, or 
Neighbour Co/#ar here, to take fuch an Oath, twou d be down= 
right Perjuration. 3 | 

Plume. Look e, Raſcal, you Villain; if I find that you 
have impos'd upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, T'll trample you 
to death, you Dog — Come, how was't ? 

2d. Mob. Nay then, we'll ſpeak ; your Serjeant, as you 
ſay, is a Rogue, begging your Worſhip's Pardon—and— 

iſt, Moh. Nay, Tummas, let me ſpeak ; you know I can read 


And fo, Sir, he gave us thoſe two Pieces of Money for 


Pictures of the Qucen, by way of a Preſent, 
Plume. How! by way of a Preſent ! The Son of a Whore ! 
Til teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like you! Scoundrel, 


Rogue, Villain! [Beats off the Serjeant, and follows. 
| Mob. O brave noble Captain! Huzza! a brave Captain, 
aith, | | 


1ſt, Mob. Now, Tummas, Carolus is Latin for a Beating : 
This is the braveſt Captain I ever ſaw—— Wounds, I have 
a Months mind to go with him. | 


Enter Plume. 5 

Plume, A Dog, to abuſe two ſuch honeſt Fellows as you. 
——Looke, Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fellow, I come a- 
mong you as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, not as a Kidnapper, 
to ſteal Slaves, | 

itt, Mob. Mind that, Turmmas. 

Plume. I deſire no Man to go with me, but as I went my 
ſelf: I went a Volunteer, as you; or you, may do; for a 
little time carry'd a Muſquet, and now I command a Come 
pany. 

2d. Mob. Mind that, G@ffar : A ſweet Gentleman. 

Plume. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an advantage of 
you; the Queen's Money was in your Pockets, my Serjeant 


Was ready to take his Oath you were liſted; but I ſcorn to do 


a baſe thing, you are both of you at your liberty, | 

_ 1ft, Mob. Thank you, noble Captain — I cod, I can't 

find in my heart to leave him, he talks ſo finely. © 
21. Mob. Ay, Cftar, wou d he always hold in this mind. 
Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more I'll tell you: you te 


| | both young tight Fellows, and the Army is the place to make 


BÞ 4 00 


tie But-End of your Firelock? eh! 
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you Men for eyer : Every Man has his Lot and you have 
yours : What think you now of a Purſe of French Gold out of 
a Monſieur's Pocket, after you have daſh'd out his Brains with 


it Mob. Wauns! Vl have it, Captain — give me a 
Shilling, III follow you to the End of the World. 
2d Mob. Nay, dear Gffar, do na; be advisd. 
Plume. Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas for thee, a; 
Earneſt of what T'il do farther for thee. | 
' 24 Mob, Dona take it, do na dear Coftar. 
. 3 1 4 58 and pulls back his Arm, 
1ſt Mob. I wall—I wull-— Waunds, my Mind gives me, 


, 


and now I am a Gentleman. 

Plume Give me thy Hand, and now you and I will travel 
the World oer, and command it wherever we tread 
Bring your Friend with you, if you can. [ Aſide, 
Iſt Mob. Well, Tummas, mult we part. | 
2d Mob. No, Oftar , I canno leave thee—— Come, Cay- 
tain, Ill c'en go along too; and if you have two honeſter 
fimpler Lads in your Company, than we two been, I'll fay 
A | 
Plume. Here, my Lad. [Gives him Money.] Now you 
Name? | 1 
Iſt Mob. Tummas Appletree. 

Plume. And yours? 

2d Mob. Coſt ar Pairmain, 

Plume. Born where? 

iſt Mob. Both in Herefordſhire, 8 
Plume. Very well; Courage, my Lads ——— Now wel 
ling, Over the Hills and far away. 


that I ſhall be a Captain my ſelfI take your Money, Sir, 


CY 


Conrage, Boys, tis One to Ten, | 
Bat we return all Gentlemen, &c. [Exennt. 


The End of the Second A C I. 


The Recruiting Officer. _—.. 


A AT. . 
SCENE, The Market-Place. 


| Enter Plume and Worthy. 
Mr. Cannot forbear admiring the Equality of our two For- 
tunes: We loy'd two Ladies, they met us half way, 

and juſt as we were upon the point of leaping into their Arms, 
Fortune drops into their Laps, Pride poſſeſſes their Hearts, a 
Maggot fills their Heads, Madneſs takes em by the Tails; they 
ſnort, kick up their Heels, and away they run. 

Plume. And leave us here to mourn upon the Shore— A 
couple of poor melancholy Monſters— What ſhall we do? 

Mor. I have a trick for mine; the Letter, you know, and 
the Fortune- teller. 

Plume. And I have a trick for mine. 

Mor. What is't? 

Plume. Vil never think of her again. 

Wor, No! | | 

Plume. No; I think my ſelf above adminiſtring to the Pride 
of any Woman, were ſhe worth Twelve thouſand a Lear; 
and I han't the Vanity to believe I ſhall ever gain a Lad 
worth Twelve hundred— -- The generous , good-natur'd Sit- 
via, in her Smock, I admire ; but the haughty, ſcornful Sil- 
via, with her Fortune, I deſpiſe What, ſneak out of 
Town, and not ſo much as a Word, a Line, a Complement ! 
—— d death! how far off does ſhe live? I'll go and break her 
Windows. 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha; ay, and the Window-Bars too to come 
at her Come, come, Friend, no more of your rough 
Military Airs. 


"i 


| Enter Kite. : 
Kite. Captain, Sir! look yonder, ſhe's a coming this way: 
tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, little Tit! 
Plume, Now, Worthy, to ſhew you how much am in love; 
— here ſhe comes ; and what is that great Country-Fel- 
low with her ? 
Kite, I cant tell, Sir. 


Enter Roſe , and her Brother Bullock, and Chickens on her 
Arms in a Basket, &c. Lo 
Roſe, Buy Chickens , young and tender, young and tender 
Chickens, | 
"Mi | P lure. 
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Plume. Here, you Chickens ! 
Roſe. Who calls? 
Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 
Roſe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? 
Wor. Ves, Child, we'll both buy. | 
Plume. Nay, Horthy, that's not fair, market for your ſelf— 
Come, Child, I'll buy all you have. 
Roſe, Then all I have 1s at your ſervice. Court ſres, 
Wor. Then 1 muſt ſhift for my ſelf, I find. [Exit 
Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender you ſay. [Chucks her, 
„ under the Chin. 
Roſe. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. 
Plume. Come, I muſt examine your Basket to the bottom, 
my Dear. 3 a 
Roſe. Nay, for that matter, put in your Hand; feel, Sir; 
1 warrant my Ware as good as any in the Market. 
Plume. And Ill buy it all, Child, were it ten times more, 
Roſe. Sir, I can furmſh you. 
Plume. Come then, wewo'n't quarrel about the Price, they're 
fine Birds—— Pray what's your Name, pretty Creature? 
Roſe. Roſe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within three ſhort 
Mile o'the Town; we keep this Market; I ſel! Chickens, Egg, 
and Butter, and my Brother Bullock there ſells Corn. 
Bull. Come, Sifter, haſte, we ſhall be late hoame, 
5 [Whiſtles about the Lage. 
Plume. Kite! [Tips him the wink, he returns it.] Preity 
Mrs. Roſe you have let me ſee——how many ? 
Roſe, A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a Crown. 
Bull. Come, Rugſe, Rauoſe, 1 fold fifty Strake of Barley to day 
in half this time; but you will higgle and higgle for a Penny 
more than the Commodity is worth. 
Roſe. What's that to you, Oaf? I can make as much out oi 
| a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, I'm ſure The 
Gentleman bids fair, and when I meet with a Chapman, 
know how to make the belt of him And ſo, Sir, I ſay, 
for a Crown-Piece, the Bargain's yours, WE 
Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 
Roſe, I can't change your Money, Sir. 7 
Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can——my Lodging 1 
hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change there. [Goes 1, 
| ; ſhe follows him. 
Kite. So, Sir, as 1 was telling you, I have ſeen one of thele 
Huſſars eat up a Ravelin for his Breakfaſt, and afterwatds 
pick d his Teeth with a Palliſado. 


Bal, 


* 
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Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange things; but pray, Sir, 
what is a Ravelin? SY | 
Kite. Why, tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but the Cruſt is 
contounded hard, and the Plumbs are ſomewhat hard of Di- 
eltion, | 
. Bull. Then your Palliſado, pray what may he be? Come, 
Ruoſe, pray ha' done, | 
| * Kite, Your Pallifado is a pretty ſort of Bodkin, about the 
| thickneſs of my Leg. 
; Bull. That's a Fib, I believe. [Afide.] Eh! where's Rao ſe? 
Ruoſe ! Rnoſe ! sfleſh, where's Rugſe gone? 
Kite, She's gone with the Captain. 
| Bull. The Captain ! Wauns, there's no preſſing of Women, 
ure. ö 
Kite. But there is, Sir. | | 
Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Ruoſe, I ſhou'd be run'd— 
Which way went ſhe? O! the Devil take your Rablins and 
Pallſiſadoes. | | (Ext, 
Kite, You ſhall be better acquainted with them, honelt 
Bullock, or J ſhall miſs of my Aim. 


Enter Worthy. e 

Mr. Why, thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nature to 
your Captain; admirable in your way, I find. 

Kite. Yes, Sir, I underſtand my Buſineſs, I will ſay it 
You muſt know, Sir, I was born a Gipſie, and bred among 
that Crew till I was ten Years old, there I learn'd Canting 
and Lying; 1 was bought from my Mother, Cleopatra, by a cer- 
tain Nobleman for three Piſtoles, who liking my Beauty, 
made me his Page; there I learn'd Impudence and Pimping. 
I was turn'd off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking 
my Lady's Rataha ; and turn'd Bailift's Follower, there 1 
learn'd Bullying and Swearing, ' I at laſt got into the Army, 
and there I learn'd Whoring and Drinking So that if 

"_ Worſhip pleaſes to caſt up the whole Sum, viz. Canting, 

y1vg, Impudence, Pimping, Bullying, Swearing, Whoring, 
Drinking, anda Halbard, you will find the Sum Total amount 
to a Recruiting Serjeaut. | 

Mr. And pray, what induc'd you to turn Soldier? 

Kite, Hunger and Ambition, the fears of Starving, and hopes 
of a Truncheon, led me along to a Gentleman, with a fair 
Tongue, and fair Perriwig, who loaded me with Promiſes; 
but egad, it was the lighteſt Load that ever I felt in my Life 
He promis d to advance me, and indeed he did ſo——to a 
Gayet in the Savoy. I ask d bim why he put me in Priſon x 

4 = win) an 2 i 
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he call d me lying Dog, and ſaid I was in Garriſon; and in. 
deed, tis a Garriſon that may hold out till Dooms-day he. 
fore I ſhou'd defire to take it again. But here comes Juſtice 


Ballance. | 
Enter Ballance and Bullock. 
Bal. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? Here's 


poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to me with a Com. 


plaint, that your Captain has preſs d his Siſter ; do you knoy 
any thing of this matter, Worthy ? | 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gone with Plume to 

his Lodging, to fell him ſome Chickens, 

Bal. Is that all? the Fellow's a Fool. | 
Bal. I know that, an pleaſe you; but if your Worſhip 
pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring her before you, for 
fear of the worſt. 

Bal. Thou'rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. 

Kite. J hope lo too. [Afr 

Mor. Haſt thou no more ſenſe, Fellow, than to believe tha 

the Captain can liſt Women. | | 

Bal. I know not whether they liſt them, or what they d 
with them, but, I am ſure, they carry as many Women a 
Men with them out of the Country. 

Bal. But how came you not to go along with your Siſter? 

Bul. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going than 1 do 
of the Day [I ſhall die; but this Gentleman here, not ſuſpe- 
ting any hurt neither, I believe you thought no harm, 
Friend, did you? | | | 

Kite, Lackaday, Sir, not I>—only that, I believe, I (hall 
marry her to morrow. _ | [Af 

Bal. I begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Friend, but what did 
mat Gentleman with you? 

Bal. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a fine Story of a great 
Fight between the Hungarians , I think it was, and the 1h; 
and ſo, Sir, while we were in the heat of the Battel—— the 
Captain carry'd off the Baggage. 


Bal. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your Captain, 


dire him my humble Service, and deſire him to diſcharge the 


Wench, tho' he has liſted her. Eo 
Bul. Ay, and if he ben't free for that, he ſhall have another 
Man in her place. : 
Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my Quarters in- 
fiead of the Captains. [Afide.] [Exeunt Kite and Bullock. 
Bal. We mult get this mad Captain his Complement of 
en, and (end him a packing, elſe hell over-run the Coum 
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Wor. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Daughter's 

Bal. I like him the better; I was juſt ſuch another Fellow 
at his Age: I never ſet my Heart upon any Woman ſo much 
as to make my ſelf uneaſie at the Diſappointment ; but what 
was very ſurprizing both to my ſelf, and Friends, 1 chang d 
oth' ſudden , from the moſt fickle Lover to the moſt conſtant 
Husband in the World. But how goes your Affair with Me- 


linda? 


Wor. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, but I think, 
in this Age, he goes upon Crutches ; or, I fancy Venus had 
been dallying with her Cripple Vulcan when my Amour com- 


menc d, which has made it go on fo lamely ; my Miſtreſs has 


got a Captain too, but ſuch a Captain! As I live, yonder 

he comes. | 

a Bal. Who? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh ! I don't know 
_. 

Wor, But I engage he knows you, and every body at firſt 
ſight ; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were not his Ignorance 
proportionable ; he has the moſt univerſal Acquaintance of 
any Man living, for he won't be alone, and no body will 
keep him company twice; then he's a Ceſar among the Wo- 
men, Veni, Vidi, Vici, that's all. If he has but talk d with 
the Maid, he ſwears he has lain with the Miſtreſs ; but the 
molt ſurprizing part of his Character is his Memory, which 1s 
the moſt prodigious and the moſt trifling in the World. 

Bal. I have met with ſuch Men, and I take this good. for- 
nothing Memory to proceed from a certain contexture of the 
Brain, which is purely adapted to Impertinencies, and there 
they lodge ſecure, the Owner having no thoughts of bis own 


do diſturb them. I have known a Man as perfect as a Chro- 
nologer, as to the Day and Year of moſt important Trauſa- 


ctions, but be altogether ignorant in the Cauſes, or Canſe- 
quences of any one thing of moment ; I have known another 
acquire ſo much by Travel, as to tell you the Names of moſt 
Pew in Europe, with their diſtances of Miles, I.cagues or 
ours, as punctually as a Poſt-Boy; but for any thing cle, 
as ignorant as the Horſe that carries the Mal. = 
Wor. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Traveller's Privi- 
lege of Lying, and even that he abuſcs ; this is the Pictuxe be- 
hold the Life. | „ 


| n 
Enter Brazen, 


Braz: Mr. Worthy, Lam your Servant, and fo forth — 
Hark'e, my Dear, & | 1 i” 15 


— 


nx. 
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and when no Body's by tis fooliſh, | 
Braz. Company! Mort de ma vie! I beg the Gentleman 
Pardon; who is he? OF; SAN 
Mor. Ask him. 5 | 
Brax. So Iwill. My dear, Iam your Servant, and fo forth; 
——your Name, my Dear? 
Ball. Very Laconick, Sir. | | 
Bra. Laconick! A very good Name truly; I have known 
ſeveral of the Laconicks abroad, poor Fack Laconick ! He waz 
kill'd at the Battel of Landen. I remember that he had a blue 
Ribbon in his Hat that very Day, and after he fell, we found 
a picce of Neats Tongue in his Pocket. | 
Ball, Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we them, at 
Landen? | 
Brax. The French attack us! Oons, Sir, are you a Jacobite? 
Ball. Why that Queſtion? | 
Braz. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that the 
French durſt attack us—— No, Sir, we attack'd them on the 
l have reaſon to remember the time, for I had two ana 
twenty Horſes kill'd under me that Day. | 
Wor, Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty hard. 
Ball. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, you rid upon 
half a dozen Horſes at once. oF 
Brax. What do you mean, Gentlemen? I tell you they 


ſtak d to death upon the Enemies Chevaux de Friſe. 
Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name? 
Brax. Brazen, at your Service. 15 
Ball. Oh, Brazen, a very good Name; I have known ſeve- 
ral of the Brazens abroad. f 
Por. Do know Captain Plume, Sir? | 
B, ax. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in Northanp- 
t0n{hire ﬀ——— Honeſt Frank! many, many a dry Bottle 
have we crack d hand to fiſt ; you mult have known his Bro- 
ther Charles that was concern'd in the India Company, he mar- 
ry 'd the Daughter of old Tongue-Pad, the Maſter in Chancery, 
a very pretty Woman, only ſquinted a little; ſhe dy d in 
Child ꝰed of her firſt Child - but the Child ſurviv'd, twas 
a Daighter , but whether twas call'd Margaret or Margery, 
upon my Soul, I can't remember. [ Looking on his Match. ] But, 
Gettlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, a twenty thouſand Pounder 
prexntly, upon the Walk by the Water——Worthy, your Ser- 
vant, Laconick yours. _ | Exit. 
Ball. If you can have ſo mean an Opinion of Melinda, 0 


Wr. Whiſpering , Sir, before Company is not Mannen; 


were kill'd, all torn to pieces by Cannon. Shot, except fix I 


E co gy 
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u be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe ought to give you cauſe 
to be ſo. 3 | 

iy. 1 don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much for gaining 
her ſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival; were there any credit 
to be given to his words, I ſhould believe Melinda had made 
bim this Aſſignation; I muſt go ſee; Sir, you'll pardon me. 

Bal. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of buſineſs —— But what 
have we got here? 9 
8 Enter Roſe ſinging. 

Roſe, And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captains Lady and ride 
ſingle upon a white Horſe with a Star, upon a Velvet Side- 
{addlc; and I (hall go to London, and fee the Tombs, and the 
Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an pleaſe your Worſhip, 1 have 
| often ſeen your Worſhip ride through our Grounds a hunting, 

Begging your Worſhip's Pardon— — Pray, what may this 
| Lace be worth a Yard? 6 [Shewing ſome Lace. 
| Bal, Right Mechlin, by this Light! Where did you get this 
| Lace, Child ? | | 

Roſe. No matter for that, Sir, I came honeltly by it. 

Bal. I queſtion it much. : 

Roſe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turkey-ſhell Snuff-box, and 
fine Mangere, ſee here. [Takes Snuff affectedly.] The Captain 
| learn'd me how to take it With an Air. ” 

Bal. Oho ! the Captain! Now the Murther's out, and fo 
| the Captain taught you to take it with an Air. 
| Roſe. Yes, and give it with an Air too—— Will your Wor- 
ſhip pleaſe to taſt my Snuff? _. + [Offers the Box affeftedly, 
| Bal, Youare a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid. And pray, 
what did you give the Captain for theſe fine things? 
Roſe, He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and two or 
three Sweet-hearts that I have in the Country, they ſhall all 
go with the Captain: O, he's the fineſt Man, and the hum- 
bleſt withal ; wou'd you believe it, Sir, he carry'd me up with 
him to his own Chamber, with as much Familiarity as if I 
had been the beſt Lady in the Land. Re, 24 53 
Bal. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, as can be. 


Enter Plume ſinging. 
Plume. But it is not ſo 
With thoſe that go 
Thro Froſt and Snow, 
Moſt apropo, | | 
My Maid with the MilkinS-pail. 
5 [Takes hold of Roſe. 
Hom, the Juſtice! then I marraign d. condemn d and executed 
4 | als 
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Bal. O, my noble Captain ! Face 1 
ye. And my noble Captain too, Sir. | 
Plume, Sdeath, Child! are you mad? Mr. Ballance, l 
am fo fall of buſineſs about my Recruits, that I han t a mo- 
ment's time to I have juſt now three or four People 
to 
Bal. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you- 
Roſe. And ſo muſt I too, Captain. 
Plume. Any other time, Sir I cannot for my Life! 
Sir = | ES 
Bal. Pray, Sir | ES 
Plame. Twenty thouſand things — I wou'd —— by 
—— now, Sir, pray Devil take me J cannot 
* (t- 5 [Breaks any, 


al. Nay, I'Il follow you. | -[Exi, 
Roſe. And 1 too. [ Exit, 


SCENE, The Walk by the Severn ſide. 


Enter Melinda, and her Maid Lucy. 

Mel. And pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or Pendants, or 
Knots ? or, in what Shape was the Almighty Gold transform, 
that has brib'd you ſo much in his Favour ? 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had was from the 
Captain, and that was only a ſmall piece of Flanders Edging 
for Pinners. | 


Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Preſent from Off- 


cers to their Women, as ſomething elſe is from their Women 
to them. They every Year bring over a Cargo of Lace, to 
> the Queen of her Duty, and her Subjects of their Ho- 
e % | i ; 
Luc. They only barter one ſort of prohibited Goods for 
another, Madam. * | 
Mel. Has any of em been bartering with you, Mrs. Pert, 

that you talk ſo like a Trader? Tt, | 

Luc. Madam, you talk as peeviſhly to me, as if it were my 
fault; the Crime is none of mine, tho' I pretend to excuſe it: 
tho he ſhou'd not fee you this Week, can I help it? But as 
I was ſaying, Madam——tis Friend, Captain Plame, has ſo 
taken him up this two Days. 


Mel. Pſha! wou'd his Friend; the Captain, were ty'd up- 


on his Back; I warrant, he has never been ſober ſince that 
confounded Captain came to Town: The Devil take all 
Officers, I ſay—— they do the Nation more harm by de- 
bauching us at home, than they do good by e f 
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abroad: No ſooner a Captain comes to Town, but all the 
young Fellows flock about him, and we can't keep a Man to 
our ſelves. | | 

Lic. One wou'd imagine, Madam, by your concern for 
= Worthys'Abſence, that you ſhou'd uſe him better when he's 
= with you. | | | | 

Mel. Who told you, pray, that I was concern'd for his Ab- 
= ſence? Im only vex'd that I've had nothing ſaid to me theſe 
= two Days: One may like the Loye, and deſpiſe the Lover, 
l hope; as one may love the Treaſon, and hate the Traytor. 
= O! here comes another Captain, and a Rogue that has the 
confidence to make Love to me; but, indeed, I don't wonder 


at that, when he has the aſſurance to fanſie himſelf a fine 


Gentleman. 
| | RO I Aae. 
Enter Brazen. | 


Braz, Truth to the Touch, faith! [Afide.] Madam, 1 


am your humble Servant, and all that, Madam A fine 
KRiver this ſame Severn Do you love Fiſhing, Madam? 
Mel. Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lovers. 
Brax. III go buy Hooks and Lines preſently ; for you mult 
: mow, Madam, that I have ſerv d in Flanders againſt the 


4 French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, and in Tangier againſt 


the Moors, and I was never ſo much in Love before; and 


ſplit me, Madam, in all the Campaigns I ever made, I have 
not ſeen ſo fine a Woman as your Ladyſhip. | 
E . Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw, I never had ſo fine 


N a Complement ; but you Soldiers are the belt bred Men, that 


ue muſt allow, 2 
Bra. Some of us, Madam But there are Brutes among 
us too, very ſad Brutes ; for my own part, I have always had 
the good luck to prove agreeable— I have had very conſi- 
derable Offers, Madam——1 might have marry'd a German 
Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand Crowns a Year, but her Stove 
diſguſted mie. The Daughter of a Turkiſh Baſhaw fell in 
love with me too, when 1 was Priſoner among the. Infidels ; 
the offer d to rob her Father of his Treaſure, and make her 
Eſcape with me; but I don't know how, my Time was not 
come; Hanging and Marriage, you know, go by Deſtiny ; 
Fate has reſerv d me for a Shropſhire Lady with Twenty thou- 
land Pound—Do you know any ſuch Perſon, Madam ? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb | to be ſure, a great many 
Ladics of that Fortune wou'd be proud of the Name of 
as, Brazen, 8 © 
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Brax. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there are Women of 
very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. - 


Enter Worthy. 

Mel. O! are you there, Gentleman? —— 
we'll walk this way, give me your Hand. 

Brax. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your Ser- 


Come, Captain; 


vice —Mr. Worthy, your Servant, my Hear. Exit, lead- 


A ing Mclinda, 
Wor. Death and Fire, this is not to be born. | 


Enter Plume, 

Plume. No more it is, faith. 

Mor. What? | 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been doubly 
ſerving the Queen raiſing Men, and raiſing the Exciſe 
Recruiting and Elections are rare Friends to the Exciſe. 

Wor. You a'n't drunk. 5 

Plume. No, no, whimſical only; I could be mighty fooliſb, 
and fancy my ſelf mighty witty. Reaſon ſtill keeps its 


Throne, but it nods a little, that's all. 


Wor. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. . 
Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the Pit. 
Wor, There's your Play then, recover me that Veſſel from 


that Tangerine. 


Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is ſhe mann d? 
Wor. By Captain Brazen, that 1 told you of to Day ? ſhe 


is calld the Melinda, a Firſt Rate, I can aſſure you; ſhe 
ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on purpoſe to affront me; but 


according to your Advice I wou'd take no notice, becauſe ! 


 woud ſcem to be above a concern for her Behaviour; but 


have a care of a Quarrel. | 

Plume. No, no, I never quarrel with any thing in my Cups 
but an Oyſter- Wench, or a Cook-Maid ; and if they bent 
&iv1l, 1 knock em down: But heark'e, my Friend, I'll make 
Love, and I muſt make Love. I tell you what, I'll make Love 


like a Platoon. 


Mr. Platoon, how's that? | 
Plume. V'll kneel, ſtoop and ſtand, faith; moſt Ladies arc 

gain d by Platooning. | 
Mor. Here they come; I muſt leave you. Exit. 


Plume. Soh ! now mult I look as ſober, and as demure, as 3 
Whore at a Chriſtning. | 


Enter 


The Recruiting Officer. 1 
Enter Brazen and Melinda. ; 
Brax. Who's that, Madam? 
Mel. A Brother Officer of yours, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 
Brax. Ay! my Dear. [To Plume; 
Plume. My Dear. Run and embrace. 
Brax. My dear Boy, how is't? Your Name, my Dear? 
if I be not miſtaken, J have ſeen your Face. 8 5 
Plume. I never ſaw yours in my Life, my Dear But 
there's a Face well known, as the Sun's that ſhines on all, 
and 1s by all ador'd. NP: 
Brax. Have you any Pretenſions, Sir? 
Plume. Pretenſions! | | 
Brax. That is, Sir, have you ever ſery'd abroad? 
Plume. I have ſerv d at home, Sir, for Ages ſerv'd this cruel 
Fair And that will ſerve the turn, Sir. : 
Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall bring a 
fine ſpot of Work upon my Hands—— Il ſee Worthy yonder—1 
cou'd be content to be Friends with him, wou'd he come this 
way. Hs [Aſides 
Braz, Will you fight for the Lady, Sir ? 
Plume. No, Sir, but I'Il have her notwithſtanding. 


Thou Peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian Plains, 
Envy'd by Nympbs, and wor ſhipp d by the Smains. 


Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 
Plume. Prithee be quiet I ſhall be out— 


Bohold, how humbly does the Severn glide, 
To greet Thee Princeſs of the Severn ſide. 


Brax. Don't mind him, Madam. If he were not fo 
well dreſs'd, I ſhou'd take him for a Poet. — But IIl ſhew 
the difference preſently——Come, Madam,——we'll place 
you between us; and now the longeſt Sword carries her. 


[Drawss 
Mel. ¶ Shrie ling.] 
Enter Worthy. — 
Oh! Mr. Worthy! ſave me from theſe Mad- men. [ Exit. 
; NT with Worthy. - 
Plume. Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow, Sit? and fight 
the bold Raviſher. | N | 
] Brax. No, Sir, you are my Man. 1 . 
Plume. I dont like the Wages, and I wont be your Man. 
Brax. Then you're not worth my Sword, 
7 Plume. No! Pray wbat did it coſt? | 
F Fre; 
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Brax. It coſt me twenty Piſtoles in France, and my Ene: 


mies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 


. * they had a dear bargain. a 


Enter Silvia in Man's Apparel. 

Sil, Save ye, fave ye, Gentlemen. 

Braz, My Dear! I'm yours. 

Plume. Do you know the Gentleman? 

Brax. No, but I will preſently.—Your Name, my Dear? 

Sil, Wilful ; FackWilful, at your Service. 

Brax. Whit the Kentiſh Wilfuls, or thoſe of Staffordſhire ? 

Sil, Both, Sir, both; Tm related to all the Milfuls in Europ 
and I'm Head of the F amily at preſent. | 

Plume, Do you live in this Country, Sir * 8 

Sil, Yes, Sir, I live where I ſtand; I have neither Home, 
Houſe, nor Habitation, beyond this Spot of Ground. 

Brax. What are you, Sir ? 

Sil. A Rake. 

Plume. In the Army, I preſume. 

Sil. No, but J intend to liſt immediately.— 
Gentlemen, he that bids me faireſt, has me. 

Brax. Sir, III prefer you, Ill make you a Corporal this 
minute, 


Plume, Corporal! I'll make you my Companion, you (hall 


Locke. 


_ eat with me. 


Braz, You ſhall drink with me. | 
Plume. You ſhall lie with me, you youn Rane, [Kiſſe.. 
Braz. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty. 

Sil. Then you muſt make me a Field Officer, 

Plume. Pho,pho! I'll do more than all this; III make you 
a Corporal, and giveyou a Brevet for Serjeant. 

Braz, Can you read and write, Sir ? 

Sil. Yes. 

Brax. Thea your buſineſs is done. III make you Chap- 
lain to the Regiment. 

Sil. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at a loſs to chule; 
there is one Plume, that I hear much commended, in Town ; 
Fray, which of you is Captain Plume? 

Plume. J am Captain Plume. 

Brax. No, no, Im Captain Plume. 

Sil. Hey Day [ | 

Plume. Captain Plume! Lm your Servant, my Dear. 

Brax. Captain Brazen! I am ours ile Fellow dares 
not fight, 


Enter. 
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Enter Kite. 
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Kite. Sir if you pleaſe [Goes to whiſper Plume. 
Plume. No, no, there's your Captain. Captain Plume, 
= your Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he miſtakes me for you. 
Brax. He's an incorrigible Sot. Here, my Hector of 
Holborn, forty Shillings for you. | 
Plume. | forbid the Banes. Look e, Friend, you ſhall 
liſt with Captain Brazen. | 

Sl. 1 will ſee Captain Brazen bang'd firſt; 1 will iſt with 
Captain Plume, Jam a Free-born Engliſh Man, and will be 
a Slave my own way—Look'e, Sir, will you ſtand by me? 

[To Brazen. 


Brax. I warrant you, my Lad. © 
Sil, Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, [To Plume. ] that 
you are an ignorant, pretending, impudent Coxcomb. 
Brax. Ay, ay, a ſad Dog. 
ah A very ſad Dog; give me the Money, noble Captain 
Plume. | 
Plume. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazen * 
Sil, I won't. | : 
Brax. Never mind him, Child, I'll end the Diſpute pre- 
ſfently———Heark'e, my dear. 2 no 
[Takes Plume to one ſile of the Stage, and entertains 
him in dumb Show. ; 
Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, I am his 
Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. 
Sil. What! You are Serjeant Kite. 
Kite. At your Service, - = 
Sil. Then I wou'd not take your Oath for a Farthing. 
Kite. A very underſtanding Youth of his Age! Pray, Sir, 
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let me look full in your Face? 


Sil. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face. | 
Kite. The very Image of my Brother; two Bullets of the 
ſame Caliver were never ſo like: Sure it mult be Charles, 
Carles. | ; 
Sil. What d'ye mean by Charles? e 5 55 
Kite. The Voice too, only a little Variation in Efa # flat: 
My dear Brother, for I muſt call you fo, if you ſhou d have 
the Fortune to enter into the nioſt noble Society of the Sword, 

I beſpeak you for a Comrade. ; g 
Sil. No, Sir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, if any Bodys. 
Kite. Ambition there again! Tis a noble Paſſion for a Sol- 

dier; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. Ambition! 1 
| feea Commiſſion in his Face already: Pray, noble Captain, 
give me leave to ſalute you, [Offers to iſs her. 
| | Cc 3 Sl, 
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Sil. What, Men kiſs one another. 

Kite. We Officers do: tis our way; we live together like 
Man and Wife, always either kiſſing or fighting :——Bat I 
ſee a Storm a coming. 7D 

Sil. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your Captain by 
your knocking down the other. 

Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. 

Brax. How dare you contend for any thing, and not dare 

to draw your Sword? But you are a young Fellow, and have 


not been much abroad; I excuſe that, but prithee reſign the 


Man, prithee do; you are a very honeſt Fellow. 
Plume. You lye ; and you are a Son of a Whore. 
| | [Draws and makes up to Brazen, 
Brax. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for the Lady? 
N I Ketiring. 


Plume. I always do — But for a Man El fight Knee deep, 


Jo you lye again. [Plume and Brazen fight a Traverſe or tw 


about the _ Silvia draws, who is held by Kite, who ſounds u 
1 


Arms with his Mouth; takes Silvia in his Arms, and carries her 
off the Stage. N 


Brax. Hold, where's the Man? 

Plume. Gone. | | 
Brax. Then what do we fight for? [Puts up.] Now lets 
embrace, my Dear. 


Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. [Putting up.] | 


ſuppoſe Kite has lifted him by this time. Embraces, 


Brax. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with a Man 
before I make him my Friend; and if once I find he will 
fight, I never quarrel with him afterwards.— And now II 
tell you a Secict, my dear Friend, That Lady we frighted 
out of the Walk juſt now I found in Bed this Morning—S0 
beautiful, ſo inviting—lT preſently lock d the Door but I am 
a Man of Honour—But 1 believe I ſhall marry her neverthe- 
leſs—Her twenty thouſand Pound, you know, will be a pret- 
ty e had an Aſſignation with her here, but 
your coming ſpoil'd my Sport. Curſe you, my Dear, but 


don't do fo agen 
Plume. No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at preſent. 
F  [Exemt, 


Tie End of the Third ACT. 
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"ROT; I: 
SCENE, The Walk continues. 


Enter Roſe and Bullock meetin 


always out of the way in the time of Preferment. 
Buͤsal. Preferment! who ſhou'd prefer me? th 
Roſe. I wou'd prefer you ! who ſhou'd 27 a Man but a 
Woman ? Come, throw away that great C 
Head, cock your Hat, and look big. 7s 
Bol. Ah Raoſe, Ruoſe, 1 fear ſome body will look big ſoon- 
er than Folk think of: This genteel Breeding never comes in- 
to the Country without a Train of Followers. Here has 
been Cartwheel your Sweetheart, what will become of him? 
Roſe. Look'e, I'm a great Woman, and will provide for my 
Relations:. I told the Captain how finely he play'd upon 
I and Pipe, fo he has ſet him down for Drum- 
ajor. 
Bal. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Place for me? 
you know 1 always lov'd to be a drumming, if it were but 
on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. | 


Enter Silvia. 


Sil. Had 1 but a Commiſſion in my Pocket, I fancy my 


Breeches wou d become me as well as any ranting Fellow of 
em all; for 1 take a bold Step, a rakiſh Toſs, a ſmart Cock, 
and an impudent Air to be the principal Ingredients 1n the 
Compoſition of a Captain. What's here: Roſe ! my Nurſes 
Daughter !—— I'll go and practiſe. —— Come, Child, kiſs 
me at once, [Kiſſes Roſe.] and her Brother too Well 
honeſt Dungfork, do you know the difference between a Horſe 
and a Cart, and a Cart Horſe, eh? : 
Bul. J preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, by your 
| Cloaths and your Courage. 8 
Sil. Suppole I were, wou d you be contented to liſt, Friend? 
Roſe. No, no, tho your Worſhip be a handſome Man, 
there be others as fine as you, my Brother is engag d to Cap- 
* W nn f 3 * 
il. Plume! Do you know Captain Plume 3 
Roſe. Ves, I do 5 and he knows me. He took the Rib- 
bands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put em into my Snges. 
SEES 51 > 


Roſe. W Here have you been, you tat Booby? ou are 


lub, hold up your 
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See there I can aſſure you, that I can do any thing with 
the Captain. | | 

Bal, That is, in a modeſt way, Sir. Have a care what 
you ſay, Ruoſe, don't ſhame your Parentage. 

Roſe, Nay, for that matter, I am not fo ſimple as to ſay 
that I can do any thing with the Captain, but what I may 
do with any body elſe. | 

Sil. $0!—— And pray what do you expect from this Cap - 
tain, Child ? a X | 
EKRoſe. J expect, Sir, I expect But he order d me 

to tell no body. But ſuppoſe that he ſhould promiſe to 
mary me ? 5 e 

Sil. You ſhou'd have a care, my dear, Men will promiſe 
any thing before-hand. : 

Roſe 1 know that, but he promis'd to marry me after- 
Wards. b 

Baul. Wouns, Roſe, what have you ſaid? 

Sil. Afterwards! After what? | 

Roſe. After J had fold my Chickens —— I hope there's no 

harm 1n that. 9 5 


Enter Plume. 


Plume. What, Mr. Milful fo cloſe with my Market Wo- 
man! 

Sil. TI try if he loves her. [Aſide.] Cloſe, Sir, ay, and 

cloſer yet, Sir. Come, my pretty Maid, you and 1 will 

. Withdraw a little. | | 

Plume. No, no, Friend, I han't done with her yet. 

Sil. Nor have I begun with her, ſo I have as good Right as 
you have. . | 
Plume. Thou art a bloody impudent Fellow. 

Sil. Sir, I wou'd qualifie my jelf for the Service. 

Plume. Haſt thou really a mind to the Service? 

Sil. Yes, Sir: So let her 20, 

Roſe. Pray, Gentlemen, don't be ſo violent. 

Plume, Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choice— Will 
you belong to me or to that Gentleman? 

Roſe. Let me conſider, you're both very handſome. 

"£1 2 Now the natural Unconſtancy of her Sex begins to 
Work. . „ FRET 

*» Roſe, Pray, Sir, what will you give me? 

Bul. Don't be angry, Sir, that my Siſter ſhould be Merce- 
nary, for ſhe's but young. „ 
Sil. Give thee, Child !——PT'II ſet thee above Scandal; you 
ſhall have a Coach with fix before and ſix behind, an Equi- 

. 888 | page 
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| page to make Vice faſhionable, and put Vertue out of Coun- 

tenance. | * 
Plume. Pho, that's eaſily done; I'll do more for thee, 
Child, I'll buy you a Furbeloe Scarf, and give you a Ticket 
to ſee a Play. | | ME: F-; 

Bal. A Play! Wauns, Roſe, take the Ticket, and let's ſee 

the Show. | . 

Sil. Look'e, Captain, if you won't reſign, U11 go lift with 

Captain Brazen this Minute. 


Plume. Will you liſt with me if I give up my Title? 
Sil, 1 will. 


Plume. Take her: Vil change a Woman for a Man at any 
time. | 
Roſe. J have heard before, indeed, that you Captains us d 
to ſell your Men. | 
Bull. Pray, Captain, do not ſend Ruoſe to the Weſt Indies, 
Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Weſt-Indies ! No, no, my honeſt Lad, give 
me thy Hand; nor you nor ſhe ſhall move a ſtep farther than 
I do—— This Gentleman 1s one of us, and will be kind to 
you, Mrs. Roſe. RENT i: 


* Roſe. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the Captain 
wou'd? 1 

Sil. I can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Circumſtances 
are not ſo good as the Captains; but Fl take care of you, 
upon my word. | 3 

Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take care of her; ſhe ſhall live 
like a Princeſs, and her Brother here (hall be What 
vou d you be? 5 
e O! Sir! If you had not promis d the Place of Drum- 

ajor—— 291 | 

Plame. Ay, that is promis'd —— But what think you of 
Barrack-Maſter? You are a Perſon of Underſtanding, and 
Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be. —— But what's become of this 
ſame Cartwheel you told me of, my Dear? | 

Roſe. We'll go fetch him.—— Come, Brother Barrack-Ma- 
ſte We ſhall find you at home, noble Captain? 

| [ Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 
i Plume. Yes, yes; and now, Sir, here are your forty Shil- 
ings. 

Sil. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting Money; if Ido 
ſerve, tis purely for Love—— of that Wench, I mean.—— 
For you muſt know, - that among my other Sallies, I have 
ſpent the belt part of my Fortune in ſearch of a Maid, and 
cou'd never find one hitherto ; ſo you may be aſſur'd I'd fell 
my Freedom under a leſs Purchaſe than I did my Eſtate, 


—80 
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—— So before I liſt, I muſt bs: certify'd that this Girl is 3 
Virgin. | 3 

Plume. Mr. Wilfal, I can't tell you how you can be certifyd 
in that Point till you try; but upon my Honour ſhe may he 
a Veſtal for ought that I know to the contrary.— I gain d 
her Heart indeed by ſome trifling Preſents and Promiſes, and 


knowing that the beſt Security for a Woman's Soul is her By. 
dy, I wou'd have made my ſelf Maſter of that too, had not 


the Jealouſie of my impertinent Landlady interpos'd, 

Sil. So you only want an opportunity for accompliſhing 
your Deſigns upon her, | e 

Plume. Not at all, I have already gain d my Ends, which 
were only the dfawing in one or two of her Followers. The 
Women, you know, are the Loadſtones every where; gain 
the Wives, and you are careſs' d by the Husbands , pleaſe the 
Miſtreſs, and you are valu'd by the Gallants ; ſecure an Inte. 
reſt with the fineſt Women at Court, and you procure the a. 
vour of the greateſt Men—— So kiſs the prettieſt Country 
Wenches, and you are ſure of liſting the luſtieſt Fellows. Some 
People may call this Artifice , but I term it Stratagem , finc: 
it is ſo main a part of the Service. Beſides, the Fatigue of 
Recruiting is ſo intolerable , that unleſs we cou'd make our 
ſelves ſome Pleaſure amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man wou'd 
be able to bear it. OO. | 

Sil. Well, Sir, I am fatisfy'd as to the Point in Debate; 
but now let me beg you to lay aſide your Recruiting Airs, put 
on the Man of Honour, and tell me plainly what Ulape 1 
muſt expect when I am under your Command? 

Plume. You muſt know, in the firſt place, then, that That: 


to have Gentlemen in my Company; for they are always 


troubleſome and expenſive, ſometimes dangerous; and tis a 
conſtant Maxim amongſt us, that thoſe who know the leaf, 
obey the beſt. Notwithſtanding all this, I find ſomething ſo 
agrceable about you, that engages me to court your Compa-, 


ny; and I can't tell how it is, but I ſhou'd be uneaſie to kt 


you under the Command of any body elſe —— Your Ulae: 
will chiefly depend upon your Behaviour; only this you mu 
expect, that if you commit a ſmall Fault, I will excuſe it, i 


a great one, I'll diſcharge you; for ſomething tells me, I ſhall 


not be able to puniſh you. 

Sil. And ſomething tells me, that if you do diſcharge me, 
"twill be the greateſt Puniſhment you can inflict; for wet 
we this moment to go upon the greateſt Dangers in your Pro- 


feſſion, they wou d be lefs terrible to me, than to Ray behind 
| | yol 
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you——And now your hand, this liſts me And now you 
are my Captain. 3 5 

Plume. Vour · Friend. [Kiſſes her.] Sdeath! There's ſome- 
thing in this Fellow that charms me. 1. 

Sil. One Favour 1 muſt beg This Affair will make ſome 
noiſe, and L have ſome Friends that wou d cenſure my Con- 
duct, if I threw my ſelf into the Circumſtance of a private 
Centinel of my own Head I mult therefore take care to 
be impreſt by the Act of Parliament, you ſhall leave that 
to me. 

Plume. What you pleaſe as to that Will you lodge 
at my Quarters in the mean time? You ſhall have part of 
my Bed. | N 

Nil, O fye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd not you 
rather lie with a common Woman? - 

Plume. No, faith , I'm not that Rake that the World ima- 
gines ; I have got an Air of Freedom, which People miſtake 
for Lewdneſs in me, as they miſtake Formality in others for 
Religion — The World is all a Cheat; only I take mine, which 
is undeſign'd, to be more enable than theirs which is hypo- 
| critical, 1 hurt no body my ſelf, and they abuſe all 

Mankind Will you lie W. me? =» 

Sil. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe ; ſhe's to be my Bed- 
fellow, you know. . 1 
Plume. 1 had forgot: pray be kind to her. a 

N ; 1 [Excunt ſeverally. 


Enter Melinda and Lucy. 


Mel, Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for a Woman 
to want a Confident: We are ſo weak, that we can do no- 
thing without Aſſiſtance, and then a Secret racks us worſe 
than the Collick——1I am at this minute fo ſick of a Secret, 
that Im ready to faint away — Help me, Luq;. 

Luc. Bleſs me, Madam! What's the matter? 

Mel, Vapours only, I begin to recover If Silvia were 
in Town I could heartily forgive her Faults for the Eaſe of 


. 


diſcovering my own. | 
Luc. You're thoughtful, Madam; am not I worthy to know 
the Cauſe ? = 
. Mel. You are a Servant, and a Secret may make you 
ucy. 
Luc. Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without a Cauſe, 
Madam, | 5 | 
Ael. Cauſe, or not Cauſe , I muſt not loſe the Pleaſure of 
chiding when I pleaſe ; Women mult diſcharge their 1 on | 
| Ome- 


N 
lt 
| 
| 
k 
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ſomewhere, and before we get Husbands our Servants muſt 


expect to bear with em. 


Luc. Then, Madam, you had better raiſe me to a Degree 


above a Servant: You know my Family, and that 500. 


would ſet me upon the foot of a Gentlewoman, and make 
me worthy the Confidence of any Lady in the Land; beſide, 


Madam, twill extremely encourage me in the great Deſign] 
now have in hand. 


Mel. I don't find that your Deſign can be of any great 
Advantage to you: Twill pleaſe me, indeed, in the Humour 
I have of being reveng d on the Fool for his Vanity of ma- 


king Love to me, fo 1 don't much care if I do promiſe cu 


five hundred Pound upon my Day of Marriage. 

Luc. That is the way, Madam, to make me diligent in the 
Vocation of a Confident, which I think 1s generally to bring 
People together. 

Me. O Lucy ! I can hold my Secret no longer: You muſt 
know, that hearing of the famous Fortune: teller in Town, | 
went diſguis d to ſatisfy a Curioſity, which has coſt me dear: 


That Fellow 1s certainly the Deg or one of his Boſlom-Fa- 
vourites, be has told me the moſtſu 


4 rprizing things of my paſt 
Lite—— * FT 

Tuc. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon'd ſurpri- 
zing, becauſe we know them already. Did he tell you any 


thing ſurprizing that was to come? 


Sq One thing very ſurprizing; he ſaid 1 ſhould die 2 
aid ! . 
Luc. Die a Maid! Come into the World for nothing 
Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, it might come to 
Paſs ; for the bare Thought on't might kill one in four and 


twenty Hours- And did you ask him any Queſtion WM 


about me? | 

Mel. You ! Why, I paſs'd for you. 

Luc. So tis I that am to die a Maid But the Devil was 
a Liar from the beginning, he can't make me die a Maid 
I have put it out of bis Power already. 

Mel. ] do but jeſt, I wou d have paſs d for you, and calld 
my ſelf Lucy; but he preſently told me my Name, my Qua- 
lity, my Fortune, and gave me the whole Hittory of my 
Life—— He told me of a Lover I had in this Country, and 
deſcrib'd Worthy exactly, but in nothing ſo well as in his pre- 
{ent Indifference——T fled to him for Refuge here to day, he 


never ſo much as encourag d me in my fright, but coldly told 


me, that he was ſorry for the Accident, becauſe it might give 
the Town cauſe to cenſure my Conduct, excus d his not walt. 


4 8 
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ing on me home, made me a careleſs Bow, and walk'd off: 
Sdeath ! I cou'd have ſtab d him, or my ſelf, twas the ſame 
thing——Yonder he comes will fo ute him! 

Lac. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the Fortune- teller 


told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times go, it is not impoſ- 
ſible for a Woman to die a Maid. | | 


Enter Worthy. 
Mel. No matter. 


Mor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ſtrike while the Iron is 
hot You have a great deal of Courage, Madam, to ven- 


| ture into the Walks where you were fo lately frighten'd. 


Mel. And you have a quantity of Impudence to appear be- 


fore me, that you have ſo lately affronted. 


Mer. J had no deſign to affront you, nor appear before you 
either, Madam : I left you here, becauſe 1 had buſineſs in 


another Place, and came hither, thinking to meet another 


Mel. Since you find your ſelf diſappointed, I hope you'll 
withdraw to another part of the Wal. 
Mr. The Walk is broad enough for us both. [They walk by 


| one another, he with his Hat cockd, ſhe fretting and tearing her 
Fan.] Will you pleaſe to take Snuff, Madam? [ He offers her 


his Bo, ſhe ſtrikes it out of his Hand; while he is gathering it up, 


| Brazen takes her round the Waſte, ſhe cuffs him. 


Enter Brazen 
Brax. What, here before me, my Dear! 
Mel. What means this Inſolence. : 
Luc. Are you mad? Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy ? [ To Brazen. 
Brax. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind Worthy ! odſo! well 
tun'd—— My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers ends 


| Madam, I ask your Pardon, tis our way abroad— Mr. Wor- 
+ thy, you are the happy Man. 


Wor. I don't envy your Happineſs very much, if the Lady 


| can afford no other ſort of Favours but what the has beftowed 
upon you. a 


Mel. IJ am ſorry the Favour miſcarry'd, for it was deſign'd 


| for you, Mr. Worthy ; and be aſſur'd, lis the lait and only Fa- 


vour you muſt expect at my Hands Captain, 1 ask your 
Pardon—— Exit with Lucy. 
Brax. I grant it——— You ſee, Mr. Worthy, twas only a 


Random-ſhot, it might have taken of your Head'as well as 
mine: Courage, my Dear, 'tis the Fortune of War ; - but the 
Enemy bas thought fit to withdraw, I think, | * 

| vr. 


— The Recruiting Officer. 


Wor. Withdraw ! Oons, Sir! what d'ye mean by with- 
draw * | 
Brax. III ſhew you. LExi. 

| | Wor. She's loſt, 1rrecoverably loſt, and Plame's Advice has 
rumd me: Sdeath! why ſhould J, that knew her haughty 
| Spirit, be rul'd by a Man that's a Stranger to her Pride ? 
| Enter Plume. | 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal: Don't frown ſo, Man; 
ſhe's your own, I tell you; I ſaw the Fury of her Love inthe | 
| Extremity of her Paſſion : The wild neſs of her Anger is a 
| . certain ſign that ſhe loves you to Madneſs. That Rogue Ki: 
began the Battle with abundance of Conduct, and will bring 
you off victorious, my Lite on't ; he plays his part admirably, 
ſhe's to be with him again preſently. | 

Mr. But what cou'd be the meaning of Brazen's Familia: 
rity with her? : | 

Plume, You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw Con- 
| ſequences from the Actions of Fools: There's. no arguing by 
| the Rule of Reaſon upon a Science without Principles, and 
| ſiuch is their Conduct Wbim, unaccountable Whim hut 
| ries em on like a Man drunk with Brandy before Ten a Clock 
| in the Morning But we loſe our Sport Kite has 
open'd above an hour ago, let's away. [Exeunt, 


| SCENE, A Chamber; a Table with Books and Globes. 


Kite diſguis'd in a ftrange Habit, ſitting at a Table. 

Kite. f Riſmg.] By the Poſition of the Heavens, gain'd from 
my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial Globes, I find that Lun 
| was a Tyde-waiter, Sol a Surveyor, Mercury a Thief, Ven 
| a Whore, Saturn an Alderman, Fupiter a Rake, and Maria 
| 


Serjeant of Granadeers; and this is the Syſtem of Kite the 
Conjurer. | 

| Enter Plume and Worthy. 
| Plume. Well, what Succeſs ? | - 
| Kite. I have ſent away a Shoomaker and a Taylor already; MW + 
| ones to be a Captain of Marines, and the other a Major of 
| Dragoons I am to manage them at Night Have 
you ſeen the Lady, Mr. Worthy 2 


| Mor. Ay, but it won't do 


Have you ſhew'd her het 
Name, that I tore off from the bottom of the Letter? 


| Kite. No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. 
| Plume. What Letter, | . 


2 . 


7. 


| for my Shilling, or III have my Money again. 
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Mr. One that I wou'd not let you ſee, for fear that you 
ſhou'd break Windows in good earneſt. [Knocking at the Door. 
Kite, Officers to your Poſts. [Exeunt Plume and Worthy. 


| Mind the Door. [Servant opens the Door, 


Enter a Smith. 
Smith. Well, Maſter, are you the Cunning Man? 
Kite. 1 am the Learned Copernicus, 
Smith, Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor Man, and I can't af- 


| ford above a Shilling for my Fortune. 


Kite, Perhaps that is more than tis worth. 
Smith. Look'e, Doctor, let me have ſomething that's good 


Kite, If there be Faith in the Stars, you ſhall have your 


| Shilling forty fold Your Hand, Country-man, yorfre by 


Trade a Smith. 
Sith, How the Devil ſhou'd you know that ? 


| Kite, Becauſe the Devil and you are Brother-Tradeſmen— 
| You were born under Forceps. 


Smith. Forceps, what's that ? 85 
Kite, One of the Signs : There's Leo, Sagittarius, Forceps, 


| Furns, Dixmude, Namur, Bruſſels, Charleroy, and fo forth 
Twelve of em Let me ſec—— Did you ever make any 


Bombs or Cannon-Bullets ? 

Smith, Not I. | | : 

Kite, You either have or will The Stars have decreed, 
that you ſhall be I muſt have more Money, Sir, — |, 


| Your Fortune's great. 


Smith. Faith, Doctor, I have no more. 


Kite, O Sir, III truſt you, and take it out of your Arrears. 
Smith. Arrears! what Arrears? 


Kite. The five bundred Pound that's owing to you from 


| the Government: 


Smith. Owing me! | | 
Kite, Owing you, Sir——— Let me ſee your t other Hand, 


11 beg your Pardon, it will be owing to you : And the 


Rogue of an Agent will demand Fifty per Cent. for a Fort- 
night's Advance. 


Smith. Im in the Clouds, Doctor, all this while. 
Kite. Sir, I am above em, among the Stars In two 
Years, three Months and two Hours, you will be made Cap- 


| tain of the Forges to the Grand Train of Artillery, and will 
| have ten Shillings a Day, and two Servant is the De- 


cree of the Stars, and of the fix d Stars, that are as immove- 


able as your Anvil Strike, Sir, while the Iron is hot 


Fly, Sir, be gone. 2 
Slg. 
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- Smith, What! what wou d you have me do, Doctor? I wiſh 
the Stars wou d put me in a way for this fine Place. 

Kite. The Stars do let me ſee———ay, about an Hour 
hence walk careleſly into the Market- place, and you'll ſee a 
tall, {lender Gentleman, cheapning a Penny worth of Apples, 
with a Cane hanging upon his Button—— This Gentleman 


will ask you what's a Clock—— He's your Man, and the 


Maker of your Fortune—— Follow him, follow him 

And now go home, and take leave of your Wife and Chil- 

dren; an Hour hence exactly is your time. | 
Smith. A tall ſlender Gentleman, you ſay, with a Care! 


Pray, what fort of Head has the Cane? 


Kite. An Amber Head, with a black Ribband. 


Sith, And pray, of what Employment is the Gentleman? 


Kite. Let me ſee, he's either a Collector of the Exciſe, or a 
Plenipotefitrary, or a Captain of Granadeers—— 1 cant tell 
exactly which—— but he Il call you honeſt—— your Name 
13—— 

Smith. Thomas. | 

Kite. He'll call you honeſt Tom. = 

Smith. But how the Devil ſhou'd he know my Name? 

Kite, O there are ſeveral ſorts of Towws—— Tom o Lincoln, 
Tom-tit, Tom Tell-troth, Tom a Bedlam, and Tom Fool— he 
gone An Hour hence preciſely. [Knocking at the Dur. 

Smith. You ſay, he'll ask me what's a Clock ? = 

Kite. Moſt certainly——— And you'll anſwer you dont 
know——And be ſure you look at St. Marys Dial; for the 
Sun won't ſhine, and if it ſhou'd, you won't be able to til! 
the Figures. ; 

Smith. Iwill, 1 will. 5 Ew 

Plume. Well done, Conjurer, go on and proſper. [Behind, 

Kite, As you were. 5 


Enter à Butcher. 
What my old Friend Pluck the Butcher ! — I offer d the 


| ſurly Bull-dog five Guineas this Morning, and he refus'd i. 


[ Aſide 
But. So, Mr. Conjurer, here's Half a Crown—— And nov 
you mult underſtand | 
Kite. Hold, Friend, I know your buſineſs beforehand 
But. You're devilifh cunning then, for 1 don't well know 
it my ſelf. . 25 | 


Kite. J know more than you, Friend, 


You have 4 


fooliſh Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more than the Man 


in the Moon: I tell you, the Man in the Moon knows aus 
e thau 


le 
111 


a Surgeon. | 


than all the Men under the Sun: Don't the Moon ſee all the 
W/ Ene 
But. All the World ſee the Moon, I muſt confeſs. 
Kite. Then ſhe muſt ſee all the World, that's certain 
Give me your Hand ou're by Trade, either a Butcher or 


inn inn tongs 

Kite. And a Surgeon you will be, the Employments differ 
only in the Name He that can cut up an Ox, may diſ- 
ſect a Man; and the ſame Dexterity that cracks a Marrow- 
bone, will cut off a Leg or an Arm. 

But. What d'ye mean, Doctor, what d'ye mean? 

Kite. Patience, patience, Mr. Surgeon General; the Starg 
are great Bodies, and move (lowly. _ . 

But, But what d ye mean by Surgeon General, Doctor? 

Kite, Nay, Sir, if your Worſhip won't have Patience, I 
mult beg the Favour of your Worſhip's Abſence. — 

But. My Worſhip! my Worſhip! but why my Worſhip? 

Kite. Nay then, I have done, 

But, Pray, Doctor 0 „ 
Vite. Fire and Fury, Sir! ¶Riſes in 4 paſſion.] Do you think 
the Stars will be hurry'd? Do the Stars owe you any Money, 
Sir, that you dare to dun their Lordſhips at this Rate? 


dir, I am Porter to the Stars, and I am order d to let no Dun | 


come near their Doors. 355 8 
But. Dear Doctor, I never had any dealing with the Stars, 
they don't owe me a Penny — But ſince you are their Por- 


x 1 9 5 


ter, pleaſe to accept of this Half Crown to drink their Healths, 


and don't be angry. | 
Kite. Let me ſee your Hand then once more Here has 
been Gold——Fiye Guineas, my Friend, in this very Hand 
this Morning. | oth 
But. Nay, then he is the Devil——Pray, Doctor, were you 
born of a Woman? or, did you come into the World of your: 
own Headꝰ | . 
Kite. That's a Secret. This Gold was offer d you by a 
proper handſome Man, call'd Ham, or Buzzard, or 
But. Kite you mean. | 
Kite, Ay, ay, Kite. 


| But, As arrant a Rogue as ever carry d a Halbard. The 
impudent Raſcal would have decoy d me for a Soldier. 


Kite. A Soldier! a Man of your Subſtance for a Soldier; 
Your Mother has an hundred Pound in bard Money, lying 


at this minute in the Hands of a Mercer, not forty Yards from 


Dd Vn. 
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But. Oons! and fo ſhe has, but very few know ſo much, 
Kite, I know it, and that Rogue, what's his Name, Kit 
knew it, and offer d you five Guineas to liſt, becauſe he knew 
your poor Mother wou'd give the Hundred for your Dif- 


charge. 
But. There's a Dog now fleſh, Doctor, IL'II give. 


you d other Half- Crown, and tell me that this ſame Kite will 


be hang d. 
Kite. He's in as much danger as any Man in the County 
of Salop. 5 ö | 

But. There's your Fee 
geon General all this while. 7 - 2a 

Kite. You put the Stars in a Paſſion. [Looks on his Book) 
But now they are pacify'd agen — Let me fee, did you 
never cut oft a Man's Leg? | 1 

But. No. ; 

Kite. Recollect, pray. 

But. I ſay, no. bo 1 5 

Kite. That's ſtrange, wonderful ſtrange; but nothing 1s 
ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful changes have I ſeen 
The Second, or Third, ay, the Third Campaign that you 
make in Flanders, the. Leg of a great Officer will be ſhatterd 
by a great Shot, you will be there accidentally, and with your 
Clever chop off the Limb at a Blow: In ſhort, the Opera- 
tion will be perform'd with ſo much Dexterity, that with ge- 
neral Applauſe you will be made Surgeon-General of thc 
whole Army. 5 i ; 

But. Nay, for the matter of cutting off a Limb, il dot, 
I'll dot with any Surgeon in Europe, but 1 have no thoughts of 
making a Campaign. 

Kite. Yowhave no thoughts! what's matter for your thoughts, 
the Stars have decreed it, and you muſt go. | 

But. The Stars decree it! Oons, Sir, the Juſtices can't pres 
Me. SE | 
Kite. Nay, Friend, tis none of my buſineſs, I have done; 
only mind this, you'll know more an hour and half hence, 
that's all, farewell. 

But. Hold, hold, Doctor, Surgeon-General ! What is tht 
Place worth, pray ? : 


but you have forgot the Sur- 


Kite.. Five hundred Pounds a Year, beſides Guineas for | 


Claps. WT 

But. Five hundrd Pounds a Year ! 

half hence, you ſay. i 
Kite. Prithee, Friend, be quiet, don't be troubleſome, heres 


An hour ani 


ſuch a work to make a Booby Butcher accept of Five buy 


(rt 
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dred Pound a Year— But if you muſt hear it I'll tell 
you in ſhort, you'll be ſtanding in your Stall an hour and 
half hence, and a Gentleman will come by with a Snuff-box 


in his Hand, and the tip of his Hankerchief banging out of 
his right Pocket; he'll ask you the Price of a Loin of Veal, 


and at the ſame time ſtroak your great Dog upon the Head, 
and call him Chopper. py 


But. Mercy on us! Chopper is the Dog's Name. 
Kite, Look e there what I ſay is true things that are 
to come, muſt come to paſs Get you home, {ell off your 


Stock, don't mind the whining and the ſniveling of your Mo- 


ther and your Siſter - Women always hinder Preferment — 


make what Money you can, and follow that Gentleman, bis 
| Name begins with a P,—— mind that—— There will be the 
| Barber's Daughter too, that you promis d Marriage to 
| ſhe will be pulling and halling you to pieces. 


But, What | know Sally too? He's the Devil, and he needs 


| muſt go that the Devil drives. [Going.] The tip of his Hand- 


kerchief out of his left Pocket. 255 | 
Kite, No, no, his right Pocket; if it be the left, tis none 


of the Man. 


But. Well, well, Fil mind him. Ee. 
Plume. The right Pocket, you ſay. | 

5 ' | [Behind with his Pocket - Boot. 
Kite. 1 hear the ruſtling of Silks. [Knocking.] Fly, Sir, tis 


| Madam Melinda. 


5 Enter Melinda and Lucy. 
Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. | WE 
Mel. Don't trouble your ſelf, we ſhan't ſtay, Doctor. 


Kite. Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than you ima- 


pine. | 
Mel. For what? | 
| Kite. For a Husband —— For your part, Madam, you 
| Won't ſtay for a Husband. [To Lacy. 


NT Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Stars, or the 
evil? FE ; | 


Kite, With Both; when I have the Deſtinies of Men in ſearch, 
I conſult the Stars; when the Affairs of Women come under 


my Hands, I adviſe with my t'other Friend. 


Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my account? 
Kite, Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Table. 
Luc. Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's be gone. 


b * If you be afraid of him, why do yon come to conſult 
2 u be Airatd 01 725 
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Mel. Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir, that becauſe ! 
am a Woman, I'm to be fool'd out of my Reaſon, or frighted 


out pf my Senſes? Come, ſhew me this Devil. 


Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent ; but when he has done, 
he ſhall wait on you. | | 

Mel. What is he doing? 

Rite. Writing your Name in his Pocket-Book. 

Ael. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, what have you or he to do 
with my Name? | | 

Kite. Look'e, fair Lady the Devil is a very modeſt 


Perſon, he ſeeks no body, unleſs they ſeek him firſt; he's 


chain d up like a Maſtiff, and can't ftir, unleſs he be let 
loole—— You come to me to* have your Fortune told 
Do you think, Madam, that I can anſwer you of my own 
Head? No, Madam, the Affairs of Women are ſo irregular, 
that nothing leſs than the Devil can give any account of em. 
Now to convince you of your Incredulity, I'll ſhew you a 
Trial of my Skill Here, you Cacademo del Plum — 
excrt your Power, draw me this Lady's Name, the Word Me- 
linda, in proper Letters and Characters of her own Hand- 
Writing — do it at three Motion: one two 
three tis donc——- —Now, Madam, will you pleaſe to fend 
your Maid to fetch it? 

Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 

Mel. My Name in my own Hand-Writing ! that woud 


be convincing indeed. 

Kite. Sceing's believing; [Goes to the Table, lifts up the Carpe. 
Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the Bone, Sirrall. Theie's 
your Name upon that ſquare piece of Paper, behold 
Mel. Tis wonderful! my very Letters to a tittle. 

Luc. T1s like your Hand, Madam, but not fo like your 
Hand neither, and now I look nearer, 'tis not like your Hand 
at all. 3 

Nite. Here's a Chamber-maid now will out-lie the Devil: 

Luc. Look'e, Madam, they ſhan't impoſe upon us; Peopl 
can't remember their Hands, no more than they can their Fa- 
ces Come, Madam, let us be certain, write your Name 
upon this Papcr, then we'll compare the two Names. 

[Takes our a Paper, and folds i. 

Kite. Any thing for your Satisfaction, Madam-—— heres 
Pen and inn. [Melinda writes, Lucy holds the Paper. 

Luc. Let me ſee it, Madam, tis the ſame— the very lame 
hut I'll fecure one Copy for my own Affairs. [Aft 
Alel. This ss Demonſtration, 


Kite 
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Kite, Tis fo, Madam — The Word Demonſtration comes 
from Dæmon the Father of Lies. | 

Mel. Well, Doctor, I am convinc'd ; and now, pray, 
what Account can you give of my future Fortune? 

Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe round this earth- 
ly Globe, your Fortune will be fix'd for Happineſs or Mi- 
ery, 

2 What! So near the Criſis of my Fate 

Kite. Let me ſee About the Hour of Ten to Morrow 
Morning you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman, who will come 
to take his Leave of you, being deſign'd for Travel; his In- 
tention of going abroad is ſudden, and the Occaſion a Wo- 


man. Your Fortune and his are like the Bullet and the Bar- 


rel, one runs plump into the other. —— In ſhort, if the Gen- 
tleman travels, he will die abroad; and if he does, yau will 
die before he comes home. S 
Mel. What ſort of Man 1s he ? eo; 
Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman and a Lover, that 
is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very great Fool. 
Mel. How is that poſſible, Doctor? 
Kite, Becauſe, Madam becauſe it is ſo A Wo- 


man's Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being, a Fool. 


Mel. Ten a Clock, you fay ? . | 
Kite, Ten — about the Hour of Tea-drinking throughout 


the Kingdom. 


Mel. Here, Doctor. [Gives Mone).] Lucy, have you any 
Queſtions to ask? | | | | 

Luc. Oh, Madam! A thouſand, | 

Kite. I muſt beg your Patience till another time; for I ex- 
pect more Company this minute; beſides, I mult diſcharge the 
Gentleman under the Table. 5 

Luc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt! 

Kite. Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 

| Exeunt Melinda and Lucy. 
Enter Worthy and Plume. 

Kite, Mr. Worthy, you were pleas d to wiſh me Joy to Day, 
I hope to be able to return the Complement to Morrow. | 
Mr. Vil make it the beſt Complement to you that ever 1 


ey in my Life, if you do ; but I mult be a Traveller, you 


y 05 
: Kite, No farther than the Chops of the Channel, I preſume, 
ir. 5 

Plume, That we haye concerted already. [Knocking bard.] 
Hcy day! You don't profeſs Midwifry, Doctor? | 


Dd3 | Kites 
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Kite. Away to your Ambuſcade. 
| Exeunt Plume and Worthy, 

. Enter Brazen. N 

Bra. Vour Servant, Servant, my Dear. 

Kite. Stand off, I have my Familiar already. 

Brax. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear? 

Kite. Ves, my Dear; but mine is a peaceable Spirit, and 
hates Gun- powder. Thus I fortifie my ſelf; [Draws a Circle 
round him.] and now, Captain, have a care how you force 
my Lines. 4 

Brax. Lines! What doſt talk of Lines! You have ſome- 
thing like a Fiſhing-Rod there, indeed; but I come to be ac- 
quainted with you, Man What's your Name, my Dear ? 

Kite. Conundrum. . 

Brax. Conundrum ! Rat me, I knew a famous Doctor in 
London of your Name Where were you born? 

Kite. 1 was born in Algebra. „ 

Brax. Algebra! Tis no Country in Chriſtendom, I'm ſure, 
unleſs it be tome Place in the Highlands in Scotland. 

Kite. Right——1 told you I was bewitch d. 
Brax. So am I, my Dear; I am going to be marry'd— 1 


have had two Letters from a Lady of Fortune that loves me 


to Madnels, Fits, Collick, Spleen, and Vapours—— Shall I 
marry her in four and twenty hours, ay, or no? 
Kite, 1 muſt have the Year and Day of the Month when 
theſe Letters were dated. 
Brax. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of Love-Let- 
ters dated with the Year and Day of the Month ? Do you 
think Billlet-Deux are like Bank-Bills? 


Kite. They are not ſo good but if they bear no Date, 
mult examine the Contents, 


. wo Contents! That you ſhall , Old Boy, here they be 
otn. „ | 

Kite. Only the laſt you receiv d, if you pleaſe, [Takes the 
Letter.) Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conſult my Books 
for a minute, III ſend this Letter inclos'd to you with the De- 


termination of the Stars upon it to your Lodgings. 


Brax. With all my heart I muſt give him [Pl 
bis hands in his Pocket.) Algebra! 1 fancy, Doctor, tis hard to 
calculate the Place of your Nativity Here: [Give 
bim Money.] And if I ſucceed, I'll build a Watch-Tower up: 
on the top of the higheſt Mountain in Wales for the Study of 
Aſtrology, and the Benefit of Connndrams, [Ext 


Ente. 
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Enter Plume and Worthy. 2 
Mor. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million, let me ſee 
it, and now I have it, I'm afraid to open it. 


Plume. Pho! let me ſce it? [Opening the Leiter.] If ſhe be 
a Jilt Damn her, ſhe is one 


bottom ont. 


Wer, How ! Then Tll travel in good earneſt——By all my 
Hopes, tis Lucy's Hand. | 

Plume. Lucy 8 8 

Mir. Certainly — tis no more like Melinda's Character 
than black is to white. . 

Plume. Then tis certainly Lucys Contrivance te draw in 


Brazen for a Husband——But are you ſure tis not Melinda s 


Hand ? 

Mor. You ſhall ſee ; where's the bit of Paper I gave you 
juſt now that the Devil writ Melinda upon. 

Kite, Here, Sir. 6 

Plume. Tis plain they're not the ſame; and 1s this the ma- 
licious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, Which made 
Mr. Ballance ſend his Daughter into the Country. _ 
. 8 The very ſame, the other Fragments I ſhewd you 
juſt now. 

Plume. But *twas barborous to conceal this ſo long, and to 


continue me ſo many hours in the pernicious Hereſie of belie- 


ving that Angelick Creature cou'd change: Poor Silvia ! | 
Wor. Rich Silvia you mean, and poor Captain, ha, ha, ha, 


Come, come, Friend, linda is true, and ſhall be 


mine; Silvia is conſtant, and may be yours. 


Plume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes——But for her fake III 
recant my Opinion of her Sex. | 


By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, 2 
Light harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as yours and mine, 

lys of Wit, and V apours of our Wine. 
Others the Fuſtice of the Sex condemn, 


Mou d hide their own Defelts by cent ring them, 

But they ſecure in their all-conqu'ring Charms. 

Laugh at the vain Efforts Ml 70 Alarms; 

He magnifies their Conqueſts who complains, AY 
For none non d ſtruggle mere they not in Chains, LExtuite 


The End of the Fourth ACT, 


| | 
And wanting Merit to create Efteem, | | 5 
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SCENE, Juſtice Ballance's Houſe. 


Enter Ballance and Scale. 


Scale. * Say tis not to be born, Mr. Balance. 

Bal. Look'e, Mt. Scale, for my own part I (hall be 
very tender in what regards the Officers of the Army; they ex- 
pole their Lives to ſo many Dangers for us abroad, that we 
may give them ſome Grains of Allowance at home. 

Scale. Allowance ! This poor Girl's Father is my Tenant, 
and, if I miſtake not, her Mother nurſt a Child for you— 
Shall they debauch our Daughters to our Faces? 

Bal. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for the Bravery 
of theſe Officers, we ſhould have French Dragoons among us, 
that wou'd leave us neither Liberty, Property, Wives, nat 
Daughters Come, Mr. Sale, the Gentlemen are vigorous 
and warm, and may they continue ſo; the ſame Heat that 
ſtirs them up to Love, ſpurs them on to Battel : You nere 
knew a great General in your Life, that did not love a 
Whore. This I only ſpeak in reference to Captain Plume— 
for the other Spark I know nothing of. 

Scale, Nor can 1 hear of any body that does 0b, here 
they come. 

Enter Silvia, Bullock, Roſe, priſoners; 5 Conftable and Mb, 

Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worthips, we took them in the 
very AQ, re inſecta, Sir——The Gentleman, indeed, behay 
bimſelf like a Gentleman; for he drew his Sword and ſwore, 
and afterwards laid it down, and ſaid nothing. 

Bal. Give the Gentleman bis Sword again—— Wait yo 
without, [Exit Conſtable and Watch.) I'm ſorry, Sir, Fon 
via.] to know a Gentleman upon ſuch Terms, that the Occa- 
fion of our meeting ſhould prevent the Satisfaction of an Ac. 
quaintance. 

Sil. Sir, Vou need make no Apology for your Warrant, no 
more than 1 ſhall do for my Behaviour My Innocence is 
upon an equal Foot with your Authoriry. 

Scale. Innocence! Have not you ſeduc'd that young Maid? 

Sil. No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe {educ'd me. 

G * S0 the did, a ſwear for ſhe propos d Marriage 
1 | 
Bal, 
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Bal. What, then you are marry d, Child? [To Roſe. 
Roſe. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. | | 
Bal. Who was Witneſs ? 

Bull. That was I 
ſpoke Jokes by their Bed-ſide, I'm ſure, 

Bal. Who was the Miniſter ? | 

Bull. Miniſter! We are Soldiers, and want no Miniſter— 

They were marry d by the Articles of War. 

Bal. Hold thy prating, Fool 


E promiſes ſome Underſtanding ; pray what does this Fellow 
mean? | 


Sil. He means Marriage, Ithink——but that you know is 


ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two People under the Sun 


agree in the Ceremony; ſome make it a Sacrament, others a 


Convenience, and others make it a Jeſt ; but among Soldiers 
tis moſt ſacred——Our Sword, you know, is our Honour, 


that we lay down—— The Hero jumps over -it firſt, and the 


Amazon after Leap Rogue, follow Whore———The 
Drum beats a Ruff, and ſo to Bed; that's all, the Ceremony 
is conciſe, . 
Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo full of Paſtime an 
Prodigality 
Bal. What! Are you a Soldier? 


Bull. Ay, that I am Will your Worſhip lend me your 


Cane, and I'll ſhew you how can exerciſe. 
Bal. Take it, [Strikes him over the Head.) Pray, Sir, what 
Commiſſion may you bear ? | [To Silvia. 
Sil. Im call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffeemen, Draw- 
ers, Whores, and Groom-porters in London; for I wear a red 
Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien moſs, a Martial Twiſt in my 
Cravat, a fierce Knot in my Perriwig, a Cane upon my 
Button, Piquet in my Head, and Dice 1n my Pocket. 
| Scale. Your Name, pray Sir? 
Si. Captain Pinch; I cock my Hat with a Pinch. I tak 
Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whores with a Pinch. In ſhort, 
I can do any thing at a Pinch, but fight and fill my Belly. 
Bal. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shropſhire 2. 
Sil. A Pinch, Sir : I knew you Country Gentlemen want 


Wit, and you know that we Town Gentlemen want Money, 


and o 


Bal. I underſtand you, Sir Here, Conſtable — 
IH Enter Conſtable. : 
Take this Gentleman into Cultody till farther Orders. 
Roſe. Pray your Worſhip don't be uncivil to him, for he did 
i 1 | me. | mg 


I danc'd, threw the Stocking, and 


Your Appearance, Sir, 
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me no hurt; he's the moſt harmleſs Man in the World, for all 
he talks ſo. | | 
Scale. Come, come, Child, I'll take care of you. 
Sil. What, Gentlemen, Rob me of my Freedom, and my 
Wife at once! Tis the firlt time they ever went together. 
Bal. Heark'e, Conſtable. [Whiſpers hin, 
Cuonſt. It hall be done, Sir——Come along, Sir. 
[Exeunt Conſtable, Bullock and Silvia. 
Ball. Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spark preſently, 


| 3 Exe, 
SCENE, Melinda's Apartment. 


| Enter Melinda and Worthy, | 

Ael. So far the Prediction is right, tis Ten exactly. [ Aj, 
And pray, Sir, how long have you been in this travelling 
Humour ? — 

Wor, Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what diſturbs 
our Quiet. | | 

el. Rather the love of Change, which is more natural, 
may be the occaſion of it. 

Wor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms in Varic- 
ty, elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be ſo fond of it. 

Mel. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, I am not fo fond of Va- 
riety as to travel fort't, nor do I think it prudence in you to 
run your ſelf into a certain Expence and Danger, in hopes of 
precarious Pleaſure, which at beſt never anſwers Expectation, 
as *tis evident from the Example of moſt Travellers, that 
Jong more to return to their own Country, than they did to 
go abroad. 

Wor, What pleaſures I may receive abroad are indeed un- 
certain; but this I am ſure of, I ſhall meet with leſs Cruel. 
ty among the moſt-barbarous of Nations, than I have found | 
at home, | 1 _ | 
Mel. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling a great 
while; I fancy if we made up our Accounts, we ſhou'd the 
| ſooner come to an Agreement. | 

Wor. Sure, Madam , you won't diſpute your being 10 my 
Debt——My Fears, Sighs, Vows , Promiſes, Aſſiduities, An- 
xieties, Jealouſies, have run on for a whole Year without any 
Payment. | 5 | 
Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Worthy ! What you owe to me 1 

not to be paid under a ſeven Years Servitude: How did you 
uſe me the Year before ? When taking the Advantage of my 
Innocence and Neceſſity, you wou'd have made me your Mi- 


ſtreſs, that is, your Slave Remember the wicked Inſinua- 
| ations, 
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tions, artful Baits, deceitful Arguments, cunning Pretences; 
then your impudent Behaviour, looſe Expreſſions, familiar 
Letters, rude Viſits ; remember thoſe, thoſe Mr. Worthy. 

Wor. I do remember, and am ſorry I made no better uſe of 
em. LAſide.] But you may remember, Madam, that— 

Mel. Sir, I'll remember nothing— *Tis your Intereſt that 
I ſhou'd forget: You have been barbarous to me, I have been 
cruel to you ; put that and that together, and let one bal- 
lance the other— Now if you will begin upon a new Score, 
lay aſide your adventuring Airs, and behave your ſelf hand- 
ſomely till Lent be over; here's my Hand, I'll uſe you as a Gen- 
tleman ſhou'd be. | n 

Wor, And if I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſhou'd be, 
may this be my Poiſon. | [Kiſſing ber Hand. 

Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 
Mel. I am going to Mr. Ballances Country-Houſe to ſee my 


Couſim Silvia; I have done her an Injury, and can't be eaſy, 


till 1 have ask'd her Pardon. 
Wor. I dare not hope for the Honour of waiting on you. 
Mel. My Coach is full; but if you will be ſo gallant as to 
mount your own Horſes and follow us, we ſhall be glad to 
be overtaken; and if you bring Captain Plume with you, we 
ſhan't have the worſe Reception. 
Wor. I'll endeavour it. [Exit leading Melinda. 


SCENE, The Market- Place. 


= Enter Plume and Kite, 
Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, and a Butcher— 1 
believe the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had not more 
Trades in their Company than I have in mine. 

Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full ; for we 
have two Sheep-(tealers among us— I hear of a Fellow too 
committed juſt now for ſtealing of Horſes, 

Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons— Have 
we neeer a Poulterer among us? i; | 

Kite. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a very good one, 
be has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or a Turkey— Here's 
Captain Brazen, Sir, I muſt go look after the Men. 11 
| K 


Enter Brazen, reading 4 Letter. 
Brax. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour Um, um, very 
well----My dear Plume] Give me a Buſs. EE | 


Plume. 
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_ Plume. Half a ſcore, if you will, my Dear : What haſt got 
in thy Hand, Child? | 

Brax. Tis a Project for laying out a thouſand Pound. 

: / ney Were it not requiſite to project firſt how to pet it 

In / | | f | 

Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want twenty 
thouſand Pound ; I have ſpent twenty times as much in the 
Service——Now, my Dear, pray adviſe me, my Head runs 
= upon Architecture, ſhall I build a Privateer or a Play- 

ouſe : —_ 

Plume. An odd Queſtion a Privateer or a Play-houſe ! 
"Twill require ſome Conſideration——— Faith, Im for a 
Privateer. | | 
Bras. Im not of your Opinion, my Dear —— for in the 
firſt Place a Privateer may be ill built. 

Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 

Brax. But a Privateer may be ill mann'd. 

Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 

Brax. But a Privateer may run upon the Shallows. 

Plume, Not ſo often as a Play-houſe. | 

Brax. But you know a Privateer may ſpring a Leak. 
Plume. And I know that a Play-houle may ſpring a great 
many. | wy 

yt But ſuppoſe the Privatecr come home with a rich 
Booty, we ſhou'd never agree about cur Shares. 

Plume. *T18 juſt fo in a Play-houſe—— So, by my Advice, 
you ſhall fix upon a Privatcer. : 

Brax. Agreed But if this twenty thouſand Pound 
ſhou'd not be in Specie—— | 

Plume. What twenty thouſand ? 

Bra. Hearke, [ Whiſpers. 

Plume. Marry'd ! - 

Brax. Preſently, we're to meet about half a Mile out of 
Town at the Water-{1de—— and ſo forth [ Reads.) For 
fear I ſhou'd be known by any of Worthy' Friends, you muſt give 
me leave tio wear my Mask till after the Ceremony, which will make 
me for ever hours Look'e there, my dear Dog. 
[Shews the bottom of the Letter to Plume. 

Plume. Alelinda] And by this Light, her own band !—— 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear Her hand exactly 
- --— Juſt now, you fay ? 3 

[raz. This Minute I muſt be gone. | 

Plume. Have a little Patience, and I'll go with you. 

Brad. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman coming this way, that 
may be inquiſitive ; tis Vir:hy, do you know him ? 5 

h ume. 
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Plume. By ſight only. 1 
Brax. Have a care, the very Eyes diſcover Secrets. [ Exit. 


Enter Worthy. 
Wor. To boot and ſaddle, Captain, you muſt mount. 
Plume. Whip and ſpur, Wirthy, or you won't mount. 
Wor, But I ſhall : Melinda and J are agreed, ſhe's gone to 
viſit Silvia, we are to mount and follow; and cou'd we carry 
a Parion with us, who knows what might be done for us 
both? 


Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſecur'd a 
Parſon already. 1 | 
Wor. Already! Do you know more than I > | 
Plume, Yes, I ſaw it under her Hand-— Brazen and ſhe 
are to meet half a Mile hence at the Water- ſide, there to take 
Boat, I ſuppoſe to be ferry d over to the Ehn Fields, if there 
be any ſuch thing in Matrimony. Ys | 
Wor. 1 parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe aſſurd me ſhe 
hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolv'd to diſcard Lucy for daring 
to write Letters to him in her Name. N 58 5 
Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lacy in this — I tell 
ye, I ſaw Melinda's Hand, as ſurely as this is mine. 
Wor, But J tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to Juſtice Bal- 
lance's Country-houſe. | 


3 But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to the Water- 
ide. | 
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| Enter Servant, | 
Ser. Madam Melinda bas ſent word, that you need not trou- 
ble your ſelf to follow her, becauſe her Journey to Juſtice Bal- 
lance's 18 put off, and ſhe's gone to take the Air another way. 


[To Worthy. 
Wor, How! her Journey put off! | 
Plume. That is, Her Journey was a Put-off to you. 
Mor. *Tis plain, plain— But how, where, when is ſhe 
to meet Brazen ? | | | 


Plume. Juſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence at the Wa- 
ter- ſide. 


Wor. Up or down the Water? 
Plume. That I don't know. 


Wir. I'm glad my Horſes are ready— Fack, get em out. 
Plume. Shall I go with you? 
ler, Not an Inch—1 ſhall return preſently. Exit. 


Plume. You'll find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are fitting . 
by this time, and I muſt attend them. 15 


22 SCENE, 
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SCENE, A Court of Fuſtice: Ballance, Scale and Scruple 
upon the Bench: Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 


Kite and Conſtable advance forward, 
1 3 Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen upon the 
ench : 
Onſt. He in the middle is Juſtice Balance, he on the right 
is Juſtice Scale, and he on the left is Juſtice Scraple; and I 
am Mr. Conſtable, four very honeſt Gentlemen. | 
Kite, O dear Sir! I am your moſt obedient Servant: [LSala- 
ting the Conſtable.) I fancy, Sir, that your Employment 
and mine are much the ſame ; for my buſineſs is to keep Peo- 
ple in order, and if they diſobey, to knock em down; and 
then we are both Staff-Officers. AS 
Conſt. Nay, I'm a Serjeant my fſelf—— of the Militia—— 
Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe : Suppoſe this a 
Musket now : Now I am ſhoulder'd. [Pats his Staff on's 
: Right Shoulder, 
Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Conſtable; 
Staff; but for a Musket, you mult put it on the other Shoul- 
der, my Dear, 


Conſt. Adſo! that's true. Come, now give the Word 


of Command. 
Kite. Silence. 


Conft. Ay, ay, ſo we will We will be ſilent. 
Kite. Silence, you Dog, Silence! [Strikes him over the 
Head with his Halberd. 


_ Conſt, That's the way to ſilence a Man with a witnels—— 
What d'ye mean, Friend ? 
Kite, Only to exerciſe you, Sir. 
Conſt. Your Exerciſe differs ſo from ours, that we ſhall ne er 


agree about it; if my own Captain had given me ſuch a Rap, 
I had taken the Law of him. 8 


| : Enter Plume. 
Ball. Captain, you're welcome. 5 | 
Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. | 
Scr. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. [Plume aſcends, and 
fits upon the Bench.) Now produce your Pritonere——— Here, 
that Fellow there—— fet him up——— Mr. Conſtable, what 
have you to ſay againſt this Man? | 
Conſt, 1 have nothing to ſay againſt him, an' pleaſe you. 
Ball. No! what made you bring bim hither ? 
 GCnft, J don't know, an' pleaſe your Worſhip. 22 
2 Cle. 
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Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant direct you 
what ſort of Men to take up? N ee 
Conſt. I can't tell, an pleaſe ye; I cant read, 
Sr. A very pretty Conſtable truly I find we have 
no Buſineſs here. CRY SY 
Kite, May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I deſire to be 


| heard in this caſe, as being Counſel for the Queen. 


Ball. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, ſince no body elſe 
will ſpeak, we won't come here for nothing, : 

Kite, This Man 1s but one Man, the Country may ſpare 
him, and the Army wants him ; beſides, he's cut out by Na- 
ture for a Granadeer; he's five Foot ten Inches high; he ſhall. 
box, wreſtle, or dance the Cheſhire Round with any Man in 
the * ; he gets drunk every Sabbath-Day, and he beats 
his Wife. 9 

Wife. You lie, Sirrah, you lie, an' pleaſe your Worſhip, he's 
the beſt natur'dſt, pains-taking'{t Man in the Pariſh, witneſs 
my five poor Children. 1 

Sr. A Wife! and five Children! You Conſtable, you 
Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a Wife and five 
Children ? > | 6 x. 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. | . 

Ball. Hold, Gentlemen ark'e, Friend, how do you 
maintain your Wife and five Children ? . 
Plume. They live upon Wild-fowl and Veniſon, Sir; the 

Husband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares and Partridge 
within five Mile round. | „ 

Ball. A Gun ! nay, if he be ſo good at Gunning, he ſhall 
have enough on't He may be of uſe againſt the French, 
for he ſhoots flying, to be ſure, 5 

Ser. But his Wife and Children, Mr. Ballance ! 

Wife, Ay, ay, that's the reaſon you wou'd ſend him away; 
you know I have a Child every Year, and you are afraid they 
ſhou'd come upon the Pariſh at laſt. 

Plume. Look e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Woman has 
bete it at once, the Pariſh had better maintain five Chil- 

ren this Year, than ſix or ſeven the next: That Fellow, up- 
" bis high Feeding, may get you two or three Beggars at a 
nh, ik: : | 

Wife. Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get nothing by 
ſending him away, for I won't loſe my Teeming-tume, if 
there be a Man left in the Pariſh. A by 

Ball. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correction 
and the Man — 85 
Lite. I'll take care o him, if you pleaſe, [Takes him _ 
| cale, 
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Scale. Here, you Conſtable, the next det up that black- 
fac'd Fellow, he has a Gun-powder Look; what can you ſay 
againſt this Man, Conſtable ? E | 
 Conff. Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man. 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt Man in 
my Company, for the Novelty's {ake. | 
Bal. What are you, Friends? 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Cile-pits. 8 
Scr. Look e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, and the 
Act of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are to impreſs no 
Man that has any viſible Means of a Livelihood. : 
Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, this Man has no viſible 
Means of Livelihood, for he works under-grounxce. 
Plume. Well ſaid Kite; beſides, the Army wants Miners, 
Bal.. Right, and had we an Order of Government for't, we 
cou'd raiſe you in this and the Neighbouring County of S. 
ford, five hundred Colliers that wou'd run you under-ground, 
like Moles, and do more Service in a Siege than all the Mi- 
ners in the Army. | -_ i 
Ser. Well, Friend, what have you to ſay for your ſelf? 
Mob. I'm marry'd, OO WE we 
Kite. Lack- a: day, ſo am I. 
Mob. Here's my Wife, poor Woman. 
Bal. Are you marry'd, good Woman? 
Nom. Im marry d in Conſcicn de. 
PE May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child in Con- 

Ience, RE | 
Scale. Who marry'd you, Miſtreſs ? 3 
Nom. My Husband— we agreed that 1 ſhould call him 
Husband, to avoid paſſing for a Whore, and that he ſhoud 
call me Wife, to ſhun going for a Soldier. 
| WW 9 pretty Couple! pray, Captain, will you take 
em both : W rrp > on 
Plume. What ſay you, Mr. Kite, will you take care of the 
Woman ! og _ 
Lite. Ves, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea-ſide, and there, 
if ſhe has a mind to drown her ſelf, we'll take care that no 
body ſhall hinder her. . 
Bal. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. [Exi: Conftablc.] 
Now, Captain, Vl! fit you with a Man, ſuch as you net. 
liſted in your Life. [ Enter Conſtable and Silvia.] Oh! my 
Friend Pinch, I'm very glad to ſee you. | 

Sil, Well, Sir, and what then ? 
Scale, What then ! Is that your ReſpeR to the Bench? 


Sil 


[ 
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wo Sir; I don't care a- Farthing for you nor your Bench 
neither. ; | 3 
Kr. Look e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very impu- 
dent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier. * + „ 55 1 : 
Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit fot a Soldier: 
Conf, A Whore-maſter, 1 ſay, and therefore fit to go. 
Ball. What think you, Captain? . 
| Plume. I think he's a very pretty Fellow; and therefore fit 
„„ 5 | TE 
Sil. Me for a Soldier! ſend your own lazy, lubberly Sons 
at home, Fellows that hazard their Necks every Day in the 
purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not peep abroad to look an Ene- 


my 1n the Face. 


Conſt. May it pleaſe, your Worſhips, I bave a Woman at 
the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 
Sil. Is it your Wife or Daughter, Booby ? I raviſh'd en 
both Yeſterday.. OD rs KEE 1 
Ball. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, well ſee 
him liſted immediately. Ee IS 7ùö ape 
lume reads Articles of War againſt Mutiny and Deſertion: 

Sl. Hold, Sir Once more, Gentlemen, have a Care 


what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any Violence 


you offer to me; and yol, Mr. Ballance, I ſpeak to you parti- 
cularly, you ſhall meartily OMITTED: 
Plume. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one word more, and 
I build a Horſe for you as bigb as the Ceiling, and make 
you 1 the moſt tireſome Journey that ever you made in 
A 5 V 
Sil. You have made a fine Speech, good Captain Huffcap, 
but you had bettet be quiet, I ſhall find a way to cool your 
ourage. u At | 
Plume. Pray, Gentlemen don't mind him, he's diſtracted. 
Sil. Tis falle—— I am deſcended of as good a Family as 
any in your County; my Father 18 as good a Man as any up- 
on your Bench, and 1 am Heir to Twelve hundred Pound a 
ear. 55 . ORE IS ns THEN, ; e 
Ball. He's certainly mad Pray, Captain, read the Arti- 


cles of War. 


Sil, Hold once more Pray, Mr. Ballance, to you I ſpeak; 
luppoſc I were your Child, wou d you uſe me at this rate 1 

Ball. No, faith, were you mine, I wou d ſend you to Bed: 
lam firſt, and into the Army afterwards. OO 
Sul. But conſidet my Father, Sir, he's as good, as generous, 
3s brave, as juſt a Man as ever ſerv d his Country; I'm his 
enly Child, perhaps the Loſs * may break his 1 | 
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Ball. He's a very great Fool if it does; Captain, if you dont 
lit him this Minute, III leave the Court. | 
Plume. Kite do you diſtribute the Levy- -Money to. the Men 
while I read. 
Kite, Ay, Sir Silence, Gentlemen. [Plume reads the 
TEE Articles of Mar. 
Ball. Very well ; now, Captain, let me beg the Favour ol 

Fou, not to diſcharge this Fellow upon any account whatſoe: 
ver. Bring in the reſt, 

Conſt. There are no more an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Ball. No more! there were five two Hours ago, 

Sil. *T1s true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conftable let the ref 
eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, becauſe he ſaid 
Ga Act allow d him but ten, ud the odd Shilling was clear 

"fn 

All Fiſt. How! l | 
Sil. Gentlemen, he offer dto kt x me go away for two Guines, 
but I had net ſo much about me; this 1s iruth, and I'm read 


tc ſwear it. 


Kite. And Ill ſear it; ; give me the Book, tis for the good 
of the Service. 

Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, 1 gave him half a Crown 
to ſay, that I was an haneſt Man; but now, ſince that your 
Worſhips have made me a Rogue, I hope 1 ſhall haye my 
Moncy again. 

Ball. Tis my Opinion, that this Conſtable be put into the 
Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't bring four good 
Men for his Ranſom by to Morrow Night — Captain, you 
ſhall carry him to Flanders. | 

' - Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed) | 

Plume. Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody. 

Kite, Ay, ay, — Sir, [To the Conſtable.] will you plea 
to have your Office taken from you? Or will you handſome- 
Iy lay down your Staft, as your Betters have done before you? 

| [Conſtable drops his Sift 

Ball. Ceme, Gentlemen, there needs no great Ceremony in 
adjourning this Court. Captain, you ſhall dine with me. 
Lite. Come, Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall ſilence you now, 
I believe, without your taking the Law of me. [Exennt Ones: 


S C E NE, The Fields. 


Enter Brazen leading in Lucy wack 4: 
e The Boat . 1s $ jul below here. | 


i 
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Enter Worthy with 4 Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm: 
Mor. Here, Sir, take your Choice. [Going between em, and 
5 en. 
Braz. What | Piſtols ! Are they charg d, my Dear? 
Wor. With a Brace of Bullets each. | 


Brax. But I'm a Foot-Officer, my Dear, and never uſe Pi- 
| ftols, the Sword is my way—— and I won't be put out of 
my Road to pleaſe any Man. 4234-0 


Wor, Nor I neither; ſo have at you. [Cocks one Piſtol. 

Brax. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols Pray? 
oblige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharps; dam it, there's 
no parrying theſe Bullets. 


Wor. Sir, 1f you han't your Belly full of theſe, the Swords 


| ſhall come in for ſecond Coutſe. 


Brax. Why then, Fire and Fury! I have eaten Smoak 
from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir; don't think I fear Powder, 


| for I live upon t. Let me fee : [Takes one.] And now, Sir, 


how many Paccs diſtant ſhall we fire? 
Mr. Fire you when you pleaſe, III reſerve my Shot till I 

am ſure of you. 55 | 
Brax. Come, where's your Cloak? 


| Wer. Cloak! what d'ye mean? 


Brax. To fight upon; I always fight upon a Cloak; tis our 
way abroad; . | 
Luc. Come, Gentlemen, T'll end the Strife, [Unmasks; 


Wor, Lucy] Take her. 5 e 
Huzza! [Fires hit 


Far. The Devil take me if Ido 


Piſtol.] D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you plaguy Harrydan, how 


thoſe Bullets whiſtle; ſuppoſe they had been lodg d in my 
Gizzard now! „ ' 

Luc, Pray, Sir, pardon me. | 
Brax. I can't tell; Child, till I know whether my Money 
be ſafe, [Searching his Pockets) Yes, yes, I do pardon you; 
but if I had you in the Roſe Tavern, Cent Garden, with three 
or four hearty Rakes, and three or four ſmart Napkins, I 
wou'd tell you another Story, my Dear. [Extt, 

Wor. And was Melinda privy to this? ö 
Luc. No, Sir, he wrote her Name upon a piece of, Paper 
at the Fortune-tellers laſt Night, which 1 put in my Pocket, 
and ſo writ above it to the Captain. -, = 
Mr. And how came Melinda's Journey put off 2 
Luc, At the Town's end ſhe met Mr. Ballance's Steward, who 
told her, that Mrs. Silvia was gone from her Father's; and no 
body eou d tell whithet, _ ; 
| Se 3 1 
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Wir. Silvia gone from her Fathers! This will be News to 
Plume. Go hotne, and tell your Lady how near I was being 
ſhot for her. [Exe 


Enter Ballance with a Napkin in his Hand, as riſen from 
Dinner, and Steward. ; 7 
Stew, We did not mils her till the Evening, Sir; and then 
earching for her in the Chamber that was my young Maſters, 
we found her Cloaths there ; but the Suit that your Son left in 
the Preſs, when he went to London, was gone. 
Ball. The White trim'd with Silver! 
Stew. The ſame, | "I | 
Ball. You han't told that Circumſtance to any body. 
Stew. To none but your Worſhip. 2 
Ball. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining-Room, 
and tell Captain Plane that I beg to ſpeak with him. 
Stew. I ſhall : 2 [Extt, 
Ball. Was ever Man fo impos d upon? I had her Promiſe 
ndeed, that ſhe ſhou d never diſpoſe of her ſelf without my 
Conſent. I have conſented with a Witneſs, given her away 
as my Act and Deed— — And this, I warrant, the Captain 
thinks will paſs; no, I ſhall never pardon him the Villany, 
firſt of robbing me of my Daughter, and then the mean Opi- 
nion he mult have of me, to think that I cou'd be ſo wretch- 
edly impos d upon; her extravagant Paſſion might encourage 
her in the Atiempt, but the Contrivance mutt be his 
111 know the Truth preſently. ; 
| Enter Plume. 
Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young Gentle 
man Soldier ? E 
5 Plume. He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe, with the reſt of my 
hg | 
Ball.Does he keep company with the common Soldiers? 
Plume. No, he's generally with me. 
Ball. He lies with you, I preſume. | 
Plume. No, faith, I offer d him part of my Bed, — but 
the young Rogue fell in Love with Roſe, and has lain witl 
her, I think, ſince he came to Town. | 
; pay So that between you both, Roſe has been finely ma- 
nag d. | 
Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no harm from me 
tall. All's ſafe, I find Now, Captain, you muſt know, 
th it the young Fellow's {mpadence in Court was well ground. 
ed; he ſaid I ſheu d heartily repent his being lifted, and G01 
uy {rim my Soul. W plow 
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Plume. Ay! For what Reaſon? 
Ball. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he was, born 
of as good a Family as any in this County, and he is Hear to 
twelve hundred Pound a Year. | 

Plume. Pm very glad to hear it—For I wanted but a Man 
of that Quality to make my Company a perfect Repreſenta- 
tive of the whole Commons of England. 

Ball. Won't you diſcharge him? OR 

Plume. Not under an hundred Pound Sterling. 

1 You ſhall have it, for his Father is my intimate 

jen | 

Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. 

Ball. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price, | 
' Plame, Not a Penny, Sir; I value an Obligation to you 


much above an hundred Pound. 


Ball. Perhaps, Sir, you ſhan't repent your 17 
Will you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in my Pocket-Book ? 
[Gives his Boot.] In the mean time, we'll ſend for the Gentle- 
man. Who waits there? | 

Enter Servant. 


Goto the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. Milful, tell 


him his Captain wants him here immediately. RY 
Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, enquiring for 
5 i 1 
Plume. Bid him come up Here's the Diſcharge, Sir. 
Ball. Sir, I thank you—— Tis plain he had no band in't. 
R | [Alle. 
Enter Silvia. | | 
Sil, I think, Captain, you might have us d me better than 
to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, drunken Crew; 
and you, Mr. Juſtice, might haye been ſo civil as to have in- 


vited me to Dinner, for 1 have eaten with as good a Man as 


your Worſhip. TG | 
Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of Reſpect, upon 
our Ignorance of your Quality but now you are at Li- 


berty——-1 have diſcharg d you. 


Sl. Diſcharg d me! Fig I, 
. ot Yes, Sir, and you muſt once more go home to your 
atber. 1 5 : 
A. My Father! Then I am diſcover'd—— Oh, Sir, [Kneels 
J Fanden, eu oi af ed 
Ball. Pardon ! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall be your 


Puniſhment ; here, Ca tain, I deliver her over to the Conju- 


gal Power for her Chaſtiſement ; ſince ſhe will be a Wife, be 
you a Husband, a very Husband—— when ſhe tells you of 
Ee 3 | 1 
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her Love, upbraid her with her Folly ; be modiſhly ungrate. 
ful, becauſe ſhe has been unfaſhionably kind, and uſe hex 
worſe than you wou'd any Body elſe, becauſe you can't uſe 
her fo well as ſhe deſerves. ER N 
Plume. And are you Silvia, in good earneſt? 
Sil. Earneſt ! I have gone too far to make it Jeſt, Sir? , 
Plame. And do you give her to me in good earneſt ? 
Ball. Tt you pleaſe to take her, Sir. | N 
Plume. Why then 1 have ſavd my Legs and Arms, and lo 
my Liberiy ; ſecure from Wounds, I am prepar'd for the 
Gout ; farewel Subſiſtence, and welcome Taxes —— Fir, 
my Liberty, and hopes of being a General, are much dearer 
to me than your twelve hundred Pound a Year But to 
your Love, Madam, I reſign my Freedom, and to your Beau- 
ty my Ambition greater in obeying at your Feet, than 
commanding at the Head of an Army. | 


| Rr Wertdy. 
: = I am ſorry to hear, Mr. Ballance, that your Daughter 
18 lolt. 
R Ball. So am not T, Sir, ſince an honeſt Gentleman has found 
er. | 
| | Enter Melinda. 1 5 
4 Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my Couſin 
ieee | | | 
x Ball. Your Couſin Silvia is talking yonder with your Couſin 
Ame. | | EEE 
Mel. and Wor. How! | 
Sil. Do you think it ſtrange, Couſin, that a Woman ſhould 
change ; but, I hope, you'll excuſe a Change that has pro- 
ceeded from Conſtancy; I alter'd my out- ſide, becauſe 1 was 
the ſame within; and only laid by the Woman to make ſure 
of my Man; that's my Hiſtory, - | | 
Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little Romantick, Couſin, but 
| ſince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you will have the 
World o your fide, and I ſhall be willing to go with the 
Tide, provided you'll pardon an Injury I offer'd you 1n the 
Letter fo your Father. e | 
| Plume. That Injury, Madam, was done to me, and the Re- 
paration I expect ſhall be made to my Friend; make Mr. Mr. 
th happy, and I ſhall be fatisfy'd, 1 
Mel. A good Example, Sir, will go a great way—— win 
my Couſin is pleas d to ſurrender, tis probable I ſhant bold 
out much longer. ENTRY 


* 


Enter 
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| | Hennen... 
Bra, Gentlemen, I am yours Madam, I am not 


ours. 8 
. Mel. T'm glad on't, Sir. „„ A 
Bra. So am I-— Yau have got a pretty Houſe here, Mr. 
Laconick.. | T | „ : 
Ball. Tis time to right all Miltakes—— My Name, Sir, is 
Ballance,  _ ER Tn | | 
Bra. Ballance ! Sir, I am your moſt obedient—- I knavw w 
your whole Generation had not you an Uncle that was 
Governor of the Leeward Iſlands ſome Years ago? 

Ball. Did you know him? 
Bra. Intimately, Sir— He play d at Billiards to a Mira- 
cle——You had a Brother too that was a Captain of a Fire- 
ſhip poor Dic>—— he had the moſt engaging way with 
him— of making Punch— and then his Cabbin was fo neat 
but his poor Boy Fack was the moiſt comical Baftard—— 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, a pickl'd Dog, I ſhall never forget him; 

Plume. Well, Captain, are you fix'd in your Project yet? 
Are you ſtill for the Privateer. | 

Bra. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt now, 1 
had like to have been pick'd up by a Cruiſer under falſe Co- 
lours, and a French Pickaroon for ought 1 know. 

Plume. But have you got your Recruits, my Dear? 

Bra. Not a Stick, my Dear. PO, 

Plume. Probably, I ſhall furniſh you. 


| Enter Roſe and Bullock. ; 

Riſe. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, and 
have perſuaded my Sweet-heart Cartwheel to go with us; but 
you muſt promiſe not to part with me again. | 
F< 1 find, Mrs. Roſe has not been pleas d with her Bed- 
ellow. | a 

Riſe, Bedfellow ! I don t know whether I had a Bedfellow 
or not. ; 8 ; 5 | 2 | WED 8 | 

Sil, Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, 1 was as little pleas d 
with your Company, as you cou'd be with mine, | 

Bull. Pray, Sir, 9 be offended at my Sifter, {he's ſome- 
yg, under-bred ; but if you pleaſe, III he with you in her 

cad. e 5 

Plume. 1 have promis d, Madam, to provide for this Girl ; 
now will you be pleas d to let her wait upon you? or ſhall 
| take care of her:? | 


Ee 4 1 
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Sul. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find it buſineſz 
enough to take care of me. f | 
Bull. Ay, and of me, Captain; for wauns! if ever you lift 
your Hand againſt me, Ill deſert — — | 
Plume. Captain Brazen ſhall take care O that, my Dear: 
Inſtead of the Twenty thouſand Pound you talk'd of, you 
_ ſhall have the twenty brave Recruits that I have rais d, at the 
rate they coſt me My Commiſſion L lay down, to be ta- 
ken up by ſome braver Fellow, that bas more Merit, and leſs 
good Fortune——whilſt I endeavour, by the Example of this 
worthy Gentleman, to ſerve my Queen and Country at home, 


With ſome Regret 1 quit the active Field, 
Where Glory Jull Reward for Life does yield; 
But the Recruiting Trade, with all its Train 
Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 
1 gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to lay, 19 
And raiſe Recruits the Matrimonial Way. [Exeunt, 


* 


| FM V | 


' : : : : $ 4 5 * 11 0 t > 7 
, 0 
s > # ox a | * * 14 
a 4 h : n * . CY — . 
. | 0 A 8 0 f * p þ . * 
* A 5 
8 


At Ladies and Gentlemen, that are willing to ſee the 
Comedy, call'd the Recruiting Officer, let them repair To- 
morrow Night, by Six a Clock, to the Sign of the Theatre- 
Royal in Drury-lane, and they ſhall be kindly entertain'd. — 


; 4 
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We ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 
Whole Europe now obeys the Call of Drum. 
The Soldier, not the Poet, here appears, 
And beats up for a Corps of Volunteers + 
He finds that Muſick chiefly does delight ye, 
And therefore chaſes Muſick to invite ye. 


Beat the Granadeer March - Row, row, tow ——— 
Gentlemen, this piece of Muſick, call'd, An Overture to a Bat- 
tel, was compos d by a famous italian Maſter, and was per- 
ſformd with wonderful Succeſs,” at the great Opera's of Vigo 
Schellenbergh and Blenbeim; it came off with the Applauſe of 
all Europe, excepting Fance; the French found it a little too 
rough for their Delicateſſe. ; „„ | 


f 


\ 


Some that have acted on thoſe glorious Stages, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, | 8 | 
That no Muſick like the Granadetr's engagts. 

Ladies, we muſt own, that this Muſick of ours is not alto- 

gether ſo ſoft as Bonancini's ; yet we dare affirm, that it has laid 

more People aſleep than all the Camillas in the World; and 
youll condeſcend to own, that it keeps one awake, better 


than any Opera that ever was acted. 


The Granadeer March ſeems to be a Compoſure excellently | 
adapted to the Genius of the Engliſh , for no Muſick was ever 
— follow d ſo far by us, nor with ſo much Alacrity; and with 
all Deference to the preſent Subſcription, we muſt ſay that 
the Granadeer March has been ſubſcrib'd for by they whole 
2.4.2." . vs i es ens ä — — — — - ran ' 


| EPILOGUE. 

| Grand Alliance : and we preſume to inform the Ladies, that 
| it always has the Pre- eminence abroad, and is conſtantly 
| heard by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole Army. In 
= ſhort, to gratily the preſent Taſte, our Author is now adapt- 
Ang ſome Words to the Granadeer March, which he intends to 
[ have performd to Morrow, if the Lady, who is to ſing it; 
| ſhould not bappen to be ſick, 

|; This he concludes to be the ſuref way | | 

To draw you hither , for you'll all obey | ; 
| Soft dufick's Call, tho' you ſhon'd damn hit Play, 

| 
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Advertiſement. 
HE Reader may find ſome Faults in this 
PLAY, which my IIIneſs prevented the 
amending of; but there is great Amends made in 
the Repreſentation, which cannot be cn, no 
more than the friendly and indefatigable Care of 


Mr. Wilks, to whom I chiefly owe the Succeſs of 
the Play, TS, | 


G. FARQUHAR, 


® , 
. -= — . 
. . * 
8 a — 
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PROLOGUE. 
| Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


[HEN Strife diſturbs, or Sloth corrupts an Age, 
Keen ra is the Buſmeſs of the Stage: n 
When the Plain-Dealer writ, he laſh'd t we Crimes, 
Which then infeſted moſt —— the modiſh Times: 
But now, when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is fied, 
And all our Youth in Active Fields are bred; 
When thro GREAT-BRITAIN's fair extenſive Round, 
The Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UNION ſound ; . 
Men ANNA's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, | ©, 
And Her Example gives her Precepts Force: 
There ſcarce is room for Satyr; all our Lays - 
Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe : 
But as in Grounds beſt cultivated, T ares 
And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears ; 
Our Praduit ſo, fit for the Field or School, 
Mut mix with Nature's Favourite Plant 4 Pool: 
A Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, 
Shoots up in Stalk, and Vegetates to Man: 
Simpling our Author goes 1 Field to Field, 
And culls ſuth Fools as may Diverſion yield ; 
And, thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe, 
For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows. 
Follies to Night we ſhew ne er laſ d before, 
Tet ſuch as Nature ſhews you eery Hour; 
Nor can, the Pictures give a juſt Offence, 
For Fools are made for Feſts to Men of Senſe. 


wit 
4 We 
47 
** 
1 
. a 
F. 
* 
* 
L 
* o 
14 
1 
* 
* 
1 
1 * 
4 
or? 
+ 1 
$1 
. 
18 
- Mu 
x 
#5 
bs 
* 
LY : 
« 
74 
M OS. 
» ot. 
[1488 
2 
"3 
$*3 
48). 
1 
IT 
33. 
3 
= - 
17 
. A . 1 
N 
+38] 
1 
FF 
1 
. 
4 4 5 
x 
: 
4 2 
1 , 
iN 
7 
{1 1.18 
is 
4 + * 
tt 
1 * 

, 00 
1 N 
. 

: * 
9 
9 
N 
1 
oy 
WY... 
: - 
4 
144 
0 
Fo 
|| 
" 
j F 
N 
ih 
o 
ve 
. 
7: al 
8 
iv 
4 
- / 
E 
7 
J; 
5 ” { 
WW. 
« o 
"ELL 
4 
7 
- 
1 
1 


N 
\ 


Dramatis en 
- MEN. 


1 A wo Gentleinen, of 4 * 
Aiamell, f ES the firſt as Ma $i 20 


„ 


ä Archer, nl Bog the Second 48 Mr will : 
Count Bellir, $ A 2 Friſoner Nan. Berman 


We & Country Blockhead, bru- 
8 tal to his Wife. 8 ho 


Freeman, A Gentleman from London. Mr. kun. 


Sullen, Jau. 2 


N 15 7 A Prieſt, Chaplain to the? | 
Foigard, . 4 French Officers. 7 Mr ne. 


Gibbet, A High- way Man. 2 Mr. Ghber, 


B 1 . {His Companions. 


= Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. = Mr. Bullock, 
Scrub, Servant to Mr. Sullen. _ Mr. Norris 


WOMEN. 


(An old, civil, Country Gen- 
| le tlewoman, that cures all 
Lady * ber Neighbours of all Di- Mrs. Panel, 


ſtempers, and fooliſhly 
fond of her Son Sullen. 


Dorinda, Lady baue s Daughter. Mrs. Bradſhaw. 


Mrs. Sullen, Her Daughter- in- law. : Mrs. Oldfield. 
Gipſy, Maid to the Ladies. Mis. Mills, 
* $ The 2 8 Daughter in 2 Mrs. Bien. ? 
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AC TÞ; 
SCENE, 4: Inn. 


Enter Bonniface running. 
zl amberlain, Maid, Cherry, Athy Ger ; 


— 


SXE] all asleep? all dead? 


Bon. Fi 


ln VE Enter Cherry running. 
Oer. Here, here. Why. d'ye baul 0, 
Father ? dye think we have no Ears? 

Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx — 
Company of the Warrington Coach bas ſtood in the Hall this 
Hour, and no body to ſhew them to their Chambers. 

Cher. And let em wait, Father ; there's neither Red- Coat 
in the Coach, nor Footman bebind it. 

Bon. But they threaten to go to another Inn to Night, . 

Cher. That they dare not, for fear the Coachman ſhould 


over-turn them to Morrow. ——Coming, coming : Here's we 
Lindon Coach arriv d. 


Enter ever People with Trunks, Bani. boxes and other Lag 
gage, and croſs the Stage. | 
Bon, Welcome, Ladies, | 
Cher, Very welcome, Grntlemen——Chamberlain, 3 
the Hon and the Kale. Exit 766 the Company. 


Enter 
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Enter Aim well in riding Hui, Archer as Footman, eum 
4 Portmantead. 
Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen. . 
Aim. Set down the OSS; go to the Ae and ſee my 
Horſes well rubb d. 
| Arch. 1 (ball, Sir. LExit. 
Aim. You'te my Landlord, 1 FOR ſe ? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Wil, Boniface, pretty well known 
upon this Road, as the Saying is. 
Aim. O! Mr. Bonniface, your Servant, 
Bon. O, Sir——what will your Honour hs to drink, 
as 3 Saying i 1s ? 
I have heard Jour Town of Litebfield much fam d for 
ail think, VI! taſte that. | 
os Sir, oy now in my Cellar ten Tun of the beſt Ale 
tis ſmooth as Oil, ſweet as Milk, clear as 
Anbei, and Tron as Brandy; and will be juſſ fourtern 
Year old the fifth Day of next Marth, Old Stile. 
Aim. You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your Ale. 


Bon. As punctual, Sir, as Lam in the Age of my Children: 


Tl ſhew you ſuch Ale Here, Tapfter, broach Num- 
ber 1706, as the Saying is: Sir, you ſhall taſte my 
Anno Domini I have livd in Litchfield, Man and Boy, 
above eight and fifty Years, and, I believe, have not conſumd 


Eight and fifty Ounces of Meat. 


Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your Senſe 
by your Bulk. 

Bon. Not in my Life, Sir, Thave fed purely upon Ale; I have 
eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and 1 always ſleep upon Ale. 


Euer Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſs. 


N w, Sit, you fhall ſee [Filling it out.] your Worſhip' 


Health: Ha! delicious, delicious fancy it Burgundy, only 


fancy it, and tis worth ten Shillings a Quart. 


Aim. L 'Tis corifounded ſtrong. 
F Bon. Strong! It mult beſo, or bow ſhould we be ſtiong that 
rink it? 
Aim. And have you liv'd fo Jong upon this Ale, Land- 


lord? 
Bon. Eight and fifty Years upon my Credit, Sir; but it 


kill'd my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 
Aim, How came that to paſs ? 
Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the Ale 


take i its natural Courſe, Sir ; ; ſhe 1 was for qualifying it * 


erer 
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now and then with a Dram, as the ſaying is; fand an honeſt 
Gentleman that came this way from Jreland, made her a Pre- 
ſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſ uebaugh — but the poor Wo- 
man was never well after: But » home er, I was: _ \ to 
the Gentleman, you know. 17-00 

Aim. Why, was it the Uſ bea that kill d "gp 

Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo She, Jud Lady, did 
what could be done; the cured het of three mies, but 
the fourth carry d ber off; but ſhe's happy, and m coonten- 
ted, as the Saying 1 iss 

Aim. Who's that Lady Bonmiful, you mention'd?: : in es 

Bon. Ods my Life, Sir, we'll drink ber Health. Loe 
My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of Women: Her laſt 
Husband, Sir Charles Boumtiful, left her worth a Thoufand 
Pound a Year ; and, I believe, "the lays out one half ont in 
charitable Uſes for the good of her Neighbours ; ſhe cures 
Rheumatiſms, Ruptures, and broken Shins in Men, Green- 
Sckneſs, Obſtructions, and Fits of the Mother in Women; 
—— the King's Evil, Chin-cough, and Chilblains in Chil⸗ 
dren: In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and about 
Litchfield within ten Vears, than the Doctors have Kill'd in 
twenty; and thar's a bold Word. 

Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſcful in ber Ge: 
neration ? . 
Bon. Ves, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir ge the fineſt 
Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt Fortune: She 
has a Son too, by her firſt Husband, Squire Sullen, who mar- 
ry'd a-fine Lady from London t other Day if you pleaſe, Sit, 

we ll drink his Health. 

Aim, What ſort of a Man is he? 

Bon, Why, Sir, the Man's well cnouph ſays little, thinks 
leſs, and does——nothing at all, nr But he's a Man of 
great Eſtate, and values no body. | 

Aim. A Sportſman, I e ee 

Bon. Les, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure ; he plays at Whisk 

and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty hours together lomaimes, 
Aim. And marry'd, you ſay? - 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir——But bez SS 
He wants it ; here, Sir. [Pointing to his Forehead, 

Aim. ble has it there, you mean, © 

Bon, That's none of my buſineſs ; he's my Landlord; and 
ſoa Man, you know, wou'd not But——1I cod, he's 
no better than Sir, my humble Service to you. [Drinks] 
1 value not a Farthing what ＋ can do to me; I pay 

him ä 


2 2 — 


* 
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him his Rent at Quarter-day; I have a — 


I bave but one Daughter 7 and can give her But no 
matter for that. 


Aim. You're very bappy, Mr. Bonniface ; ; pray, what other 
Company have you in Town ? 

a — A. power of fine Ladies; and then we have the French 

Aim. O that's nigbt f you have a good many of thoſe Gen- 

tlemen: Pray, how do-you like their Company? 

Bon. So well, as the Saying is, that I coud wiſh we had 
as many mote of em ; they're full of Money, and pay double 
for every thin ng they have; they know, Sir, that we pay d good 
round Taxes for the taking of em, and ſo they are willing to 
— us a Wiles: once em lodges in m/ Houſe. 


| Ee Archer. 
tech. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen belon 
that. asl for you. 

Jon, I wait on em: Does your Maſter ſtay long i in 
Town, as the Saying is? | Ii Archer. 
Arch, 1 can't tell, as the Saying is. | 

Bon. Come from London ? 

- Arch. No. | 

Bon, Going to London may hap? > 

Are, No. 

Bon, An odd Fellow this : I beg your Worſhip Parden 
I'll wait on you in half a minute. 

Aims, The Coalt's clear, I fee—— Now, my dear 7 
welcome to Litchfield. 

Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 

Alm. Iniquity! prithee, leave Canting; you need not 
2 ge your Stile with your Dreſs. 

Arch. Don't — 4 me, Aimmell, for tis ſtill my Maxim, 
that there is no Scandal like Rags, nor any Crime ſo ſhame 
ful as Poverty. 

Aim. The World conſeſſes i it every Day i in its Practice, tho 
Men won't own it for their Opinion: Who did that worthy 
Lord, my Brother, lingle out of the Side - box to ſup with him 
Tother Night ? 

Arch, Fack Handicraft, a handſome, well-dreſß d, manoer 
ly, ſhbrping ng Rogue, 'who keys the beſt Company in Town, 

Aim. Right; and, pray. who marry'd my Lady 24anſtaug) 
ter d other Day, the great Fortune? 

— * Nick Marrabone, a proſeſs d Pick- -pocket, 1 n 
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a good Bowler ; but he makes a handſome Figure, and rides 
in bis Coach, that he formerly uſed to ride bebind, © 


Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fack Generaus in the Park 
laſt Week? oe Je 5 TY 
Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Periwig , ſhading his me- 
lancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing but its Faſhion, 
with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and with the other picking 
his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho the Mall was crowded with Com- 
ny, yet was poor Fack as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lion in a 
. 


It. 5 

Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime upon Earth but 

the want of Money. | 

Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor; Idle- 

| neſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide enough, let em 
bultle: Fortune has taken the Weak under her Protection, 

but Men of Senſe are left to their Induſtry, . 


— 


Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed, and, I think, lueki · 
ly bitherto: Wou'd not any Man ſwear now, that I am a 
Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if our intrinſick 
Value were known —— _ 4 5 

Arch. Come, come, we ate the Men of intrinſick Value 
who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our ſelves, whoſe Worth 
is independent of Accidents in Life, or Revolutions in Go- 
NN ; we bave Heads to get Money, and Hearts to 
pend it. : . 

Aim. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as willing Tits 
as any within twenty Degrees; but I can have no great opi- 
nion of our Heads from the Service they bave done us hither- 
to, unleſs it be that they have brought us from London hither 
to Lichfield, made me a Lord, and you my Servant. 

Arch. That's more than you cou'd expect already. But 
what Money have we left? | Wt 

Aim. But two hundred Pound. TY OP 1 

Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, Ge. why, we 
have very good Fortunes now for moderate People; and 
let me tell you, that this Two hundred Pound, with the 
Experience that we are now Maſters of, is a better Eſtate 
than the Ten we have ſpent, — Our Friends indeed began 
to ſuſpect, that our Pockets were low, but we came off with 
you Colours, ſhew'd no ſigus of Wayt either in Word of 


Ai. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good man 
| Enough for our ſudden diſappearing; and, I warrant you., 
| Our Friends imagine, that we are gone a Volunteering. 


Ff 2 — _ 
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Arch. Why, faith, if this Proſpect fails, it muſt &en come 

to that. IJ am for venturing one of the Hundreds, if you will, 

upon this Knight-Ertantry; but in caſe it ſhould fail, well 
reſerve the other to carry us to ſome Counterſcarp , where we 

may die as we liv'd in a Blaze. 2 8 5 

Aim. With all my beart; and we have liv'd juſtly, Archer; 


we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, but that ve 


have enjoy dem. 
Arch. Right; fo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money; we 
have had our Pennyworths ; arid had I Millions, I wou'd g0 
to the ſame Market again: O London, London ! well, we have 
had our ſhare, and let us be thankful : Paſt Pleaſures , for 
ought I know, are belt, ſuch as we are ſure of; thoſe to come 
may diſappoint us. 3 S 
Aim. It has often griev d the Heart of me, to ſee how ſome 
inhumane Wretches murther their kind Fortunes; ' thoſe that 
by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve all the reſt. — 


You ſhall have ſome that live only in their Palates, and in 


their ſenſe of Taſting ſhall drown the other Four : Others are 
only Epicures in Appearances, ſuch who ſhall 'farve their 
Nights to make à Figure a Days, and famiſh their own to 
feed the Eyes of others : A contrary ſort confine their Plea- 
fures to the Dark, and contract their ſpacious Acres to the 
Circuit of a Muff- ſtring. 3 | 

Arch, Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot where 
they conſume em, and, I think, your kind Keepers have much 
the belt ont; for they indulge the moſt Senſes by one Expence, 
there's the Seeing, Hearing, and Feeling, amply gratity'd ; and 
ſome Philoſophers will tell you, that from ſuch a Commerce, 
there ariſes a ſixth Senſe, that gives infinitely more Pleaſure 
than the-other five put together, 

Aim. And to pals to the other Extremity, of all Keepers, | 
think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money. 


Arch. Thoſe are the molt miſerable Wights 1n Being, they 
deftroy the Rights of Nature, and difappoint the Bleſſings of 


Providence: Give me a Man that keeps his Five Senſes keen 
and bright as his Sword, that has em always drawn out in 


their juſt Order and Strength, with his Reaſon, as Comman- 


der at the Head of em, that detaches em by turns upon what- 
ever Party of Pleaſure agreeably offers, and commands em 
to retreat upon the leaſt Appearance of Diſadvantage or Dan- 
ger: For my part, I can ſtick to my Bottle, while my 
Wine; my Company, and my Reaſon, holds good; I can 


be charm'd with Sappho's Singing, without falling in Love with 


ber Face: I love Hunting, but wou'd not, like Acteon * 
CAL GLAS eee HEH | eaten 
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eaten up by my own Dogs; I love a-fine Houſe, but let-ano:. 
| ſo 11 | | 


ther keep it ; and juſt ove a fine Woman. 8 
Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better of me. 
Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm afraid 

you'll ſpoil our Sport; you can't counterfeit the Paſſion with- 

out feeling it. N | | „ 

Aim. Tho' the Whining part be out of doors in Town, tis 
fill in force with the Country Ladies :—— And let me tell 
you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſſion ſhall out-do the Knave 

V 794 7 if 
Arch, Well, I won't diſpute it now ; you command for 

the Day, and ſo I ſubmit :—— At Nottingham), you know, I 

am to be Maſter, | | 

Aim. And at Lincoln, I again, $4” | 3 

Arch. Then, at Norwich I mount, which, I think, ſhall be 
our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll imbark for Holland, 

bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Marg. 
Aim. A Match! [Enter Bonniface.] Mum. 5 
Bon. What will your Worſhip pleaſe to have for Supper? | 
Aim. What have you got? {HIPs 7: BED 
Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of Beef in the Pot, and a 

Pig at the Fire. . . Ke, 

Aim. Good Supper- meat, I muſt confeſs — I cant eat 

Beef, Landlord, _ Ee 4g 31 
Arch, And I hate Pig. 5 N 
_ Hold your prating , Sirrah, do you know who you 

are ; p45 RAVE EP | 

Bon, Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every thing 

in the Houſe, _ [pip | 795 

Aim. Have you any Veal? 5 . 

p ww. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal on Medneſ- 

ay lat, £ 2399 1 | 
Aim. Have you got any Fiſh or Wildfowl ? 935 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an Inland Town, and 

| 1ndifferently provided wut Fiſh, that's the truth on't ; and 

then for Wildfowl We have a delicate Couple of 

. | | 25 
Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſy d. i 

Bon. Ericaly'd ! Laird, Sir, they'll cat much better ſmos+ 

ther'd with Onions. | = £1 . 

Arch. Phaw! damn your Onios | © 
Aim. Again, Sirrah ! ——— Well, Landlord, what you 

pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, and your 

Houſe is ſo full of Strangers, that I belieye ic may be ſafer in 

Pour Cuſtody than mine; for when this Fellow of mine gets 

1 8 F f 2 | drunk, 


— 
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drunk he minds nothing. Here, Sirrah , reach me the 


ſtrong Box. 25 . 
_ Arch, Ves, Sir, — this will give us Reputation. [4e, 


[Brings the Box. 


Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down both for 


your Security and mine; 1t holds ſomewhat above Two bun- 


dred Pound; if you doubt it, Vil count it to you after Supper; 


but be ſure you lay it where I may have it at a Minutes 


warning; for my Affairs are a little dubious at preſent; per- 
haps I may be gone in half an hour, perbaps I may be your 
Gueſt till the beſt hore of that be ſpent ; and pray order your 
Oſter to keep my Horſes always ſadled : But one thing abore 
the reſt I muſt beg, that you would let this Fellow have none 


of 2 Anno Domini, as you call it for he's the moſt 
Mm 


fferable Sot———Here, Sirrah, light me to my Chamber. 
: * Exit, lighted by Archer, 
Bon, Cherry, Daughter Cherry ? 
| Enter Cherry. 
Cher. D'ye call, Father? ard : | 
Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the Gentle- 


man, tis full of Money. 


Cher. Money ! all that Money ! why, fure, Father, the Gen- 
tleman comes to be choſen Parliament man. Who is he? 
Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talks of keep- 


ing his Horſes ready ſadled, and of going perhaps at a mi- 
8 warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till the beſt part of this 


ent. | 


er. Ay, ten to one, Father, he's a High-way-man. 
Bon. A High-way-man ! upon my Life, Girl, you have hit 


it, and this Box is ſome new-purchaſed Booty. Nox, 


cou'd we find him out, the Money were ours, 
Cher, He don't belong to our Gang. 
Bon. What Horſes have they? 
Cher, The Maſter rides upon a Black. - 
Bon, A Black! ten to one the Man upon the black Mare; 
and ſince he don't belong to our Fraternity, we may betray 


him with a ſafe Conſcience : I dont think it Jawful to har- 


bour any Rogues but my own.——— Look e, Child , as the 
Saying 1s, we muſt go cunningly to work , Proofs we malt 
have; the Gentleman's Servant loves Drink, III ply him that 
way, and ten to one loves a Wench ; you muſt work him 
other way. 


Cher. Father, wou d you have me give my Secret for his? 
Bun 
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Bon. Conſider, Child, theres Two hundred Pound te boot. 
[Ringing withont.] Coming, coming, ——— Child, mind 
your buſineſs, * alive e it FA ATR. 
Cher. What a Rogue is my Father! my Father! I deny it. 
My Mother was a good, generous, free-hearted Woman, 

and I can't tell how far her Good-nature might have extended 
for the good of her Children. This Landlord of wane, for I 


think I can call him no more, would betray his Gueſt , and | 


debauch his Daughter into the bargain, — by a Footmay 


too! 
| | Enter Archer. 6 
Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is W happy as to be 
the Subject of your Contemplation? e 
| Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he'll be but little the better 
or't. : 4 $2 | 2 „ a 8. ws 
Arch, J hope ſo, for, I'm ſure, you did not think of me. 
Cher. Suppoſe I had? | Bt 
Arch. Why then you're but even with me ; for the minute 
1 came in, I was a conſidering in what manner 1 ſhould 
make Love to you. n 
Cher. Love to me, Friend! 
Arch, Yes, Child. 


Cher. Child! Manners ; if you kept a little more diſtance, 


Friend, it would become you much better. 


Arch. Diſtance! good night, Sauce-box. [Going. 


Cher. A pretty Fellow! I like his Pride Sir, Pray: 811 
you ſee, Sir, [Archer returns. ] I have the credit to be intruſt- 
ed with your Maſter's Fortune here, which ſets me a degree 
above his Footman ; I hope, Sir, you a'n't affronted. 


whether you can affront me or no,—- — Sdeath, Child, you 
| by a pair of delicate Eyes, and you don't know what to do 
With em. ALS | | 
Cher, Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body? 


Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had em, they wou'd kill 


every body,— Prithee, inſtruct me, 1 wou'd fain make 
Love to you, but 1 don't know what to fay. 
Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any body before ? 
Arch, Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can aſſure you, 
Madam; my Addreſſes have been always confin'd to People 
within my own Sphere, I never aſpir'd fo high before. 


But you look fo bright, 


And are dreſt d ſo tight, &c. L4 Song. 
Ff 4 33 
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Arch, Let me lock you full in the Face, and I'll tell you 


. 
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Cher, What can I think of this Man? [4/ide.) Will you 
give me that Song, Sir; ? 
Arch. Ay, my Dear, take it while tis warm. [Xifſes her. 
Death and Fire her Lips are Honey-combs. | 
Cher. And I wiſh there had been Bees too, to have ſtung 
you for your Impudenſgſqe. | 
Arch. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, that haz 
done the buſineſs much betten. 
er. This Fellow is misbegotten as well as I. [ Aſide. 
What's your Name, Sir? _ 
Arch, Name! I gad, I have forgot it. [4/ide.] Oh! Martin. 
Cher. Where were you born? e 5 
Arch, In St. Martin's Pariſh. 
Cber, What was your Father? 
Arch. St. Martin's Pariſh. 
Cher. Then, Friend, good night. 
Arch. 1 hope not. 
Cher, You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what? 
Cher, That you re very impudent. 
Arch, That you're very handſome. 
Cher, That you're a Footman. - 
Arch. That you're an Angel. 
Cher. I ſhall be rude. 185 
Arch. So ſhall J. 1 
Oer. Let go my Hand. 
Arch. Give me a Kiſs. [Kiſſes her, 
1 [Call without, Cherry, Cherry. 
er. Im -My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, bow 
durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo? Offer to follow me one 
ſtep, if you dare. | . : 
Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light; this is a pretty fair 
opening of an Adventure; but we are Knight-Errants, and fo 
Fortune be our Guide. PD LExit. 


The End of the Fir ACT. 
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K r IL 
SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


Dor. Morrow, my dear Siſter ; are you for Church this 
Morning ? COLES 1. | | 
Ars. Sull. Any where to Pray; for Heaven alone can help 
me: But 1 think, Dorinda, there's no Form of Prayer in the 
Liturgy againſt bad Husbands, nk ar I 
Dor. But there's a Form of Law in Dofors-Commons ; and I 
ſwear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus continually diſs * 
contented, I would adviſe you to apply to that: For beſides 
the part that I bear in your vexatious Broils, as being Siſter to 
the Husband, and Friend to the Wife, your Examples give 
me ſuch an Impreſſion of Matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to 
condemn my Perſon to a long Vacation all its Life. 
But ſuppoſing, Madam, that you brought it to a Caſe of Sepa- 
ration, what can you urge againſt your Husband ? My Bro- 
ther is, firſt, the moſt conſtant Man alive. 1 
Mrs. Sull. The moſt conſtant Husband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 
Mrs. Sull. No, he always ſleeps with me. 
1 Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your Qua- 
ity. . | rr 1 | 
Mrs. Sall. A Maintenance! do you take me, Madam, for 
an Hoſpital Child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs my Bene- 
factors for Meat, Drink, and Cloaths? As I take it, Madam, 
brought your Brother Ten thouſand Pounds, out of which I 
might expect ſome pretty things, call'd Pleaſures. A 
. _ You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Country af- 
fords. | | LEI: 
Mrs, Sull. Country Pleaſures ! Racks and Torments ! doſt 
think, Child, that my Limbs were made for leaping of 
Ditches, and clambring over Stiles; or that my Parents wiſe- | 
ly foreſeeing my future Happineſs in Country-pleaſures,' had 
early inſtructed me in rural Accompliſhments of drinking fat 
Ale, playing at Whisk, and ſmoaking Tobacco with my Huſ- 
band ; or of ſpreading of Plaiſters, brewing of Diet-drinks, 
and: ſtilling Roſemary-Water, with the good old Gentlwo- 
man my Mother-1in-Law. © © © Kat 
Dor. Tm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in opt fen to 
NR 13 | wo 
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divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our Entertainmentz 
were a little more polite, or your Taſte a little leſs refin'd ; 
But, pray, Madam, how came the Poets and Philoſopher, 


that labour d ſo much in hunting after Pleaſure, to place it 
at laſt in a Country Life ? | 


Mrs. Sull. Becafiſe they wanted Money, Child, to find out 


the Pleaſures of the Town : Did you ever ſee a Poet or Phi- 
. loſopher worth Ten thouſand Pound? If you can ſhew me 
fach a Man, I'll lay you Fifty Pound, you'll find him fome- 
where within the Weekly Bills. Not that I diſapprove 
rural Pleaſures, as the Poets have painted them; in their 
Landſchape, every Phillis has her Coridon, every murmuring 
Stream, and every flowry Mead gives freſh Alarms to Love, 
———Þecſides, you'll find, that their Couples were never mar- 
ry'd :>—But yonder, I ſee my Coridon, and a ſweet Swain it 
is, Heaven knows, Come, Dorinda, don't be angry, hes 
my Husband, and your Brother ; and between both, 1s he not 
a {ad Brute? | 
Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of bim, you're the 
belt Judge. 
Mrs. Sall. O Siſter, Siſter ! if ever you marry, beware of a 
ſullen, ſilent Sot, one that's always muſing, but never thinks: 
here's ſome Diverſion in a Talking-Blockhead ; and 
ſince a Woman muſt wear Chains, I wou'd have the Plea- 
ſure of hearing em rattle a little. Now you ſhall ſee, 
but take this by the way ;———He came home this Morning 
at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out of a ſweet Dream 
of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over the Tea-Table, which he 
broke all to pieces, after his Man and he had rowl'd about 
the Room, like (ack Paſſengers in a Storm, he comes flounce in- 
to Bed, dead as a Salmon into a Fiſhmonger's Basket; his 
Feet cold as Ice, his Breath hot as a Furnace, and his Hands 
and his Face as greaſte as his Flannel Night-Cap. ——Oh 
Matrimony !——He toſſes up the Cloaths with a barba- 
rous ſwing over his Shoulders, diſorders the whole Oeconom 
of my Bed, leaves me half naked, and my whole Nights 
Comfort is the tuneable Serenade of that wakeful Nightin- 
pale, his Noſe, ———O the Pleaſure of counting the melan- 
cholly Clock by a ſnoring Husband !———But now, Silter, 
you ſhall ſce how handſomely, being a welbbred Man, he 
will beg my Pardon. | 
FIVE Enter Sullen. | 
Sul. My Head akes conſumedly, 


Mrs. Sal. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, to drink Tea with 
us this Morning? it may do your Head good. 7 * 


JSC ˙ as: = - 


Scrub. Sir. 


dio rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! a fine Woman may do any 
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Sul. No. | 

Dor. Coffee, Brother? 

Sul. Pſhaw. | 

Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to Church with 
me? the Air may help you. — 

Sul. Serub. * 


Bay Scrub. 


Sul. What Day o'th' Week is this? 

Scrub. Sandy, a'nt pkaſe your Worſhip. 
Sul. Sunday! bring me a Dram; and 44 ſet out the 
Veniſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of ſtrong Beer upon the Hall- 


| Table, II go to Breakfaſt, [Going. 


Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you (han't get off fo ; you were 


very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your Wife reparation; 
come, come, Brother, wo'n't you ask Pardon ? 


Sul. For what? 

Dor. For being drunk laſt Night. 
Sul. I can afford it, can't 1? 
Mrs. Sal. But I can't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. 
Mrs. Sul. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not to be bon. 
Sul. Tm glad ont. . 

Mrs. Sul. What is the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me thus 


inbumanely ? 


Sul. Scrub? 
Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. Exit. 
Mrs, Sal. Have a care of coming near his Temples, Scrub 
for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn the Edge of 
your Razor. ———Tnyeterate Stupidity ! Did you ever know 
ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen as his? O Siſter, Siſter! I ſhall 
never ha good of the Beaſt till 1 get him to Town ; London, 
_ London is the place for managing and breaking a Hy- 
an 


Dor. And has not a Husband the ſame opportunities there 
for humbling a Wife? 5 
Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, tis a ſtanding Maxrm in conju- 
al Diſcipline, that when a Man would enſlave his Wife, he 
urries her into the Country; and when a Lady would be ar- 
bitrary with her Husband, ſne wheedles her Booby up to 


Town. AKA Man dare not play the Tyrant in London, 


becanſe there are fo many Examples to encourage the Stibject 


thing 
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thing in London: O my Conſcience, ſne may raiſe an Army 
of Forty thouſand Men. 225435 

Dor. I fancy, Siſter, you have a mind to be trying your 
Power that way here in ts 9 ; you have drawn the French 
Count to your Colours alrea 


Mrs. Sall. The French are opt that can't live without 


their Gallantries. N 5 
Dor. And ſome Engliſh that I know, Siſter, are not averſe 
to ſuch Amulements. | * 

Mrs. Sull. Well, Siſter, ſince the Truth muſt out, it may do 


as well now as hereaſter; I think, one way to rouſe my Le. 


thargick, ſottiſn Husband, is to give him a Rival; Security 
begets Negligence in all People, and Men muſt be alarm d to 
make em alert in their Duty: Women are like Pictures, of 
no value in the Hands of a Fool, till he hears Men of Senſe 
bid high for the Purchale, 

Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Underſtanding 
were to be convinc d into a Paſſion for you; but, I fancy, 
there's a natural Averſion of his (ide ; and I fancy, Siſter, that 
you don't come much behind him, if you dealt fairly. 

Mrs, Sull. J own it, we are united Contradictions, Fire and 
Water : But I cou'd be contented, with a great many other 

Wives, to humour the cenſorious Mob, and give the World an 
Appearance of living well with my Husband, cou'd I bring 
him but to diſſemble a little Kindneſs to keep me in coun- 
tepancs:-- 

Dor. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inflead of rou- 
ſing your Husband by this Artifice to a counterfeit Kindneſs, 
he ſhould awake in a real Fury. | 
Mrs. Sall. Let him: If I can't entice him to the one, l 
wou'd proyoke him to the other, - rt | | 
Dor. But how muſt I behave my ſelf between ye? 

Mrs. Sall. You muſt aſſiſt nme. 

Dor, What, againſt my own Brother ? 
Mrs. Sull. He's but half a Brother, and I'm your entire 
Friend: If I go a ſtep beyond the Bounds of Honour, leave 
me; till then, I expect you ſhould go along with me in eve- 
ry thing; while I truſt my Honour in your Hands, you may 
truſt your Brother's in mine The Count is to dine here to 


Day. | 

\ Br 'Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like vhat 
an. :.: | 

Mrs. Sall. You like nothing, your time is not come; Love 

and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home one Fine of 


"ON 
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ether: You'll pay for all one Day, I warrant ye—— 
But come, my Lady's Tea is ready, and tis almoſt Church- 
time. | ö [ Exeunt. 

SCENE, The Inn. 
* | 
Enter Aimwell dreſs'd, and Archer. 
Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe? 

Arch. The Land lord is fo blind as to think fo ; but I dare 
ſwear (he has better Blood in her Vein. 
Aim. Why dolt think ſo? Te. 

Arch. Becauſe. the Baggage has a pert Fe ne ſcai quoi, ſhe 
reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and 1s troubled with Vapours. 
_— y which Diſcoveries, 1 gueſs that you know more 
of her. 
Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives her ſelf Airs, for- 
ſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 3 
Aim. Let me take her in hand, _ 3 3 
Arch. Say one Word more o that, and I'll declare my ſelf, 
ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe; look ye, Aim- 
nell, every Man in his own Sphere. ee, e 
E 2 Right; and therefore you muſt pimp for your Ma- 

er. ' | 

Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have ſerv'd my 
| ſelf, —D— Batt to our Buſineſs—— You are ſo well dreſs d, 
Tom, and make ſo handſome a Figure, that I fancy you may 
{ do Execution in a Country Church; the exterior part ſtrikes 
- and you're in the right to make that Impreſſion favou- 
rable. 1 | 3 
Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to Ad- 
vantage: The Appearance of a Stranger in a 2 Church 

draws as many 14 as a Blazing-Star; no ſooner he comes 
into the Cathedral, but a Train of Whiſpers runs buzzing. 
round the Congregation in a moment : Who is he? 
Whence comes he? Do you know him ——— Then I, Sir, 
tips me the Verger with half a Crown; he pockets the Simo- 
ny, and inducts me into the beſt Pue in the Church, I pull 
out my Snuff box, turn wy {elf round, bow to the Biſho , or 
the Dean, if he be the commanding Officer; ſingle out a Beau- 
ty, rivet both my Eyes to hers, ſet my Noſe a bleeding by the 
Strength of Imagination, and ſhew the whole Church. my 
Concern, by my endeavouring to hide it ; after the Sermon, 
the whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by per- 
ſuading the Lady that I am a dying for her, the Tables are 
turn d, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in Love with me? 

* 


* 


* 
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Arch, There's nothing in this, Tom, without a Precedent ; 
but inſtead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, try to fix em 
upon a Fortune, that's our Buſineſs at prefent. 
Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a For- 
tune. Let me alone, for I am a Mark's-man. 9 
Arch. Tom. NE 
Aim, Ay. | 
Arch, When were you at Church before, pray ? 
Aim. Um——1 was there at the Coronation. 
Arch. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by going to 
Church now ? a 
Aim. Bleſſing! nay, Frank, I ask but for a Wife. [ Exi. 
Arch, Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in his De. 
- mands, [Exit at the oppoſite Door, 


Enter Bonniface and Cherry. 

Bon. Well Daughter, as the Saying is, have you brought 
Martin to confeſs ? 

Cher, Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any thing 
out of a Man; I'm but young you know, Father, and I don't 
underſtand Wheedling. bes 

Bon, Young | why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any Wo- 
man wheedle that is not young ? Your Mother was uſeleſs at 
five and twenty ; not wheedle ! Would you make your Mo- 
ther a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saying is? I tell 
you, his Silence confeſſes it, and his Maſter ſpends his Money 
ſd freely, and is ſo much a Gentlemanevery manner of way, 
that he muſt be a Highway-man. | 


| EE Enter Gibbet in a Cloak. 
Gib. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 
Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News ? 5 
Gib. No matter, ask no Queſtions, all fair and honoura- 
ble; here, my dear Cherry, {Gives her a Bag. ] Two hundred 
Sterling Pounds, as good as any that ever hang or ſavd a 
Rogue; lay em by with the reſt, and here Three Wed- 
ding or Mourning Rings, tis much the ſame you know 
Here, two Silver-hilted Swords ; 1 took thoſe from Fellows 
that never ſhew any part of their Swords but the Hilts : Here 
is a Diamond Necklace which the Lady hid in the privateſt 
place in the Coach, but I found it out: This Gold Watch! 
took from a Pawn-broker's Wife ; it was left in her Hands by 
a Perſon of Quality, there's the Arms upon the Caſe. 
Cher, But who had you the Money from? 


Gib, 
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Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her e a poor 
Lady juſt elop d from her Husband, ſhe had made up her Car- 
, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ſhe coud drive ; 
ſhe told me of her Husband's barbarous Uſage, and ſo I left 
her half a Crown : But I had almoft forgot, my dear Cherry, 
I bave a Preſent for you. 5 | 
| Cher. What ist? 3 
Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out of a La- 
dy's under Pocket. 9 You 
Cher, What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint? 
Gib. Why, you jade, your Betters do; Im ſure the Lady 
that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Handkerchief.— 
Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſecure the Premiſes. 
Cher. I will ſecure em. | „ 
Bon. But, heark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bag ſhot? 
= © Gib. They ll be here to Night, | 
£ f Dye / know of any other Gentlemen o the Pad on this 
oad? 
| Gib. No. 1 5 
Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houſe juſt 
now. 1 | = 
| Gib, The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak 'em ? 
Bon, Why, the one is gone to Church, 
Gib. That's ſuſpitious, I muſt confeſs. 
Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber; he pre- 


| tends to be Servant to the other, we'll call him out, and pump 
him a little. oo | 55 


Gib. With all my Heart. 5 
Bon. Mr, Martin, Mr. Martin ? 


| Enter Martin combing 4 Perriwig, and ſingiug. 

Gib. The Roads are 1 W Im ap as old 
Brentford at Chriſtmas A good pretty Fellow that; who's 
Servant are you, Friend ? a 

Arch, My Maſter's. 1 

Gib. Really? 
Arch. Really. | 

Gib. That's much ———The Fellow has been at the Bar 
N his 6 But, pray, Sir, what is your Maſter's 

ame CR” | 
Arch. Tall, all, dall; [Sings and combs the Perrinig ] This 
ia the moſt obſtinate Curl 1 | 

Gib. I ask you his Name? | 8 

Arcb. Name, Sir, Tall, all, dall I never ask d 
bim his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dal. 
5 2 


Bon, 
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Bon. What think you now? - ' > 5 
Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he wete before n 
Judge : But pray, Friend, which way does your Maſter tra. 


gb A Horſeback. . 

Gib. Very well again, an old Offender — But 
I mean does he go upwards or downwards ? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir: Tall, all. 

Gib. Im afraid my Fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin you re very arch —— This 
Gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, and wou d be 
glad of your Company, that's all. Come, Captain, 
you'll. tay to Night, I ſuppoſe ; VI! her you a Chamber- 
Come, Captain. 

Gib. Farewel, Friend—— e e I Eri. 

Arch. Captain, your Servant. Captain | a pretty 
Fellow; Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers of the Army don 
conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red but their o own. 


Euter Cherry. 1 
Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not liſten ; [ 
' wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcovery all my own, becauſel 
wou'd oblige him to love me. [ 4/; — Mr. Martin, who was 
that Man with my Father ? 3 
a —_ Some Recruiting Serjeant, « or whip! d out Trooper, | 
K. 
K. All's ſafe, I find. 
Arch. Come, my Dear, have you con'd over the Catechiz 
I taught you laſt Night? - 
Cher. Come, queſtion me, 
Arch. What is Love? | 
Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes 1 know not hoy, 
and goes I know not when, 
Arch. Very well, an apt Scholat. [Chacks her under the Chin, 
W here does Love enter ? 
Cher. Into the Eyes. 
Arch. And where go out ? | 
(ber. I won't tele. | 
Arch. What are the Objects of that Paſſſon 3 
Cher. Youth, Beauty, and clean Linen. 
Arch. The Reeſon? 
Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, and the third 


at Court. 
Arch. That's my Dear: What are the 8 Sus and Tokens of 


that Paſſion ? 
| | (Or, 


— 
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Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Words im- 
probable, Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions impracticable. 
Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me—— What mult a 
Lover do to obtain his Mifireſs? _ 15 8 21 1 5 
er. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains him, he muſt 
bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and court the Foot- 
man that laughs at him; Hie muſt, he muſt 
Arch. Nay, Child, I muſt whip you if you don't mind 
your Leſſon ; he muſt treat his : 
Cher. O! ay, he muſt treat his Enemies with Reſpect, his 
Friends with Indifference, and all the World with Contempt ; 
{ he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he mult deſire much, 
and hope little; in ſhort, he muſt embrace his Ruin, and 
throw himſelf away. « A | 
Arch, Had ever Man fo bopeful a Pupil as mine ? Come, 
my Dear, why 1s Love call'd a Riddle? | | 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that fee, and tho. 
a Child, he governs a Man. MIT At, "01944 
ry Mighty well ! — And why is Love picur'd 
Oer. Becauſe the Painters out of the Weakneſs or Privi- 
lege of their Art choſe to hide thoſe Eyes that they cou'd not 


draw. 


Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again; —— 
And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, govern a Man? 
Cher, Becauſe that a Child is the end of Lore. 
Arch. And ſo ends Love's Catechiſm. — And now, my 
Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 
Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin, Lou have taken a great 
deal of pains to inſtruct me, and what dye think I have 
learnt by it ? | 2 
Arch. What? B 
Cher. That your Diſcourſe and your Habit are Contradi- 
| Ctions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe you a Foot= 
man any longer. | 
Arch. Oons, what a Witch it iz: 8 
Cher, Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in this Garb ſhall 
ever tempt me; for tho I was born to Servitude , I hate it: 
B+ — Own your Condition, ſwear you love me, and 
then 
Arch. And then we ſhall go make the Bed. 
Cher. Les. e 3 | 
Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a Gentleman, 
my Education was liberal; but I went to London a younger 
Brother, fell into the hands of Sarpers, who ſtript me of my 
1 Money, 
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Money, my Friends diſown'd me, and now my Neceſſity 
brings me to what you ſee. | 
Cher. Then take my hand promiſe to marry me be- 
fore you ſleep, and I'll make you Maſter of two thouſand 
Pounds, 

_ Arch, How! | g 
Cher. Two thouſand Pound that I have this Minute in my 
own Cuſtody; ſo throw off your Livery this Inſtant, and I 
go find a Parſon. i | 
Arch, What ſaid you? A Parſon! 

Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? | 

1 Arch. Scruple! No, no, but— two thouſand Pound, you 
ay? 210 | 1 
Cher. And better. | 1 

Arch, Sdeath, what ſhall I do ?-— But heark e, Child, 
what need you make me Maſter of your ſelf and Money, 
when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out of me, and till 
_ Fortune 1n your hands. 

r. Then you won't marry me? 

Arch. T wou'd marry you, but. 

Cher, O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble Servant, you're fairly 
caught: wou'd you perſuade me that any Gentleman who 
cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, wou'd refule two 
thouſand Pound, let the Condition be what it wou'd—no, 
no, Sir. but I hope you'll pardon the Freedom I have ta- 
ken, ſince it was only to inform my ſelf of the Reſpect that! 

ought to pay you. 485 | 
Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter hold, hold, and have you 
actually two thouſand Pounds. 5 

Cher. Sir, I have my Secrets as well as you when 
you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free, and be 
aſſur d that I have Diſcoveries that will match yours, be 
what they will In the mean while be ſatisfy d that no 
— I make ſhall ever hurt you, but beware of my Fa- 
ther —. er ol 

Arch. So — we're like to have as many Adventures in 
our Inn, as Don Quixote had in his——— let me ſee —— 
two thouſand Pounds ! If the Wench wou d promiſe to die 
when the Money were ſpent, I gad, one wou'd marry ber; 
but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, and the Wite 
may live Lord knows how long? Then an Inn- Keep- 
er's D acter; ay, that's the Devil there my Pride bring 


\ 
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For whatſoe'er the Sapes charge on pride | 
The Angels fall, and twenty Faults beſide, 5 
On Earth, Im ſure, mong us of 1 
Pride ſaves Man oft, and Woman too from falling. | Exit. 


The End of the Second ACI. 


* 


AC T III. 
SCENE continues. 


5 Enter Mrs. Sullen, Dorinda. 
Mrs. Sul. H. ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace thee 
| now we are Friends indeed ! For I ſhall have 
a Secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine now you'll be 
good for ſomething , 1 {hall have you converſable in the Sub- 
jects of the Ser-. e 
Dor, But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall in love 
with a Fellow at firſt ſight? 3 | 
Mrs. Sall. Pſhaw! Now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd not we 
be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men? I warrant you, the 
Gentleman has got to his Confident already, has avow'd his 
Paſſion, toaſted your Health, call'd you ten thouſand An- 
gels, has run over your Lips, Eyes, Neck, Shape, Air, and 
every thing, in a Deſcription that warms their Mirth to a ſe- 
cond Enjoyment. 1h OR 
Dor. Your band, Siſter, I an't well. wy 
Mrs. Sall. So fhe's breeding already—— come, Child, 
up with it — hem a lJit:le——ſo now tell me, don't you 
like the Gentleman that we {aw at Church juſt now? 
Dor. The man's well enough. 
Mrs. Sal. Well enougb! Is he not a Demi-god, a Narciſſus 
a Star, the Man 1the Moon? | 
Dor. O Siſter, Lm extremely ill. 1 55 
Mrs. Sull. Shall IJ ſend to your Mother, Chiſd, for a little 
of her Cephalick Plaiſter to pur to the Soles of your Fert ; or 
ſhall J ſend to the Gentleman for ſomething for you ? | 
Come, unlace your Stays; unboſome your ſelf ---— the Man 
is perfectly a pretty Fellow, I ſaw him him when he firſt came 
into Church. 3 = 
pan Gg 2 Dor: 


— m— 
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Dor. I ſaw him too, Siſter , and with an Air that ſhone, 
methought like Rays about his Perſon. | | 
Mis. Sall. Well ſaid, up with it, : Bm. - 
Dor. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſet him Sh 
eff, no ſtudyd Looks nor artſul Poſture, — -— but Nature hi: 
did it al ; [V 
Mrs. Sull. Better and better——— one Touch more 
come a 1 
Dor. But then his Looks did you obſerve his Eyes? 
b Mrs. Sl. Yes, yes, I did his Eyes, well, what of his 
ves! | | 
Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring ; they ſeem'd to view, 
but never gazd on any thing but me and then his Look 
ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that they aim'd to tell me 
that he cou'd with Pride die at my Feet, tho' he ſcorn'd Sla- 
very any Where elſe. 
Mrs. Sull. The Phyſick works purely — How dye find 
your ſelf now, my Dear? | 

Dor. Hem! Much better, my Dear — O here comes our 

Mercury! ¶ Enter Scrub.] Well, Scrub, what News of the 

Gentleman? 1 5 

Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a Packet of News. 
Dor, Open it quickly, come, 
Scrub. In the firſt place I enquir'd who the Gentleman was? 

They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I ask'd what the 

Gentleman was? They anſwer'd and ſaid , That they nevet 

ſaw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd what Country man he 

was? They reply d, twas more than they knew. Fourthly, 

1 demanded whence he carne? Their Anſwer was,'they coud 

not tell. And Fifthly, I ask'd whither he went? And they 
reply d they knew nothing of the Matter ,—— and this is all 

I cou'd learn. . 

dove. Sull. But what do the People fay ? Can't they 

uels ?.. | Mb — 

n Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs he's a Moun- 
-tebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another; but for my ow 
part, I believe he's a Jeſuit ? IIs YT og 

Dor. A Jeſuit! Why a Jeſuit? | 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready ſaddled, 
and his Footman talks French, 

Mrs. Sull. His Footman! 5 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gabbering 
French like two intrieguing Ducks in a Mill-Pond, and I be- 
Iicve they talk d of me for they laugh'd conſumed ly. 


1 | D 
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Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman? ds 
Scrub, Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Captain, 

he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops to his 

Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a ſilver-headed Cane dangling at 

his Nuckles he carries his Hands in his Pockets juſt jo —g—-p 

[Walks in the French Air. J and has a fine long Perriwig ty d 

up in a Bag Lord, Madam, he's clear another fort of 

Man than J. PSs 
Mrs. Sull. That may eaſily be but what ſhall we do 

now, Siſter ? | 
Dor. I have it—— This Fellow has a world of Simplicity, 


and = Cunning , the firſt hides the latter by abundance, 
—cr. | | | 


Scrub, Madam, 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this Gentleman 
is, only for our Satisfaction. | 
 Srub. Yes, Madam, it would be a Satisfaction, no doubt. 

Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his Footman, 
and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your Ale, becauſe 
you're Butler to Day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. | 

Mrs. Sull. O brave! Siſter, O my Conſcience, you under- 
and the Mathematicks already—— Lis the beſt Plot in the 
World ; your Mother , you know, will be gone to Church, 
my Spouſe will be got to the Ale-houſe with his Scoundrels , 
and the Houſe will be our own——ſo we drop in by accident, 
and ask the Fellow ſome Queſtions our ſelves. In the Country, 

{ you know, any Stranger is Company, and we're glad to take 
up with the Butler in a Country Dance and happy if he'll 
do us the Favour. 5 = | 

Scrub. Oh! Madam, you wrong me; I never rcfus'd your 
Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life. 4: 


= = Enter Gipſey. I. 
Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. | 
Dor. Scrub. We'll excuſe your Waiting —— Go where 
| weorderd you. © | | 
Scrub, 1 ſhall. 5 Exeunt. 
| SC EN E changes to the Inn. 
| Enter Aimwell and Archer. 


Arch. Well, Tom, 1 find you're a Markſman. 85 
Aim. A Markſman ! who fo blind cou d be, as not diſcern 
a Swan among the Ravens. | | 
| * Ge 3 Arch. 
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Arch. Well, but heark'e, Aimwmell. | 
Aim. Aimmell! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amadis, all that 
| Romance can in a Lover paint, and then III anſwer. O 
Archer, 1 read her thouſands in her Looks, ſhe look'd like 


Ceres in her Harveſt, Corn, Wine and Oil, Milk and Ho- 


ney, Gardens, Groves, and Purling Streams, play d on her. 


plenteous Face. 
Arch. Her Face! her Pocket, you mean ; the Corn, Wine 
and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, the has Ten thouſand Pound, 
that s the Engliſh ont. | Bj tr uy 
Aim. Her Eyes—— 
Arch, Are Demi-Canons, to be ſure; ſo I won't Rand 
their Battery, | [og 
Aim. Pray excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have vent. 
Arch. Paſſion! what a plague, d'ye think theſe Roman- 
tick Airs will do our Buſineſs? Were my Temper as extra- 
vagant as yours, my Adventures have fomething more Ro- 
mantick by half. 5 POT 2 5 
Aim. Your Adventures! „ 
Arch, Yes, the Nymph that with her twice Ten hundred 
Pounds. | | 
With brazen Engine hot, and Quoif clear ſtarch'd, 
Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the Bed. 


There's a Touch of Sublime Milton for you, and the Subject 
but an Inn- keeper's Daughter; 1 can play with a Girl as an 
Angler does with his Fiſh ; he keeps it at the end of his Line, 
runs it up the Stream, and down the Stream, till, at laſt, he 
regs it to hand, tickles the Trout, and ſo whips 1t 1nto his 

EE; | : 


Enter Bonniface. 
Fon. Mr. Martin, as the Saying is——yonder's an honeſt 
Fellow below, my Lady Bountiful's Butler, who begs the Ho- 
nour that you wou'd go home with him and ſee his Cellar. 
Arch. Do my Baiſemains to the Gentleman, and tell him | 
will do my ſeif the Honour to wait on him immediately. 
| | [Exit Bonniface. 
i Aim. What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair Toftide 
ing? | 
Is Pſbaw ! damn your Raptures ; I tell you, here's a 
rung going to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship will get 
into 
very handſome there. 7 
Aim. Yes, faith. 
Arch. Im in love with her already. 


Aim: 


arbour, my Life ont, You ſay, there's another Lady 
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Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the mean 
time. . 
Arch. No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and Oil, is in- 
groſs d to my Market —— And once more I warn you, to 
keep your Anchorage clear of mine ; for if you fall foul on 
me, by this Light you ſhall go to the bottom. What! 
make Prize of my little Frigat, while I am upon the cruiſe 
for you. „ 
51 Enter Bonniface. | 

Aim. Well, well, I won't———Landlord ; have you 
any tolerable Company in the Houſe, I don't care for dining 
alone. | a | a 

Bon. Ves, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the Saying is, 
that arrived about an hour ago. 3 

Aim. Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every where; 
will you make him a Complement from me, and tell him I 
ſhould be glad of his Company? | | 

Bon, Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd ?—— 

Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in I'm only 
LO, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad of his Company, 
that's all. | | 

Bon. Tobey your Commands, as the Saying is. [Exit. 


— 


VVV 
| Arch. S Death! 1 had forgot; what Title will you give 
|} yourſelf? | | WOE FRET 
Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give me any 
thing elſe, fo I'll make bold with his Honour this bout 
you know the reſt of your Cue. [Exit Bon, 


Arch. Ay, ay. N 
Enter Gibbet. 
Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 
Aim. Iis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know you. L 
Gib. 1 don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw me be- 
fore, I hope. 5 | [Afide. 
Aim, And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour of ſeeing 
you now ? ret 
Gib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman——but 
my Landlord ——— „„ 1 
Aim. O, Sir, I ask your Pardon, you're the Captain he 
4 told me of. | 
Gib. At your Service, Sir, 
Aim. What Regiment, may I be ſo bold? 
Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. * 


Gg 4 Aim, 
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Aim: Very old, if your Coat be Regimental, LAſile] you | 


have ſervd abroad, Sir, 5 
Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, twas my Lot to be ſent 
into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted it indeed, but a 
Man of Honour, you know — Beſides, twas for the good 
of my Country that 1 ſhou'd be Abroad Any thing for 
the good of one's Country——T'm a Rowan for that. 
Aim. One of the firſt; I'll lay my Life LAſide,] you found 
the Me- Indies very hot, Sir. 
Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 
Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't 1 ſeen your Face at Will's Coffee- 
-houſe? - 
Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. BN 
Aim, And where is your Company now. Captain? 
Gib, They a'nt come yet. 
Aim, Why, d'ye expect em here? 
Gib. They'll be here to Night, Sir. | 
Aim. Which way do they march? TRIS 
Gib. A croſs the Country —the Devil's in't, if I ha'n't 
ſaid enough to encourage him to declare but I'm affraid 
he's not right, I muſt tack about. 
Aim. Is your Company to quarter in Litchfield 2 
Gib. In this Houſe, Sir. 
Aim. What! all? | 
Gib. My Company's but thin, ha, ha, ha, we are but three, 
ha, ba, ha. | | 
Aim. You're merry, Sir. ns 
Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underſtand the 
World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling: I don't care, Sir, 
for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the Rad for I ge- 
nerally ride with a Charge about me, 
Aim. Three or four, 1 believe. | I Alt. 


Gib. I am credibly inform d that there are Higbway- men 


upon this Quarter, not, Sir, that I cou d ſuſpect a Gentleman 
of your Figure But truly, Sir, I have got ſuch a way of 


Evaſion upon the Road, that I don't 'care for ſpeaking truth 
to any Man. BY 


Aim. Your Caution may be neceflary———Then I pre- 


ſume you'ce no Captain. l 

Gib. Not I, Sir, Captain is a good travelling Name, and 
ſo I take it ; it ſtops a great many fooliſh Inquiries that are 
generally made about Gentlemen that travel, it gives a Man 
an Air of lojacthing, and makes the Drawers obedient—— 
And thus far I am a Captain, and no farther, 


Aim. 
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Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion? 
Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me upon my word, Sir, 
| don't think it ſafe to tell y/̃7 e. | 
Aim, Ha, ha, ha, upon * I commend you. 
Enter Bonniface. 
Well, Mr. Bonniface, what's the News? _ | 
Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the Saying is, 
that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad to make the 
third Man, if you wou d give him leave. 
Aim, What 1s he? e 
Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. . 
Aim. A Clergyman! is he really a Clergyman ? or, is it 
only his travelling Name, as my Friend the Captain has it? 
Bon. O, Sir, hes a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the French Offi- 
cers in Town. e No OP 
Aim, Is he a Frenchman ? + 
Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. 8 | 
Gib. A French-man, and a Prieſt! T wo'n't be ſeen in his 
Company, Sir; I have a Value for my Reputation, Sir. 
Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are- by our ſelves 
Can he ſpeak Engliſb, Landlord? N 
Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the Saying 
is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all. 9 
Aim. Then he has been in Englaml before? | 
Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, as the Say- 
15 is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear him talk 
_ 
Aim, Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Bonniface ? 
Bon, Not I, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it fo very 
faſt, that Tm ſure it muſt be good. 
Aim. Pray, deſire him to walk up. 
Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is. 


4 


* 


| Enter Foigard. 
Foig. Save you, Gentlemen's, both. 
Aim. A French-man! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
Foig. Och, dear Joy, I am your moſt faithful Shervant, and 
yours alſho. TT 55 


Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you have a 
mighty Twang of the Foreigner. 05 F 


Foig. My Engliſh is very vel for the vords, but we Foreigners, 


you know, cannot bring our Tongues about the Pronuncia- 
tion ſo ſoon. 9 85 | 


LAſide.] Were you born in France, Dos! 7 + v9, gh 
a 


Foig. 
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Fig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at Brsſ- 
ſels; J am a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 
Gib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. | 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 


Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the Doctor, 


he's a Stranger. | 

Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, Iam of a Nation that is 
not eaſily put out of Countenance. 

Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Diſpute. 
Landlord, 1s Dinner ready? KEE 
Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying is. 

Aim, Gentlemen——pray——that Door 

Foig. No, no fait, the Captain mult lead. 

Ain. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide. 
Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it 18.—— [ Exit foremoſt, they follow. 


Here, 


SCENE changes to 4 Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 
Enter Archer and Scrub ſmging, and hugging one another ; Scrub 
with a Tankard in his Hand, Gipley liftning at a diftance. 


Scrub. Tall, all, dall 
have that Song once more. | 
Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family :-—But will 
you be ſure to keep the Secret ? wh 
Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentleman. 
Arch. Tis enough ———You muſt know then, that my 
Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimwell; he fought a Duel t'other 
day in London, wounded his Man fo dangerouſly, that he 
thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the Gentleman 
Wounds be mortal or not: He never was in this part of 
1 before, ſo he choſe to retire to this Place, that's 
all. Ts, 
Sid. And that's enough for me. Exit. 
Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter fouglit? 
Arch, We never know of our Maſter's Quarrels. 
Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here receive a 
Challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their Wives; the 
Wiſe tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Tenants, and 
in half an hour you ſhall have the whole County in Arms; 
Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they have no 
mind for But if you ſhould chance to talk now of 
my Buſineſs? : 1 tt, 
Scrub. Talk! ay, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of hold- 
"M a had ing 


Come, my dear Boy—— let's 
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ing my Tongue, I had never livd ſo long in a great Fa- 
Seb, Ay, ay, to be ſure there are Secrets in all Families. 
Scrub. Secrets, ay; but Il ſay no more. Come, ſit 
down, we'll make an end of our Tankard: Here —— 

Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you and I may 
come to be better acquainted, eh Here's your Ladies 
Healths ; you have three, I think, and to be ſure there muſt 
be Secrets among em. — e 

Scrub. Secrets! Ay, Friend; I wiſh I had a Friend I 
Arch. Am not your Friend? Come, you and I will be 
ſworn Brothers. | | ARCS 7H 

Scrub. Shall we? ; | 1650 

Arch. From this minute. Give me a Kiſ——And 'now 
Brother Scrub — | fr WA 

Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell you a Secret 
that will make your Hair ſtand an end: Vou muſt know, 
that I am conſumely in Love. : 1 1 

Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth ont. Np, 

Scrub. That Jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt now in the 
Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a Petticoat; and 
I'm dying for love of her. 1 he 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha——Are you in love with her Perſon, or 
her Vertue, Brother Scrub? | | 

Scrub. I ſhould like Vertue beſt, becauſe it is more durable 
than Beauty: for Vertue holds good with ſome Women long, 
and many a Day after they have loſt it. ; 

Arch. In the Country, I grant Je where no Woman's 
Vertue is loſt, till a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
her all to my ſelf; but I dare not put it upon that Lay, for 
fear of being ſent for a Soldier. Pray, Brother, how do 
you Gentlemen in London like that ſame Preſſing Act? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub; Tis the worſt that ever 
was made for us: Formerly I remember the good Days, 
when we cou'd dun our Maſters for our Wages, and if they 
refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a Warrant to carry 'em be- 
fore a Juſtice: but now if we talk of eating, they have a War- 


/ 


rant for us, and carry us before three Juſtices. 


Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; for the 
Juſtices wo'n't give their own Servants a bad Example. Now 
this is my Misfortune———1 dare not ſpeak in the Houſe, 
while that Jade, Gipſey, dings about like a Fury Once 
Ihad the better end of the Staff, | 


Arch. 
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Arch. And how comes the Change now ? 


Scrub, Why, the Mother of all this Miſchief i a Prieſt. 
Arch. A Prielt ! 
Scrub, Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, that came 


over hither to ſay Grace to the French Officers, and eat up our 


Proviſions— There's not a Day goes over his Head with. 
out a Dinner or Supper in this Houſe. 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the Family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had liv'd here all 
| = _ and tells Lies as if he had been a Traveller from his 

Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the Aﬀe- 
ctions of your Gipſy. | | 8 
Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear Friend 
For, I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore and a Papiſt.— 
But this is not all; there's the French Count and Mrs. Sullen, 
they're in the Confederacy, and for ſome private Ends of their 
own to be ſure, | TITS 

Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrub; 1 ſup- 
poſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 

SFr ub. Not that I know She's the beſt on em, that's 
the Truth on't : But they take care to prevent my Curioſity, 
by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that I'm a perfect Slave. 
What dye think is my Place in this Family? 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. EN 
Scrab, Ah, Lord help you— I'll tell you——— Of a 
Monday J drive the Coach, of a Tueſday I drive the Plough, 
on Wedneſday I follow the Hounds, a Thurſday I dun the Te- 
nants, on Friday 1 go to Market, on Saturday I draw War- 
rants, and a Sunday I draw Beer. | | : 
Arch. Ha, ha, ba! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, you 
have enough on't, my dear Brother — But what Ladies 
are thoſe? py | 

Arch. Ours, ours; that upon the right Hand is Mrs. Su/len, 
and the other is Mrs. Dorinda Don't mind em, ſit ill, WW 
Man—— / | | 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


' Mrs. Sall. T have heard my Brother talk of my Lord Aim- 
well, but tbey ſay that bis Brother is the finer Gentleman. 
Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter. | TOE 
Mrs. Full. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay; _ 
Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his Heart, I'll 
open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard ſay, that * 
| | e 
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ple may be gueſs d at by the Behaviour of their Servants ; - I 
cou'd wiſh we might talk to that Fellow. 


Mrs. Sll. So do I; for, I think he's a very , pretty Fel: 
| low : Come this way, I'll throw out a Lure for) him preſents 


They walk a turn towards the oppoſite fide of the Stage, Mrs. Sul- 

= Ha her Glove, Archer runs, takes it up, and gives # 10 
er 

| Arch, Corn, Wine and Oil indeed But, I think, the 

Wite has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and Blood ; ſhe ſhould 
be my Choice—— Ay, ay, ſay you ſo Madam——Yout 
| Ladyſhip's Glove. 
| Mrs, Sall. O Sir, I thank you What a bandſome Bow 
the Fellow has? 

Dor. Bow! Why 1 have known ſeveral Edotmlei come 
don from London ſet up here for Dancing-Maſters, and car- 
ty off the beſt Fortunes in the Countrÿß. 

| © Arch. [Aſde.] That Project, for ought 1 know, had been 
N 2 than ours, Brother ä Why don't you intro- 
| duce me. 

Scrub; Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Servant that 
you ſee at Church to Day; I underſtood he came from Lon- 
don, and fo I invited hich to the Cellar, that he might mow 
me the newelt Flouriſh in whetting my Knives. cpa 

Dor. And I hope you have made much of him ? . 
Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your Tadythip's 
Liquor is a little too potent for che Conſtitution of your hum- 
ble Servant. 

Mrs, Sull. What then you don't uſually drink Ale? 
Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, or a little 
Wine and Water; tis preſcribd me by the Phylic cian for a 

Remedy againſt the Spleen. 

Scrub. O la! O ha !—A Footman bave the spleen 

Mrs. Sull, 1 thought that Diſtemper had been only proper to 
People of Quality. | 

Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears ont, and ſo 
deſcends to their Servants; tho' in a great many of us, 
lere, it proceeds from ſome melancholy Particles in the Blood, 
occaſion d by the Stagtiation of Wages, 
Dor. How affectedly the Fellow Hon long, pray, 
have you ſery'd your preſent Maſter ? 

Arch. Not long; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in the Ser- 
vice of the Ladies. 


Mrs. Sul. And pray, which Service do you like beft ? 
Arch, 


— 
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Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; the Honour of ſerving 
them is ſufficient Wages ; there is a Charm in their Looks 
that delivers a Pleaſure with their Commands, and giyes our 
Duty the Wings of Inclination. WY + 
Mrs. Sull. That Flight was above the Pitch of a Livery; and 
Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfy d to ſerve a Lady again? 
Arch. As a Groom of a Chamber, Madam, but not as a 
ootman. 
Mrs. Sull. 1 ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before. 
Arch. For that Reaſon I wou'd, not ſerve in that Poſt again; 
for my Memory is too weak for the Load of Meſſages that the 
Ladies lay upon their Servants in London; my Lady Howdy, 
the laſt Miſtreſs 1 ſerv'd, call'd me up one Morning, and told 
me, Martin, 7 to my Lady Allnight with my humble Ser- 
vice; tell her I was to wait on her Ladyſhip Veſterday, and 
left Word with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Preliminaries of the Al- 
fair ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till we know the Concurrence of 
the Perſon that I know of, for which there are Circumſtan- 
ces wanting which we ſhall accommodate at the old Place; b 
but that in the mean time there is a Perſon about her Lady- 
ſhip, that from ſeveral Hints and Surmiſes, was acceſſary at 
a certain time to the Diſappointments that naturally attend 


fir 


tl 


—! Qu 


0 

things, that to her Knowledge are of more Importance I 

Mrs. Sul. Ha e F ] 
The. la, ha, ha, where are you going, Sir! 

Arch. Why, I han't half done The whole Howd're 1 1 


was about half an Hour long; fo I hapen'd to miſplace two 
_ Syllables, and was turn'd off, and render'd incapable 
Dor, The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever ſaw——— But, ; 
Friend, if your Maſter be marry'd, — I preſume you ſtill 
{erve a Lady. 8 as EE - | 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into a mar- 
 ryd Family; the Commands of the Maſter and Miſtreſs are 
always too contrary, that 'tis impoſſible to pleaſe both. 
Dor. There's a main point gain'd,— My Lord is not mar- 
ry'd,.I find. [A/de.] Ee: _ 1 
Mrs. Sull. But 1 wonder, Friend, that in ſo many good | 


Seryices, you bad not a better Proviſion made for you. 
Arch. I don't know how, Madam. I had a Lieutenan- 
cy offer d me three or ur times; but that is not Bread, Ma- 
dam l live much better as I do. 7 
Scrub. Madam, the ſings rarely I was thought to do 
pretty well here in the Country till he came; but alack a day, 
Im nothing to my Brother Martin. . 


N | Dor. 
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Dor. Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with a Song? 
Arch. Are you for Paſſion or Humour? 
Scrub. O le! He has the pureſt Ballad about a Trifle 

Mrs. Sull. A Trifle ! Pray, Sir, let's have it. r 

Arch. Em aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: But 


ſince you command me ee, 
. | [Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 


BR Triflin Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended, &. 


Mrs. Sull. Very well, Sir, we're oblig d to you———Some- 
thing for a pair of Gloves. [Offering him Money. 
Arch., I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : My Maſter, Ma- 
dam, pays me; nor dare I take Money from any other hand, 
without injuring his Honour, and diſobeying his Commands. 


i | it. 
Dor. This is ſurprizing: Did you ever ſee ſo pretty a well- 
bred Fellow ? | PE TAI OB: ek pI 
Mrs. Sull. The Devil take him for wearing that Livery: 

Dor. I fancy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, a Friend 
of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch'd upon for his Cou- 
rage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear him Company in this 
Dreſs, and who ten to one was his Second, | _* 5 

Mrs. Sall. It is fo, it muſt be fo, and it ſhall be fo:— For 
I ike im; 3 

Dor. What! Better than the Count? 

Mrs. Sl]. The Count happen'd to be the moſt agreeable 
Man upon the Place; and fo I choſe him to ſerve me in my 
Deſign upon my Husband. But I ſhou'd like this Fellow 
better in a Deſign upon my ſelf. : t 

Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with this Lord and 
this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring that about ? 

Mrs. Sull. Patience! You Country Ladies give no Quarter, 
if once you be enter d Wou'd you prevent their Deſires, 
and give the Fellows no wiſhing-time, — Look'e, Dorinda, 

if my Lord Aimwell loves you or deſerves you, he'll find a wa 

to ſee you, and there we muſt leave it. — My Buſine 

83 wm upon the Tapis Have you prepar d your 
tother? ?: W's ee 


Dor. Ves, yes. | 
Mrs. S#ll. And how did he reliſh it? F 


Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to himſelf, pro- 
mis d to be guided by me : But here he comes. 


Emer, 
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| Enter Sullen. 
Full. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now ? 
Mrs. Sull. The ſinging in your Head, my Dear, you com- 
plain d of it all Day. e 
Sull. You're impertinent. 


Mrs. Sull. I was ever ſo, ſince 1 became one Fleſh with 


you. Ke | | 
— One Fleſh ! Rather two Carcaſſes join d unnaturally 

together. 2 „ | 
Mrs. Sl. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead 


Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 
Sull. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you mult do. 
5 S Sull. And my Husband ſhews you what you muſt 
Sull. *Sdeath, why can't you be ſilent ? 
Mrs. Sll. Sdeath, why can't you talk? 
Sull. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 
Mrs. Sl]. Do you think to any purpoſe ? 
Sul. Siſter, heark'e ; [Whiſpers.] I ſhan't be home till it be 


late. | WES; {7 [Exit 
Mrs. Sull. What did he whiſper to ye? 
Dor. That he wou'd go round the back-way, come into 
the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed him But let me beg 
you once more, dear Siſter, to drop this Project; for, as ! 
told you before, inſtead of awaking him to Kindneſs, you may 
. Provoke him to a Rage; and then who knows how far his Bru- 
tality may carry him? 


Mrs. Sul. I'm provi 


| ded to receive him, I warrant you : But 
here comes the Count, vaniſh, | I Exit Dorinda. 


Enter Count Bellair. | 

Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I was not at 
Church this Afternoon? | . | 
unt. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere at all, 

or how you dare to lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven that are guilty 

of ſo much killing. =? . e 
Mrs. Sull. If Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes with the 
Power of killing the Vertue of making a Cure, I hope the one N 


may atone for the other. | 
Cunt. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſhip be as ye 
ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the Wound Con- 8: 
ſider, Madam, I am doubly a Priſoner ; firſt to the Arms of þ 
your General, then to your more conquering Eyes ; my Ke 
3 ä ain 
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Chains are eaſie, there a Ranſom may redeem me, but froni 
your Fette rs I never ſhall get free. 
Ms. Sall. Alas, Sir! Why ſhou'd you complain to 'me of 
your Captivity, who am in Chains my ſelf? You know, Sir, 
that T am bound, nay, mult be tied up in. that particular 
that might give you eaſe: 1 am like you, a Priſoner of War; 
of War indeed have given my Parole of Honour ; 
wou'd you break yours to gain your Liberty? 

Count, Moſt certainly I wou'd, were I a Priſoner among the 

Turks dis is your Caſe, you re a Slave, Mada am, dave to the 
of Turks, a Husband. 15 
8. Sull. There lies my Foible, I oth ; no Fortiflcitions! 
no 77+ nary Conduct, nor Vigilancy, can pretend to deſend 
a * Wire the Cruelty of the Governour forces the Garri- 
to n 
9 where de Beſieger E refoly d to die befote d 
| place Here will I fix; [Kneels.] With Tears, Vows or 

Prayers aſſault your Heart, and never riſe till you ſurrender ; 
or if I muſt torm——Love and St. Michael And fol be⸗ 
gin the Attack 1 

Mrs. S4 Stand of.. Sure he hears me not- — And i 
cou d almoſt wi iſh—he did not The Fellow . Love 
pery prettily. LAſide.] But, Sir, why ſhould you put ſuch x 
Value upon my Perſon, when you ſee it deſpis d by one that 
knows it ſo much better. 

Count, He knows it not, tho be voſteſſes i it - if he but knew 
the Value of the Jewel he is Maſter of, he wou d always wear | 
It next his Heart, and ſteep with it in his Arm 

Mrs. Sull. But ſince he throws me unregarded from him. 

Cunt. And one that knows your Value well; comes by, an 
tales you u ip, is it not Juſtice? [Goes to Fla hold of hers 


Enter Sullen with bis Sword drawn: 


Sull. Hold, Villain, hold. | 

Mrs, Sul. [Preſenting a Piſtol. Do you hold? by 
1 wg What! Murther your Husband, to defend yout 

u | 

4 Sall. Bully ! For ſhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies Wear long 
Swords, the Gentleman has none, he's a Priſoner, you know 
[ was. aware of your Outrage, and prepar'd this to receive 
your Violence ; and, if occaſion were, to preſerve my ſelf a- 
| 2zinſt the Force of this other Gentleman. 

Cont; O Madam, our who be  beitre Fire Arms than your 
die Kol they teyre mit 77 
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_ Sall. What! Court my Wife to my Face! | 8 | 

Mrs, Sull. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your Fury for + 
a Minute. 8 e 5 | 

Sull. To give time to invent an Excuſe. 

Mrs. Sall. 1 need none. 1 s 

Sull. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe. 
Count. Ay! And begar , I tink de Dialougue was vera 
pretty. tf | 5 

Mrs. Sall. Then I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſomething of 
your own Barbarity ? 8 80 * 

Sull. Barbarity! Oons what does the Woman call Barba- 
rity? Dol ever meddle with you ? 

Mrs. Sull. No. 

Sall. As for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 

Count. Ah, begar, and fo muſt 1. | 

Sull. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger proceeds 
from any Concern I bave for your Honour, but for my own, 
and if you can contrive any way of being a Whore without 
making me a Cuckold do it, and welcome, 

Mrs. Sull. Sir, 1 thank you kindly, you wou'd allow me 
the Sin but rob me of the Pleaſure —-- No, no, I'm reſolyd 
never to venture upon the Crime without the Satisfaction of 
{ſeeing you puniſh'd for't. | | 8 

Sull. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? Let any 
Body elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for I mortal- 
ly hate his whole Generation. Extt, 


Count. Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful, for begar, I love ſome 
of yours, Madam—-- l Aßpproaching her. 
Mrs. Sall. No, Sir. — 


Count. No, Sir! —— Garzoon, Madam, I am not your 
Husband. 8 - 
Mrs. Sul. Tis time to undeceive you, Sir, — I belier d 
your Addreſſes to me were no more than an Amuſement, and 
I hope you will think the ſame of my Complaiſance, and to 
convince you that you ought, you muſt know, that I brought 
vou hither only to make you inſtrumental in ſetting me right 
with my Husband, for he was planted to liſten by my Ap- 


pointment. | TY 
Count. By your Appointment ? 
Mrs. Sull. Certainly. : 
Count. And ſo, Madam, while I was telling twenty Stories 
to part you from your Husband, begar, I was bringing yu 
together all the while. 1 
Mrs. Sull. L ask your Pardon, Sir, but I hope this will give 
you a Taſte of the Vertue of the Engliſh Ladies. 


Cont, 
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Ount. Begar, Madam, your Vertue be vera great, but Gar- 
200n, your Honeſte be vera little. 


Enter Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sull. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 

Count. Angry! Fair Dorinda [ Sings Dorinda the Opera Tune, 
and addreſſes to Dot inda.] Madam, when your Ladythip want 
a Fool, tend for me, fair Dorinda, Revenge, &c. [Exit. 
Mis. Sall. There goes the true Humour of his Nation, Re- 
ſentiment with good Manners, and the height of Anger in a 
Song, — Well, Siſter, you muſt be Judge, for you have 
heard the Trial. | 
Dor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. | 
== Sull. But 1 mutt bear the Puniſhment—- Tis hard, 
Utter. | | 

Dor. 1 own it - but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sull. Patience! The Cant of Cuſtom—-- Providenc 
ſends no Evil without a Remedy — ſhou'd I lie groaning 
under a Yoke I can ſhake off, I were acceſſary to my Run, 
and my Patience were no better than ſelf- Murder. 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Yoke—— Your Divi- 
ſions don't come within the Reach of the Law for a Di- 
vorce. | 

Mrs. Sall. Law! What Law can ſearch into the remote 
Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove the unaccounta- 
ble Diſaffections of Wedlock —— Can a Jury ſum up the 
_ endleſs Averſions that are rooted in our Souls, or can a Bench 
give Judgment upon Antipathies, Dy 

Der. They never pretended, Siſter , they never meddle, but 
in Caſe of Uncleanneſs. 3 79855 

Mrs. Sell. Uncleanneſs! O Siſter! Caſual Violation is a 
tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair d, but can radi- 
cal Hatreds be ever reconcil'd —— No, no, Sitter, Nature is 
the firtt Law-giver, and when ſhe has ſet Tempers oppoſite, 
not all the golden Links of Wedlock ; nor Iron Manacles of 

Law can keep em faſt, | | 


 Wedlock we own ordain d by Heavens Decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firft to be, 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife C 
As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
View all the Works of Providence above, 
The Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
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View all the Works of Providence below, 
The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know 1 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 

Huſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of Art Divine, 
Be doom d in endleſs Diſcord to repine. 

Nb, we ſhould injure Heaven by that ſurmiſe, 
Omnipotence is juſt, were Man but wiſe. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


; 0 


= 4 „ 


SCENE continues. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, 


Mrs.Sull. WER E I born an humble Turk, where Women 
have no Soul nor Property, there I muſt it 
contented—» — But in England, a Country whoſe Women 
are its Glory, muſt Women be abus d; where Women rule, 
mult Women be enflav'd? Nay, cheated into Slavery, mock'd 
by a Promiſe of comfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of So- 

litude——— I dare not keep the Thought about me O 
here comes ſomeiking to divert me- 


1 | Enter a Country Woman. 
Mom. I come, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip ; you're my Lady 
-- Bountiful, ant e? | 

Mis. Sull. Well, good Woman, go on. 3 

Mom. 1 come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure for my 
Husband's ſore Leg. | 3 

Mrs. Sull. Your Husband! What, Woman, cure your Huſ- 
band! | | 

Mom. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let him flir 
from Home. 3 | 2 

Mrs, Sull. There, I confeſs, you have given me a Reaſon. 
Well, good Woman, 11 tell you what you mutt do— You 
muſt lay your Husband's Leg upou a Table, and with a 
Cl opping-Knife you mult lay it open as broad as you can, 
then you muſt take out the Bone, and beat the Fleſh ound 

wil 
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with a Rolling-pin, then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace 
and Ginger, ſome Sweet- Herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then 
roll it up like Brawn, and put it into the Oven for two 
Hours. | | 5 | 

Mom. Heavens reward your Ladyſhip — J have too 
_ Babies too that are pitious bad with the Graips, an'c 

leaſe ye. | es bes 
; Mrs. Sal, Put a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, good 
Woman. I beg your Ladyſhip's [Enter Lady Bountiful.) 
Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out of your Hands, I have 
been a tampering here a little with one of your Patients. 

L. Boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad Crea- 
ture, 1 am the Perſon that you want, I luppoſe — What 
wou'd you have, Woman ? | | E 

Mrs. Sull. She wants ſomething for her Husband's fore Leg. 

L. Boun, What's the matter with his Leg, Goody ? —_ 

Wor. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a ſort of Dizzi- 
neſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineſs in his Joints, 
and then his Leg broke out, and then it ſwell'd, and then it 
clos'd again, and then it broke out again, and then it feſter d, 
and then it grew better, and then it grew worſe again. | 

Mrs. Sull. Ha, ha, ha. oh. 1 e | 

L. Boun. How can you be merry with the Misfortunes of o- 
ther People? | 

Mrs. Sull. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam, 

L. Boun The worſt Reaſon 1n the World, Daughter ; your 
own Misfortunes ſhould teach you to pity others. 

Mrs. Sull. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine are no- 
thing alike ; her Husband is ſick, and mine alas! is in Health. 

L. Boun. What! wou'd you wiſh your Husband ſick ? 

Mrs. Sull. Not of a ſore Leg of all things. | 

L. Boun. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get your 
Belly-ful of Victuals, then PII give you a Receipt of Diet- 
drink for your Husband But d'ye hear, Goody, you mult 
not let your Husband move too much. 

Men. No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinable enough 
to he füllt.. | 7h Exit. 

L. Boun. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho you laugh, I have done 
Miracles about the Country here with my Receipts. | 

Mrs. Sall. Miracles indeed, if they have car'd any body; 
but I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes farther toward 
the Miracle than your Preſcription. 5 | 

L. Boun. Fancy helps in ſome caſes ; but there's your Huſ- 
band, who has as little Fancy as any body, I brought him 
from Death's Door. 

H h 3 Mre. 
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Mrs. Sul. 1 ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink plenti- 
fully of Aſs's Milk, 


Enter Dor. runs to Ars. Sull. 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, news, news. 


Enter Archer running. 
Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful?— 
which 1s the old Lady of you three? e 
I. Bouu. I am. 1 | 
Arch. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's Charity, 
 Geodnefſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, bave drawu me 3 
hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in behalf of my un- 
fortunate Maſter, who is this moment breathing bis laſt. 
L. Boun. Your Maſter! where is he? | 
Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Appearance | 
of your handſome Houſe to view it nearcr, and walking up g 
the Avenue within five Paces of the Court-Yard, he was taken 
ill of a ſudden with a fort of I know not what, but down he 
fell, and there he lies. art ta | 
I. Boun, Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, gei my eaſie Chair 
down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, aud bring him in 
guickly, quickly. 25 1 1 
Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this charita- 
ble Act. 1 . 1 
L. Boun. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently —1 have known him e 
have five or fix of a Night, = 
L. Boun, What's his Name ? | 
Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's Care or 
Neglect may ſave or deſtroy his Life. | 
L. Boun. Ah, poor Gentleman; come Friend, ſhow me 
the way; Il ſee him brought in my ſelf. [Exit with Archer. 
Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely, I can 
hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance. 
Mrs. Sull. And Pil lay my Life, be deſerves your Aſſiſtance 
more than he wants it; Did not I tell you that my Lord 
wou d find a way to come at you? Love's his Diſtemper, and 
you muſt be the Phyſician ; put on all your Charms, ſummon 
all your Fire into your Eyes, plant the whole Artillery of your 
Looks againſt his Breaſt, and down with him. ; 
Dor. O Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall he afraid 
to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhou'd recoil, and hurt my ſelf. 
Mrs. Sal. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before you, it 


ou will. 
, 3 Dor. 


-Pray, 4 


z 
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Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs d your Mark ſo un- 


fortunately, that I ſha nt care for being inſtructed by you. 


Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carry d by Archer and Scrub, ty Boun- | 
| titul, Gipley. Aimwell counterfeiting a Swoow, 


L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn drops ——Gip- 
ſez, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very ſtrong——Bleſs me, 
how his Hands are clinch'd. - 

Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't you 
help us? — Pray, Madam, [To Dorinda.] take his Hand, 
and open it, if you can, whillt I hold his Head, 
[Dorinda takes his Hand. 
Dor. Poor Gentleman Oh——he has got my Hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 1 

L. Boun. Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 

Arch. O, Madam, he's perfecily poſſeſs d in theſe Caſes— 


| he'll bite you if you don't have a care. 


Dor. Oh, my Hand, my Hand. 


I. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl? I have 


got this Hand cpen, you ſee, with a great deal of caſe, 


Arch. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is ſome- 


what warmer than your Lady ſhip's, and the Heat of it draws 
the Force of the Spirits that way. | — 


Mrs. Sal. I find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe forts 


ol Fits. | 


Arch, Tis no wonder, Madam, for m often troubled with 


them my ſelf; I find my ſelf extremely ill at this minute. 


| [ Looking hard at Mrs, Sull. 

Mrs, Sull. | Afide.) 1 fancy I cou'd find a way to cure you. 

L. Boun. His Fit holds him very long. ' 

Arch, Longer than uſual, Madam. Pray, young La- 
dy, open his Breaſt, and give him Air. 7 
IL. Boun. Where did bis Illneſs take him firſt, pray ? 

Arch. To Day at Church, Madam. 5 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 


Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 
touch'd with ſomething in his Eyes, Which, at the firſt, he on- 


ly felt, but cou d not tell whether twas Pain or Pleaſure. 
L. Boun. Wind, nothing but Wind. 


Arch. By ſoft degrees it grew and mounted to his Brain, 


there his Fancy caught it; there form d it fo beautiful, and 
dreſs d it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Colours, that his tranſport- 
ed Appetite ſeiz d the . Idea, and. ſtraight 5 it to 
his Heart. That hoſpitable Scat of Life ſent. all its ſanguine 
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Spirits forth to meet, and open d all its fluicy Gates to take 
the s iin. | | 

I. Boun. Your Maſter ſhou'd never go without a Bottle to 
ſmell to——Oh !- he recovers——the Lavender Water-— 
ſome Feathers to burn under his Noſe——Hungary- Water to 
rub. his Temples——O), he comes to himſelf, Hem a little, Sir, 
hem -Gipſey, bring the Cordial. Water. 
a ts l Aimpwell ſeems to awake in amaze. 


Aim. Where am 1? KEE „ 


Sure J have paſs d the Gulph of ſilent Death, 

And now I land on the Eliſian Store —— 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 
Fair Proſer pine let me adore thy bright Divinity. 
I.xneels to Dorinda, and kiſſes her Hand, 


Mrs. Sull. So, ſo, fo, I knew where the Fit wou d end. 
Aim. Enrydice perhaps 
Hao cou'd thy Orpheus keep bis word, 
And not look back upon thee ; | 
No Treaſure but thy ſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 
To look one Minute oft thee, fn 
L. Boun. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 
Arch. Very Delirious, Madam, very Delirious. 
Aim. Martin's Voice, 1 think. EE a 
Arch. Yes, my Lord——How do's your Lordſhip? 
L. Boun. Lord! did you mind that, Girls? | 
Aim. Where am? IF 
Arch. In very good Hands, Sir———You were taken juſt 
now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, juſt by this 
good Lady's Houſe ; her Ladyſhip had you taken in, and has 
miraculouſly brought you to your ſelf, as you ſee— _ 
Aim. I am ſo confounded with Shame, Madam, that I can 
now only beg Pardon———And refer my Acknowledgments 
for your Ladyſhip's Care, till an opportunity offers of making 
{ome amends— I dare be no longer troubleſome— 
Martin, give two Guineas to the Servants. ' [Going, 
Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into the Air, 
vou, don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly recover d. 
: + #£ [Here Archer talks to L. Bountiful in dumb ſhe. 
Aim. That I ſhall neyer be, Madam : my preſent IIIneſs is 
ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to my Grave. 
' Mrs. Sull. Don't deſpair, Sir; I haye known ſeveral in yout 
Diltemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's Phyſick. 1 3 5 
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L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling me, that 
you're apt to relapſe if you go into the Air- -Your good 
* Manners ſha'n't get the better of ours You ſhall fit down 
again, Sir—— Come, Sir, we don't mind Ceremomes in the 
Country——Here, Sir, my Service 'ye——— You ſhall taſte 
my Water; tis a Cordial I can aſſure you, and of my own 
making——drink it off, Sir: Camel dripks,] And how 
d'ye find your ſelf now, Sir. e 

Aim. Somewhat better——tho' very faint ſtill. 


L. Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe Fits, 

Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the Houſe; 
tis but an old Family-Building, Sir; but you had better walk 
about, and cool by degrees, than venture immediately into the 
Air. Vou' ll find ſome tolerable Pictures Dorinda, ſhew the 
Gentleman the way. [Exit.] 1 muſt go to the poor Woman 


below. | . 
Dor. This way, Sir, 


2 * 


Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to wait on 
you, for he underſtands Pictures very well. | 
' Mrs. Sil. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he do's 
Pictures, ſo he may come along. [Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sull. 

* | ES Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor, 


Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 
Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. : 
Scrub, Sir, I wo'n't be favd your way——T1 hate a Prieſt, 

I abhor the French, and I defie the Devil———Sr, I'm a 
bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of my Blood to keep 
out Popery and Slavery, ks & : 
Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down 1n Politicks, 
and fo I wou d be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gipſey. | EE” 
Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her, ſhe's ſick, 
os ſhe's gone abroad, Sir, fhe's——dead two Months ago, 
ir. woe 


| Enter Gipſey. . EP; 
Gip. How now, Impudence ! How dare you talk ſo ſaucily 
to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for the Common- 
people of England are not ſo civil to Strangers, as— 5 
Scrub. You lie, you lie tis the common People that are 
civileſt to Strangers. | 
Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind to—Get you out, I ſay. 
Scrub. Il wont. - 1 
Gip. You won't, Sauce-box-----Pray, Doctor, what is the 
Captain Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 
Mul, The Captain ! ab, the Devil, there ſhe hampers me 
en eo arr 1 abs OP 
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again; the Captain has me on one fide, and the Prieſt on 
t'other:— So between the Gown and the Sword, I have a fine 
time on't. But, Cedunt Arma tog ©...  [Going, 

Gip. What, Sirrah, wo'n't you warch ? * 

Scrub. No, my Dear, I wo's © march but III walk: — 
And Pl make bold to liſten a1 bp. = 
| | [Goes he, ind the Side Scene, and liſtens. 

Gip. Indeed, Docior, the Count has been barbarouſly treat- 
ed, that's the truc oa't, bk Pg 

Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my Shoul, now, Gra, his 
Complainings would mollifie the Marrow in your Bones, and 
move the Bo wels of. your Commiſeration; he veeps, and he 
dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he laughs, and he 
ſtamps, and he ſings: In concluſion, Joy, he's afflicted, a J 
Francois, and a Stranger wou'd not know whider to cry, or to 
laugh with him. 

Gip. What wou d you have me do, Doctor? 

Foig: Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs. Sullens 
Cloſet when it is dark. | | 
SGip. Nothing! Is that nothing? it wou'd be both a Sin 
and a Shame, Doctor. 5 He 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your Shame; and 
I will give you an Abſolution for the Shin, 

Gip. But wo'n't that Money look like a Bribe ? 

Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it.— If you re- 
ceive the Money before- hand, twill be Logicè, a Bribe; but if 
you ſtay till afterwards, twill be only a ratification. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, III take it Logice, — But what mult 
I do with my Conſcience, Sir ? 


Foig. Leave dat wid me, Joy ; I am your Prieſt, Gra; and 


your Conſcience 1s under my Hands. - 

Gip. But fhou'd I put the Count into the Cloſet—— 

Foig. Vel, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a Cloſhet? 
one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 5 
4h But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Chamber, and go 
to Bed? „ RY 4 | 
Hog. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy? 

Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor ? 

Foig. Vel den the Parties muſt be reſponſable —— 
Do you be after putting the Count in the Cloſet ; and leave 
the Shins wid themſelves. ——— will come with the Count 
to inſtruc you in your Chamber. Ts 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure——Mcthinks 
I'm fo eaſie after an Abſolution, and can ſin afreſh with ſo 
much Security, that I'm refolv'd to die a Martyr We 
3 | * Here 


— 
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| Here's the Key of the Garden-door, come in the back-way 
| when 'tis late Ll be ready to receive you; but don't fo 


much as whiſper, only take hold of my, Hand, I'Il lead you, 
| and do you lead the Count, and follow me. [Exeunt, 


— : Eater Scrub. | 
Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps of the 
Devil been a hatching here There's twenty Lewidores ; I 


heard that, and faiy the Purſe : But I muſt give room to my 
s Bctters. | 3 | 


Ente? Aimwel leading Dorinda, and making Love in dumb 
Sben — Mrs Sull. and Archer. 


Mrs. Sull. Pray, Sir, [To Archer. how q; ye like that Piece? 


Arch. O, tis Leda — You find, Madam, how Fupiter 
comes diſguis'd to make Love—— 


Mrs. Sull. But what think you there of Alexander's Battles? 
Arch, We want only a Le Bran, Madam, to draw greater 
Baitles, and a greater General of our own.——— The Da- 
nube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure in a Picture than 
hy Or ; and we have our Ramelies to match their 
Arvela. | 
| Mrs, Sull. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Corner 
there ? _ 
Arch. O Madam, tis poor Ovid in his Exile, 
Mrs. Sall. What was he bamiſh'd: for? ON 
Arch, His ambitious Love, Madam. [ Bowing.] His Misfor- 
tune touches me. po | F 
Mrs. Sall. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours ? | 
Arch. There he bas left us 1n the dark— He was too much 


2 Gentleman to tell. | 


Mrs. Sll. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsſul, I envy him, 

Mrs. Sull. How d'ye like that Venus over the Chimney ? 
Arch. Venus ! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your Picture; 

but now I look again, tis not handſome enough. 5 

|- Mrs. Sl. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery! if you woud 
= my Picture, there it is over that Cabinet How d'ye 
like it 5 

Arch. 1 muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the leaſt 
Reſemblance of you But, methinks, Madam ——— 
He looks at the Picture and Mrs. Sullen three or four times, by 
turns. ] Pray, Madam, who drew it? 51 DE 


| Mrs, 
"it 


46 Dye Beaux Stratagem. 


Mrs. Sull. A famous Hand, Sir. Here Aimwell and Dorinda 
. 0 off 
Arch. A famous Hand, Madam———Your Eyes, 1 


are featur d there; but where's the ſparkling Moiſture, ſhining 
Fluid, in which they ſwim. The Picture indeed has your 
Dimples; but where's the Swarm of killing Cupids that ſhoud 
ambuſh there? the Lips too are figur d out; but where's the 


Carnation Dew, the pouting Ripeneſs that tempts the Taſte” 


in the Originals?ʒ | 
Frag Had it been my Lot to have match'd with ſuch 
a Man! So 
Arch, Your. Breaſts too, preſumptuous Man! what! paint 
Heaven! Apropo, Madam, in the very next Picture is Salnu- 
#c#, that was ſtruck dead with Lightning, for offering to imi- 
on Fove's Thunder; I hope you ſerv'd the Painter fo, Ma- 
dam? 
Mrs. Sull. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they ſhou d 
. employ their Lightning better. 
Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room, Madam; I ſup- 
poſe tis your Ladyſhip's Bed-Chamber. 
Mrs, Sull. And what then, Sir? | | 
Arch, I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever I fſaw——— 
I can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the Figures of the 
Embroidery ; will you give me leave, Madam? 


Mrs. S#ll. The Devil take his Impudence——Sure, if I gave 


him an opportunity, he durſt not offer t—— U have a great 

mind to try,———[Going.] Returns.) Sdeath, what am I do- 

wg ?——And alone too !— Siſter, Siſter. [ Runs oui. 
Arch. III follow ber cloſe 


For where a French-man durſt attempt to form, 
A Briton ſur e 724) well the Work perform, [Going, 


ST Enter Scrub. 
Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. | 


Arch. O Brother Srub, I beg your Pardon, I was not a go- | 


ing : Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. 


Scrub. A Guinea, hi, hi, hi, a Guinea! eh——by this Light 


it is a Guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect one and twenty Stul- 
lings in change. 85 | 
Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gipſey. 


Scrub. A Guinea for her! Faggot and Fire for the Witch. — 


Sir, give me that Guinea, and I'll diſcover a Plot. 
Arch. A Plot! e 


Ser ab, 


T 
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Serub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot Firſt; it muſt 
be a Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it muſt 
be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't : Thirdly, it muſt be a 
Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't ; and Fourthly, it muſt 
be a Plot, becauſe I don't know what to make ont. 
Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. | 
Scrub. Truly, I'm afraid fo too; for where there's a Prieſt 
and a Woman, there's always a Myſtery and a Riddle. 
This, I know, that here has been the Doctor with a Tempta- 
tion in one hand, and an Abſolution in the other, and Gipſey 
has fold her ſelf to the Devil; I ſaw the Price paid down, my 
Eyes ſhall take their Oath on't. = 1 
Arch. And is all this buſtle about Gipſey? oy > 
Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a Word here and 
there ; but I remember they mention'd a Count, a Cloſet, a 
Back-door, and a Key. 5 Eat 
Arch. The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Sullen? 
Scrab, I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way; but 
wꝛliether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not diſtinguiſh. 
Arch. You have told this Matter to no body, Brother? 
Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm reſolv d 


never to ſpeak one Word pro nor con, till we have a Peace. 


Arch. You're, 1th' right, Brother Scrub; here's a Treaty a 
foot between the Count and the Lady. The Prieſt and the 
Chamber-maid are the Plenipotentiaries— It ſhalt go hard 
but I find a way to be included in the Treaty ——— Where's 
the Doctor, now ? 5 fa 

Scrub, He and Gipſey are this moment devouring my Lady's 
Marmalade in the Cloſet. 8 

Aim. [From wit hont.] Martin, Martin! 

Arch. I come, Sir, I come. | AS LEES 

Scrub. But you forgot the other Guinea, Brother Martin. 

Arch. Here, I give it with all my Heart. 

Scrub. And I take it with all my Soul. [ Exeunt ſeuerallj. 
cod, I'Il ſpoil your Plotting, Mrs. Gipſey ; and if you ſhou'd 
ſet the Captain upon me, theſe two Guineas will buy me off. 


| . I Exit. 

Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. e 

Mrs. Sull. Well, Siſter, | 
Dor. And well, Siſter. | . 

Mrs, Sall. What's become of my Lord? 

Dor. What's become of his Servant? „ 
Mis. Sull. Servant | He's a prettier Fellow, and a finer Gens 
tleman by fifty degrees than his Maſter. od 


Der. 
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| Dor. O' my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that Fellow 
at the Gallows-foot.. 5 

Mrs. Full. O my Conſcience I cou'd, provided J cou'd put 
a Friend of yours in his Room. 25 | 

Dor, You deſir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you tran. 
greſs d the Bounds of Honour. ER 

Mrs. Sull. Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl —— What 
doſt mean? You cant think of the Man without the Bed- 
fellow, I find. 

Dor. 1 don't find any thing unnatural in that Thought, 
while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it mu 
conform to the Humours of the Company. | 

Mrs. Sl]. How a little Love and good Company improves 
a Woman! Why, Child, you begin to live you never 
{poke before. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to.—— My Lord has told 

me that I have more Wit and Beauty than any of my Ser; 
and truly I begin to think the Man is ſincere. 
Mrs. Sall. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the Life of 
a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread; and ſhe's a Fool 
that won't believe a Man there, as much as ſhe that belicyes 
him in any thing elſe—— But VI! lay you a Guinea, that | 
had finer things ſaid to me than you had. | 

Dor. Done——What did your Fellow ſay to ye? 

Mrs. Sull. My Fellow took the Picture of Yen for mine. 

Dor. But my Lover took me for Venus her ſelf. | 

Mrs, Sull. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd me a /e- 
nus directly, 1 ſhou'd have believ'd him a Footman in good 
earneſt, | e | 

Dor. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 

Mrs, Sall. And mine was upon his Tiptoes to me. 

Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. | 

Mrs. Sull. Mine {wore to die with me. 

Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 

Mrs. Sull. Mine had his moving things too. 

Dor. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thouſand times. 

Mrs. Sull. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 

Dor. Mine offer d Marriage. „„ 

Mrs. Sall. O Lafd! Dye call that a moving thing? 


Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Siſter, 


Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding here 
this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome ill-na- 
tur'd Clown like yours :—— Whereas, if I marry my Lord 


Aimwell, there will be Title, Place and Precedence, the 


Park, the Play, and the Drawing Room, Splendor, Equi- 
| | | | page; 
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page, Noiſe and Flambeaux— Hey, my Lady Aimnell's Ser- 
vants there—Lights, Lights to the Stairs— My Lady Aimmwell's 


Coach put forward Stand by, make room for het Lady- 
ſhip—Are not theſe things moving? What! Melancholy of 
2 ſudden? | 8 

Mrs. Sall. Happy, happy Siſter! Vour Angel has been 
watchful for your Happineſs, whilſt mine has ſlept regardleſs 
of his Charge Long ſmiling Years of circling Joys for 
you, but not one Hour for'me ! [Meeps. 

Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe. 


Mrs. Sull. O Dorinda, I own my ſelf a Woman, full of my 1 


Sex, a gentle, generous Soul, eaſy and yielding to ſoft 
Deſires; a ſpacious Heart, where Love and all his Train 
might lodge. And muſt the fair Apartment of my Breaſt be 
made a <table for a Brute to he in ? 


Dor. Mcaning your Husband, I ſuppoſe. 


Mrs. Sall. Husband! No. — Even Husband is too ſoft a 
Name for him 
Night or to Morrow; he was abroad when my Father marry'd 
me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. : 


Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your felf eaſy in the 
mean time with my Lord's Friend? 


Mrs, Sull. You miſtake me, Siſter It happens with us, 


as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the greateſt Cow- 


ards ; and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe Spirits evaporate in 


Prattle, which might do more Miſchief if they took anothet 
Courſe— Tho' to confeſs the Truth I do love that Fellow ; — 


And if I met him dreſt as he ſhou'd be, and I undreſt as I 


ſhou'd be— Look'e, Siſter, I have no ſupernatural Gifts ;— I 
can't ſwear I could reſiſt the Temptation ,— tho' I can ſafely 
promule to avoid it; and that's as much as the beſt of us can 


do. | [Exit Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 
Arch. And the awkard Kindneſs of the good Motherly old 
Gentlewoman 
Aim, And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one 
Sdeath, tis pity to deceive her. 


Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop where 


you are. 


Aim. I can't ſtop ; for I love her to Diſtraction. 


Arch, *Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's breadth beyond Diſ- 
cretion, you muſt go no farther. : 


Ain, Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſauntering * 
away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, or Will's, and be 


(tinted 


But, come, I expect my Brother here to 


* * 
b 5 
, * 
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ſtinted to bear looking at our old Acquaintance, the Cards; | 
_ becauſe our impotent Pockets can't afford us a Guinea for the 


mercenary Drabs. ft | 
Arch. Or be oblig'd to ſome Purſe-proud Coxcomb for a 
ſcandalous Bottle, where we miſt not pretend to our ſhare of 
the Diſcourſe, becauſe we cant pay our Club o'th' Reckoning; 
Dam it, I had rather ſpunge upon Auris, and ſup upona 
Diſh of Bohee ſcor'd behind the Door. ; 
Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking Cti- 
ticiſms, as we ſhould -our want of Money by railing at the 
Government. * 


Arch. Or be oblig d to ſneak into the Side-Box, and be- 
tween both Houſes ſteal two Acts of a Play, and becauſe ve 


ban't Money to ſee the other three, we come away diſconten- 
tented, and damn the whole five. | | 

Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally Tricks 
out- lv d our Fortunes among our Acquaintance. But 
now— _ | 

Arch. Ay, now is the time to N all this Strike 
while the Iron is hot—— This Prieſt is the luckieſt part © 
dur Adventure; — He ſhalf marry you, and pimp fot 


- 


me.: --* 1 „ | 
Aim, But I ſhou'd not like a Woman that can be fo fond 
of a Frenchman. 77 ˙ ers v3 pies 
Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law ; the Lady may be 
in Diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe has a confounded Husband, and her 
Revenge may carry her farther than her Love — I gad, 1 
have ſo good an Opinion of her, and of my ſelf, that I be- 
gin to fancy ſtrange things; and we mult ſay this for the Ho- 
nour of our Women, and indeed of our ſelves, that they do 
ſtick to their Men as they do to their Magna Charta, — If 
the Plot lies as I ſuſpect -I mult put on the Gentleman—But 


here comes the DoRtor—I ſhall be ready. [Exit, 


| Enter Foigard, 
Hug. Sauve you, noble Friend, 


Aim. O Sir, your Servant; pray, Doctor, may I crave 


your Name? 3 
Fojig, Fat Naam is upon me? My Naam is Fojgard, Joy. 
Aim. Foigard ! A very good Name fot a Ctergyman : Pray, 

Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Jreland? 

Foig. Ireland! No, Joy—— Pat ſort of Plaace is dat 
ſaam Freland? Dey fay de People are catch'd dere when dey 

Are young. ; N mT 


had we 


n "LY « a 


The Beaux Stratagem. 1 
Aim. And ſome of em when they re old; as for Example. 
| e [T akes Foigard by the Shoulder. 
Sir, I arreſt you as a Traytor againſt the Government; you're 
a Subject of England, and this Morning ſhewd me a Com- 
miſſion, by which you ferv'd as Chaplain in the French Army: 
This is Death by our Law, and your Reverence mult hang 
for't. 1 "16 ; | | 
Fig. Upon my Shoul, Noble Friend, dis is ſtrange News 
you tell me, Fader Foigard a Subject of England! de Son of a 
Burgomaſter of * a Subject of England ! Ubooboo— 
Aim. The Son of a Bog-trotter in Ireland; Sir, your Tongue 
will condemn you before any Bench in the Kingdom. 
Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy? 
Aim, That's enough, | 3 
Fig. No, no, Joy, for I vil never ſpake Engliſh no mote; 
Aim, Sir, I have other Evidence Here, Martin, you 
know this Fellow. | | 


Enter Archer, 
Arab. [1n a Brogue.] Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, how does 
your Health ? n WA, : 

Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoul dere is my Countryman, and 
his Brogue will hang mine. [ Afde.] Mynheer, Ick wet neat watt 
hey zacht, Ick uni verſton ewe neat, ſacramant, © 505 

Aim, Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fellow 
knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. BS: 

Dig. Faaſh! Fey, is dere a Brogue upon my Faaſh too? 


Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere 1ſh Joy But Cuſſen 
Mackſhane vil you not put a Remembrance upon me. 

Fig. Mackſhane ! By St. Paatrick, dat iſh Naame ſhure 
enough. 0 LAſde. 
Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have it. LEY 
Fiig. The Devil hang you, Joy, —By fat Acquaintance 

are you my Cuflen ? 


Arch. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy; you know we 
were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your Foſter- 
Moder's Son was marry'd upon my Nurſe's Chitter, Joy, and 
ſo we are Iriſh Cuſſens. | = 

Foig, De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
School was it? „„ : 

Arch, I tinks it vas——Aay,——'twas Tipper ar ys 

Foig. No, no, Joy; it was Kilkenny. - 5 

Aim. That's enough for us—Self-Confeſſion— Come, Sir, 
we muſt deliver you into the Hands of the next Magiſtrate, 

Arch. He ſends you to Gaol, you're try'd next Aſſiaes, and 
away you go {wing 1nto * 


22 


Foig, 


* 
| 
— 
- 
V 
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Foig. And is it ſo wid you, Cuſſen? 
Arch. It vil be ſho wid you, Cuflen, if you don't imme- 
diately confeſs the Secret between you and Mrs. Gipſey ——— 
Look e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, take your Choice. 
Fojig. The Gallows 1 Upon my Shoul I hate that ſhame Gal- 
low, for it is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our Family Vel, 
den, dere is nothing, Shentlemens, but Mrs. Salle» wou'd 
ſpaak wid the Count in her Chamber at Midnight, and dere 
is no Haarm, Joy, for 1 am to conduct the Count to the 
Plaſh, my ſhelf. 1 a 
Arch. As J gueſs d Have you communicated the Mat- 
ter to the Count? | I 
Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince, | 
Arch. Right agen; why then, Doctor you ſhall conduct 
me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. | 
Foig. Fat w- Cuſſen to the Lady | Upon my Shoul, gra, 
dat is too much upon the Brogue, 
Arch. Came, come, Doctor ; conſider we have pot a Rope 
about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueek, we'll ſtop your 
 Wind-pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall have another Job for 
you in a Day or two, 1 hope. ON = 
Aim. Here's Company coming, this way, let's into my 
Chamber, and there concert our Affair farther. 
Arch, Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. \[Exennt, 


Enter Bonniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Door, Gibbet 
at the oppoſite, | 


Gib. Well, Gentlemen, tis a fine Night for our Enter- 
prize. DE 
Hounſ. Dark as Hell. 4k þ 
Bas. And blows like the Devil ; our Landlord here has 
_ ſhow'd us the Window where we muſt hreak in, and tells 
| * the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcot Cupboard in the Par 
our. | | 
Bag. Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſhot, as the Saying is, Knives and 
Forks and Cons, and Ts and Tumblers, and Tankards 
—— There's one Tankard, as the Saying 1s, that's near upon 
as big as me, it was a Preſent to the Squire from his God- 
2 and ſmells of Nutmeg and Toalt like an EA-Indis 
Ship. e 
Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the Stair- bead? 
Bon. Ves, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying is At one end of 
that Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her Daughter, and # 
the other Mes, Swlen—As for the quure——= — 


* 
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Gib. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter d him, and he's 


more than half Seas over already- But ſuch a Parcel of 
Scoundrels are got about bim now, that, I gad, I was aſham d 
to be ſeen in their Company. . | 
Bon. Iis now Twelve, as the Saying is Gentlemen, you 
muſt ſet out atone. 
Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bag ſbot ſee our Arms fix d, and 
Il come to you preſently, 0 | 
Hounſ. and Bag. We will. 5 [E xennt. 
Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub is a 
Coward. | WES 
Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is You'll have no Crea- 
ture to deal with but the Ladies. | 
Gib. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great deal of 
Addreſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady; I am the molt 
a-Gentleman that way that ever travell'd the Road But, 
my dear Bonny, this Prize will be a Galleon, a Vigo Buſineſs. 
=> ee you we ſhall bring off three or four thouſand 
ound, | RY 
Bon, In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the Sayibg i-, you 
may. | | | | | 
Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defie thee ; III pet up to Town; 
ſell off my Horſe and Arms, buy my ſelf ſome pretty Em- 
ployment in the Houſhold, and be as ſnug and as honelt as 
any Courtier of em all. TE . 
Bon, And what think you then of my Daughter Cherry for 
a Wife? 7 
Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny— Cherry is the Goddeſs 1 adore, 
as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that Man and Wife 
ſhou'd never have it in their Power to hang one another; for 
if they ſhou d, the Lord have Mercy on em both. 
1 Lf ST AR [ Excunt, 


The End of the Forth ACT: 
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ACT v. 
SCENE continues. Knocking without. | 


Enter Bonniface. 80 


Bon. COming, coming A Coach and ſix foaming Hor- 
E ſes at this time o Night! Some great Man, as the 
Saying is, for he ſcorns to travel with other People. 


Enter Sir Charles Freeman. | 
Sir Ch. What, Fellow! A publick Houſe, and a Bed when 
other People ſleep ? | | 

Bon. Sir. I an't a Bed, as the Saying is. 

Sir Ch, Is Mr, Sullens Family a Bed, thinke? 

Bon. All but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Saying is, he's 
in the Heuſſeee. FS | 

Sir Ch, What Company has he? 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the Exciſe- 
n_ the Hunch-back'd Barber, and two or three other Gen- 
tlemen. : Ap 15 

Sir Ch. 1 find my Siſter's Letters gave me the true Picture of 
her Spouſe. . e 
| Enter Sullen drunk. 

Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. | 

Sull. The Puppies left me afleep—Sir. 

Sir Ch, Well, Sir, | EL 

Sull. Sir, I am an unfortunate Man—I have three thouſand 
Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to drink a Cup of Ale 
with me. 

Sir Ch. That's very bard. * 

Sull. Ay, Sir And unleſs you have pity upon me, and 
ſmoke one Pipe with me, 1 muſt &en go home to my Wife, 
and I had rather go to the Devil by half. 

Sir Ch, But I preſume, Sir, you won't ſee your Wife to 
Night, ſhe'll be gone to Bed—you don't uſe to lie with your 
Wife 1n that Pickle ? : 

Sull. What! Not lie with my Wife! Why, Sir, do you 
take me for an Atheiſt or a Rake. 3 
| Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better lie from 
fer. 


Sul. 
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Sul. I think fo too, Friend But Im a Juſtice of Peace, 
and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 


Sir Ch. Law! as I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body obſerves Law 


for Law's ſake, only for the good of thoſe for whom it was 


made. 
Sull. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Gaol, you 


| mult lie there, my Friend. 


Sir Ch. Not unleſs 1 commit a Crime to deſerve it. 

Sull. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I marry'd? 

Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, you muſt 
diſown it for a Law. 

Sull. Eh! I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir—— But, 
Sir, I ſhou d be very glad to know the truth of this Matter. 

Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there be that 
dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom on't. Beſides, 
Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your Underſtanding mayn't be 
long enough. | | 

Sull. Look e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea of Truth, 
but if a good Parcel of Land can intitle a Man to a little 
Truth, I have as much as any He in the Country, 

Bon. I never heard your Worſhip, as the Saying is, talk fo 
much before, 


Sell. Becauſe TI never met with a Man that I lik'd be- 
DI C———— | | | | 

Bon, Pray, Sir, as the Saying 1s, let me ask you one Que- 
ſtion ; Are not Man and Wife one Fleſh ? | 

Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one Fleſh; 
becauſe ye are nothing elſe—— Bur Rational Creatures have 
Minds that muſt be united. _ | | . 

Sull. Minds! 

Sir (H. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you think that the Mind 
takes place of the Body ? 

Sull. In ſome People. | 

Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be conſulted 
before that of his Servant. 

Sull. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to Morrow——— Oons, 
I always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two Hands are naturally one, 
becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, help one ano- 
ther in all the Actions of Life; but I cou'd not fay ſo much, 
if they were always at Cuffs. 

Sill. Then tis plain that we are two. 
Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 
2 you * py Sir? | 
ir Ch. With all my Heart. | 
"AL! | ? 11 2 | Sl, 
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Sull. Vou ſhall have her to Morrow Morning, and a Ven 
ſon- Paſſy into the Bargain. 


Sir Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune too? | 
Sull. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel at her Fore 


tune I only hate the Woman, Ill, and none but the 
Woman ſhall g0 


Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Sir 
Sull. Can you play at Whisk, Sir? 
Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 
Siull. Nor at All- fours? 
Sir Ch. Neither. 
Sull. Oons ! where was this Man bred > Adil. ] Burn me, 
Sir, I can't go home, tis but Two a Clock. 
Sir Ch. For half an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe — But you 
muſt conſider tis late, 
Sull. Late! that's the Reaſon I can't go to Bed Come, 


Sir [Exennt 


Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage, and hoc a at Aimwell's 
Chamber-door. Enter Aimwell in his Night-cap and Gown, 


Aim. What's the matter? You tremble, Child, you're 
frighted. | 
Cher, No wonder, Sir But in ſhort, Sir, this very 


Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my Lady Bounti- 
Ful's Houle. 


Aim, How! Bs : 
Cher. 1 dogg'd 'em to the very Door, and left em breaking 


in. 


Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the News ? 
Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the whole 
Plot, and twenty other things, to your Man Martin; but 1 
have ſearch'd the whole Houſe, and can't find him: where is 
e? 


Aim, No watter, Child ; will you guide me immediately 
to the Houſe ? 


 _ Cher, With all my Heart, Sit; my Lady Bountiful is my 
Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda fo well 
Aim. Dorinda! The Name inſpires me, the Glory and the 


Danger ſhall be all my own- Come, my Life, let me 
but get my Sword, Exeunt. 


SCENE 


* 
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SCENE changes to 4 Bed. chamber in Lady Bountiful; Houſe. 
7 " . Mrs. Sull. Dor. undreſid, a Table and Lights, - 
Dor. Tis very late, Siſter, 10 News of your Spouſe yet? 


Mrs, Sull. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till towards four, 
and then perhaps I may be executed with his Company: 


Dor. Well, my Dear, F'1l leave you to your Ret : you'll go 
directly to Bed, 13 hs ” 85 X 


Mrs. Sull. I don't know what to do; hey-hoe ! 
Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. | 
; Mrs. Sull, This is a languiſhing Hour, Siſter, gl oh 
Dor, And might prove a Critical Minute, if the pretty Fel-, 
low were here. | x 
Mrs. Sull. Here! what in my Bed-chamber, at two a Clock 
o'th' Morning, I undreſs d, the Family aſleep, my hated Huſ- 
3 abroad, anq my lovely Fellow at iny Feet O gad, 
er! | | 
Dor. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and them I allow you 
So, my Dear, good Night. „ Sas 
Mrs. Sull. A Reſt to my dear Dorinda Thoughts 
free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him here, dreſs d like 
a youthfu!, gay and burning Bridegroom, [ Here Archer ſteals 
ont of the Cloſet} with Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewnching, 
Knees imploring. [Turns 4 little o one fide, and ſees Archer in 
the Poſture ſhe deſcribes.) Ah! [Shreeks, and rant to the other 
Side of the Sage.] Have my Thoughts rais d a Spirit? 
What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? | 
Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. [ Riſing, 
Mrs. Sull. How ſhall J be ſure of it? ; 
Arch. Madam, T1l give you Demonſtration this Minute. 
7 Tales her Hand. 
Mrs. Sall. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude? 
Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe, 3 5 
Mrs. Sal, In the Name of Wonder, whence came ve? 
Arch, From the Skies, Madam Im a Jupiter in Love, 
and you (hall be my Alemena. 5 11455 
Mrs, Sall. How came you in? | Hy 
Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam; your Conſin Capid 
lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Venus open d the Caſe- 


ment. hs 
Mrs. Sull. Pm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. EY 
Arch. And I with Wonder, [Lol paſſionately at ber. 


1i 4 Mie. 
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Mrs. Sull. What will become. of me ? 

Arch, How beautiful ſhe looks !— The teeming jolly Spring 
{miles in her blooming Face, and when ſhe was conceiv'd, her 
Mother ſmelt to Roſes, look d on Lillie 


Lillies unfold their white, their fragrant Charms, * 
When the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. (Runs to her, 


Mrs. Sal. Ah! [Shreeks.] 
1 N Oons, Madam, what d'ye mean? Youll raiſe the 
ouſe. 
| Mrs. Sull. Sir, I'll wake the dead before I bear this — 
What! approach me with the Freedoms of a Keeper! Tm 
glad on't, your Impudence has cur'd me. Font 
Arch If this be Impudence, [Kneels.] I leave to your par- 
tial ſelf; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedious, painful Voyage, 
cer bow'd before his Saint with more Devotion. 
Mrs. Sull. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels! [ Afide.] Riſe 
thou proſtrate Ingineer, not all thy undermining Skill -ſhall 
reach wy Heart - Riſe, and know I am a Woman with- 
out my Sex; I can love to all the tenderneſs of Wiſhes, Sighs 
and Tears—— But go no farther—— Still to convince you 
that I'm more than Woman, I can ſpeak my Prailty, con- 
feſs my Weakneſs even for you——But—= _ 
Are, For me! [Going to lay hold on her. 
Mrs. Sull. Hold, Sir, build not upon that—— for my moſt 
mortal hatred follows, if you diſobey what I command you 
now—leave me this Minute—lIf he denies I'm loſt, [ Aſide, 
Arch. Then you'll promiſe—— „% as 
Ms. Sull. Any thing another time. 
Arch. When ſhall I come ? 
Mrs. Sull. To Morrow when you will. 
Arch. Your Lips mult ſeal the Promiſe. 
Mrs. Sull. Pſhaw! 5 
Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [Kiſſes her.] Raptures and Pa- 
radiſe! And why not now, my Angel? The Time, the Place, 
Silence and Secrecy, all conſpire And the now conſcious 
Stars have pre-ordain'd this Moment for my Happineſs. 
E Tales her in bis Arms. 


Mrs. Sull. You will not, cannot fare. 

Arch, If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mortals of 
to Morrow's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown my Joys. 

Mrs. Sall. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. 

Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 

Mrs, Sull. You ſhall kill me firſt. 


Arch. 
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$, . | 
Arch. El die with you. [Carrying her off. 
Mrs. Sall. Thieves, Thieves, Murther | 4 ＋ | 


Enter Scrub in his Breeches, and one Shoe. 

Scrub, Thieves, Thieves, Murther, Popery. = | 

Arch. Ha | the very timorous Stag will kill in Rutting- time. 
1 [Draws, and offers to ſtab Scrub. 

_ [ Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, and take 


my Life. 

Mrs. Sull. [Holding Archer's Hand.) What does the Fellow 
mean? 4 | 
Scrub. O, Madam, down upon your Knees, your Marrow- 

bones he's one of em. | 
Arch. Of whom? | 
Scrub, One of the Rogues I beg your Pardon, one of 

the honeſt Gentlemen that juſt now are broke into the Houſe. 

_ Arch. How! © | | 
Mrs. Sull. T hope you did not come to rob me? 
Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I wou'd have taken no- 

thing but what you might ha ſpar'd; but your crying Thieves 

has wak'd this dreaming Fool, and ſo he takes em for granted. 
Scrub. Granted ! ttis granted, Sir, take all we have. . 

R Mrs. Sull. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out of Bed- 
Scrub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the Houſe with 

Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll be here this 

minute. . | 

Arch. What, Thieves 5 

Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think fo. 

Mrs. Sull. What ſhall we do, Sir?! 
Arch. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good Night. 
Mrs. Sull. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you | Lord, Madam, did not you command 

me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your immortal Hatred, 
Mrs. Sall. Nay, but pray, Sir [T akes hold of him. 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be raviſhd——— 

You ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men one way or other ; 

but take this by the way, good Madam, that none but a Fool 

will give you the benefit of his Courage, unleſs you'll take his 

Love along with it How are they arin'd, Friend? 

Scrub, With Sword and Piſtol, Sir. "I 
Arch. Huſh—— I ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro'' the 
Gallery Madam, be aſſur d I will protect you, or loſe 


2 es ..,..Aavc 


my Life, 


I , Mre. 
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Mrs. Sull. Your Life! no, Sir, they can rob me of nothing | 
that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, let me intrea 
you a be gone. 

* o, Madam, I'll conſult my own Safety for the ſake 

2 I'll work by Stratagem: Have you Courage enough 

nd the appearance of em. 

"Taos Sull. Yes, yes, ſince I have ſcap d your Hands, I can 
face any thing. a 
Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrab, don't you know me ? 

Scrub. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſg thee. 

[Kiſſes Archer. 

Arch. This way Here [ Archer and Scrub hide 4 

t Bed, 


Enter Gibbet, with a dark Lanthorn in one Hand, and 4 
Piſtol in other, 


Gib. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 

Mrs. Sull. Who are you, Sir? What wou d you have? D' ye 
come to rob me 4 
Gib. Rob you! alack a day, Madame, I'm only a Younger 
Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you make a Noiſe, III 
ſhoot you thro the Head; but don't be afraid, Madam, [ 42 
ing his Lanthorn and Piſtol upon the Table.) Theſe Rings 1 
dam; don't be concern'd, Madam, I have a profound Keen 
for you, Madam ; your Keys, Madam; don't be frighted, Ma- 
roi I'm the molt of a Gentleman. {Searching her Peel 
This Necklace, Madam; I never was rude to any Lady; — 
I have a Veneration for this Necklace—— — Here 
Archer having come round, and ſeiz/d the Piſtols, takes Gibbet 
by the Collar, trips up bis Heels, and claps the Piftol to his Breaſt. 

" Hold profane Villain, and take the Reward of thy 
Sacrilege. . 

Gib. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepard. 

Arch. How many is there cf em, Seruh « ? 

Scrub, Five and forty, Sir. 

* Then I muſt kill the Villain, to have him out of the 


"Gb. Hold, hold, Sir, we are but three, upon my Honour. 

Arch. Sernb, will you undertake to ſecure him? 

Scrub. Not ', Sir; kill him, kill him. 
Axl. Run to Gipſey's Chamber, there you 11 find the Do- 
ctor; bring him hither preſently, [Exit Scrub running. 
Come, Rogue, if you haye a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. | 


Gib. 
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Gib. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government has pro- 
vided a Chaplain to lay Prayers for us on theſe Occaſions. 

Mrs. Sull. Pray, Sir, don't kill him You fright me as 
much as him. EE 123 3 

Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the occaſion of 
my Diſappointment Sirrah, this Moment is your laſt. 

2 Sir, III give you two hundred Pounds to ſpare my 
Life. | NN, 

Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal ? . 

Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four hundred; but I muſt 
reſerve two of em to ſave my Life at the Seſſions. 


Enter Scrub and Foigard. 55 

Arch. Here, Doctor, I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, between you, 
may manage him Lay hold of him, Doctor. 

8 | [Foigard lays hold of Gibbet. 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already Look e, 

Doctor, you come before your time; I an't condemn d yet, I 

thank ye. - | 

| Big. Come, my dear Joy, I vil ſecure your Body and your 

Shoul too; I vil make you a good Catholick, and give you 

an Abſolution. 15 


Gib. Abſolution! can you procure me a Pardon, Doctor? 
Foig. No, Joy—— : 
61.1 hen you and your Abſolution may go to the Devil. 
Arch, Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him 
Take the Piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot him thro' the 
Head and come back to us with all the ſpeed you can. 
Scrub. Ay, ay, come, Doctor, do you hold him faſt, and 
III guard him. £ : 
Mrs. Sl], But how came the Doctor? 
Arch. In ſhort, Madam [Shreeking without.) Sdeath ! 
the Rogues are at work with the other Ladies Tm vexed 
I parted with the Piſtol ; but I muſt fly to their Aſſiſtance 
Will you ſtay here, Madam, or venture your ſelf with me. 
Mre. Sail. O with you, dear Sir, with you. 


[Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to another Apartment in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bountiful, and Bagſhot halling 
in Dorinda; the Rogues with Swords drann. 
Fun. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. . 
Bag. Vour Keys, your Keys, old Gentlewoman, 
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Enter Aimwell and Cherry. | 

Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an Army in 

ſuch a Cauſe. SLE 

nl O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the brave 
an | 

I. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the Hall; but 

they won't draw. I'll go fetch one however, [Exit, 


| Enter Archer and, rs. Sullen. | 

Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord, every Man his Bird, pray 
[They engage Man to Man, the Rogues are thrown, and diſarm d.] 
Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll impeach my 

Father; I muſt give him timely Notice [Runs on, 
Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues? 5 

Aim. No, no, well bind them. | 

Arch. Ay, ay ; here, Madam, lend me your Garter. 

15 [To Mrs. Sullen, who ſtands by him. 

Mrs. Sull. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights, loves, and 
banters, all in a Breath Here s a Cord that the Rogues 
brought with em, I ſuppoſe. 4 | 

Arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope to hang 
himſelf———Come, my Lord this is but a ſcandalous 
ſort of an Office, [Binding the Rogues together.] if our Adven- 
tures ſhou d end in this fort of Hangman- Work; but I hope 
there is ſomething in proſpect, that—— Enter Scrub.] 
Well, Scrub, have you ſecur' d your Tartar ? 

Scrub. Yes, Sir, I left the Prieſt and him diſputing about 
Religion. Ko 


Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the Benefit 


ol the Controverſy [Delivers the Priſoners to Scrub, who leads 

em Ont, 
Mrs. Sull. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here? 
Dor. And pray how came the Gentleman here? 

Mrs. Sull. III tell you the greateſt piece of Villainy | 

| [They talk in dumb Show. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſsful in 

your Adventures than the Houle-breakers. 
Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours 1s the principal, 


-- —Preſs her this minute to marry you—— now while ſhe's. 


hurry'd between the Palpitation of her-Fear, and the Joy of 
her Deliverance, now while the Tide of her Spirits are at High- 


flood throw your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome Roman- 


tick Nonſenſe or other ———— Addrefs her, like Alexander, 


in the height of his Victory, confound her Senſes, bear daft: 
1 Sus | | | ner 


[ He engages em both. 


{ 
| 
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her Reaſon, and away with her The Prieſt is now | in the 
vane! and dare not refuſe to do the Work. „ 8 


Eine Lady Bountiful - 


Aim, But how hall 1 get off without being obſerv'd ? 
| Arch. You a Lover! and not find a > Ya to get off — — 

Let me ſee. 1 

Aim. You bleed, Archer. 

Arch. *Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound will do the Bu- 
e Il amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sullen about dreſ- 

= my Wound, while you carry oft Dorinda. | 
Bonn, Gentlemen, cou d. we r er how you wou'd 
be gratified for the Services 

Arch. Come, oome, my Lady, this i is no rime for Comple- 
ments, I'm wounded, Madam. . ME 315 

L. Bonn. and Mrs. Sal. How! Wounded! 

Dor. 1 hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 

Aim. None dut what you may cure — | 

[ Makes Love in dumb Show: 

L. Boun. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir I muſt have ſome 
Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood—— O me! An ugly. _ 
upon my word, Sir, you muſt go into Bed. 

Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well Ma- 
dam, [To Mrs. Cullen. 7 Will you do me the Fayour to con- 
duct me to a Chamber? 

L. Boun. Do, do, Daughter while I ont the Lint 26d 
the Probe, and the Plaiſter ready. 

[Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda anther. 
Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your Mother's 
Commands? 
Mrs. Sull. How can you, 2 after what is paſt, have the Cou- 
hdence to ask me? | 

Arch. And if you 20 to that, how can you after what is 

pa alt, have the Confidence to deny me ? Was not this 
lood ſhed in your Defence,” and my Life expos'd for your 
Look'e, Madam, Im none of your Roman- 


Protection 


tick Fools, that fight Giants and Monſters for nothing; 

erg is downright I P m a Soldier of Fortune, and mult 
paid, | 
Mrs, Sull. Tis ungenerous i. in you, Sir, to upbraid me with 

your Services. 

Arch, Jis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to reward 

em. | 99 5 


Mrs. 
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Mre. Sull. How! At the Expence of my Honour. 
Arch. Honour! Can Honour conſiſt with Ingratitude? If 
ou wou'd deal like a Woman of Honour, do like a Man of 
onour, d'ye think I wou'd deny you in ſuch a Car ? 


Enter 4 Servant. 
Serv. Madam, my Lady order'd me tell you, that your 
Brother i 1s below at the Gate. 
Mrs. Sull. My Brother! Heavens be prais 4 — Sir, he 
- ſhall thank you for your Services, he has it in his Power. 

Arch. Who is your Brother, Madam ? | 

Mrs. Sull. Sir Ch. Freeman You'll excuſe me, Sir ; 31 mult 
go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! Sdeath and Hell. 
old Acquaintance, Now unleſs Aimmell has made good ul 
of his time, all our fair Machine goes louze 1 into the Sea like 
the Ediftone. . 1. _ [Ea 


5 e changes to the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. 


How Aimwell and Dorinda. 

\ Dor. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd ; your late 
generous Action will, J hope, plead for my eaſie yielding, tho 
8 own, your Lordſhip bad a Friend 1 in the Fort be⸗ 

e. 

Aim. The weer of 8 duell upon her Tongue—HHer 
Doctor 129. | | 


A Enter Foigard with « Bok, 


io Are you Prepat d boat? 

Dor. I'm ready: But firſt, my Lord, one W have 
a frightful Example of a baſty Marriage in my own Family ; 
1 4 reflect upon t, it ſhocks me. Pray, my Lord, conſidei 
a litle—— - 

Aim. Conſider! Do you doubt my Honour or my Love? | 

Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally Jult as Brave 
And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to chuſe, I ſhou'd 
not caſt a Look upon the Multitude if you were ablent—— 
But my Lord, I'm a Woman; Colours, Concealments ma) 
hide a thouſand Faults in me Therefore know me better 
firſt; T hardly dare afhrm I knew my ſelf in any thing except 
my Love. 

Aim. Such Goodneſs who cou'd i injure ; I find my ſelf un- 
equal to the Task of Villain, ſhe has gain'd my Soul, and 
| 2 Ma 
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made it honeſt like her own—— I cannot, cannot hurt her. 
[ Afide.] Doctor, retire. Exit Foigard. 
Madam, behold your Lover and your Proſelyte, and judge 
of my Paſſion by my Converſion I m all a Lie, nor dare 


I give a Fiction to your Arms; Im all Counterfeit, n 
my Paſſion. 


Dor. Forbid it, Heaven ! A Counterfeit ! ; 
Aim. I am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come with a 


mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your Fortune; 
But the Beauties of your Mind and Perſon have ſo won me 


from my (elf, that like a truſty Servant, I preter the Intereſt 


of my Miſtreſs to my own, 

Dor. Sure I have had the Dream of fome poor Marines, 2 
ſleepy Image of a welcome Port, and wake involv d1 in Storms 
—— Pray, Sir, who are you? 

Aim. Rocher to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but Stran- 
ger to his Honour or his Fortune, 

Dor. Matchleſs Honeſty Once I was proud, Sir, of 
your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that you want 


it: Now I can ſhew my Aim was juſtly leyell'd, and had no 


Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


Enter Foigard at one Dovr, Gipſey at e, who whiſper 
Dorinda. 


Your Pardon, Sir, we ma not; won't you now, Sir ? You 
muſt excuſe me Ill wait on you preſently. 

[Exit with Gipſy. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh, LExit. 

Aim. Gone! And bid che Prieſt depart——lt bas an omi- 


nous Look. 
Enter Archer. 


Arch. Courage, Tom——Shall I wiſh you Joy? 
Aim. No. 


= Arch. Oons, Man, what ha' you been nl 


Aim. O Archer, my Honelty, I mh has — me. 
Arch. How Z » 


Aim. I have diſcover d my ſelf. ane 
Arch. Diſcover d! And without my Conſent ? What ! 


Have I embark'd my imall Remains in the ſame bottom 
with Yours, and you diſpoſe of all without my Parther-. 


ip? 
Aim. O Archer, 1 own my Fault. 


Arch. After Conviction—— 'Tis then too late for Pardon 


Dou may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you propos d this 


Folly 
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Folly———As you begun, ſo end it——Henceforth 1 Il hunt 


my Fortune ſingle So farewell. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a Minute. 

Arch. Stay! What, to be deſpis d, expos d and laugh d at 
— No, I wou d ſooner change Conditions with the worſt 
of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear one ſcornful 
Tan from the proud Knight that once I treated as my 

ua 

Aim. What Knight? 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that I had 
almoſt But no matter for that, tis a curſed Night's Work, 
and ſo J leave you to make the beſt on't. 

Aim. Freeman! One word, Archer, Still L have N 
methought ſhe receiv d my Confeſſion with Pleaſure, 
Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and ſtill I 4 
believe (he will be juſt. 

0 Arch. To her ſelf, 1: warrant her, as you ſhould have 

D.. 

Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 


Enter Dorinda might 2 ½ 


Die: 1. 0 my dear Lord 
your Arms The Minutes of my Abſenc: was a tedious Year. 
Where' s this tedious Prieſt ? h 


© Enter Foigard. 

kak. 'Oons, a brave Girl. 
Dor. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy to our 
Affairs? 

Arch. Ves, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 

Dor. Come, Prieſt, do your Office. : 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte, couple '<m any way. 
[Takes Atmwell's Hand. ] Come, Madam, Im to give you— 

Dor. My Mind's alter d, I wont. 

Arch. Eh—— 

Aim. Imi confounded. 
Fug. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is my ſhelf 
Arch. Whats the Matter now, Madam? 
Dor. Look e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves another 
This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide nothing from 
me ; my Juſtice engages me to conceal nothing from him : 
In chort, Sir, you are the Perſon that you thought you coun- 


terfcited ; ; you are the true Lord Viſcount Aimwell, — 3 


WIL 


I fly with Impatience o 


* wt 
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Tis our Lordſhip Toy. Now, Prieſt you may be | gone f . 
U Lord is pleas d now with the Match, I let his Lordſhip 
marry me in the Face of the World. WT 
Aim. Arch. What does ſhe mean? 


Dor, Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 


Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen * 8 

Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimmell, I wiſh you Jop. 

Aim. Of what? ? "7 * 
Sir Ch. Of your Honour and Eſtate: Your Brother died the 
Day before I left London; and all your Friends have writ af- 
ter you-to Bruſſels, among the reſt I did my ſelf the Ho- 
nour. I, SR Ns 
Arch. Harke, Sir Knight, don't you banter now? _ 

Sir Ch. Tis Truth, upon my Honour. een e 

Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this Acci- 
dent. | PL ey We | 

Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought it forth; 
away With it. | | N | 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to the 
Prize ' [Taking Dorinda' Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles Freeman. 
My Lord, I wifh you Joy. My Lady, I wiſh you Joy, — 
I gad, Sir Freeman, you're the honeſteſt Fellow living. | 
Sdeath, I'm grown (trange airy upon this Matter —— My 
Lord, how dye? —— a word, my Lord, don't you remember 
ſomething of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the 
Moyety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will amount 
to five thouſand Pound, 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer; You wou'd ha' cut my Throat 
juſt now, becauſe T wou'd not deceive this Lady. 

Arch, Ay, and Ill cut your Throat again, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. | | 3 * 
Aim. That's what I expected; and to end the Diſpute, the 
Lady's Fortune is Ten thouſand Pound, we'll divide Stakes; 
take the ten thouſand Pound, or the Lady. 

Dor. How ! Is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent? Lbs, 

Arch, No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows, very well, 
that LIl take the Money; I leave you to his Lordſhip, and fo 


vere both provided for. 


Enter Count Bellair. F 
G. Meſdames & Meſſiears, I am your Servant trice humble: 
I hear you be rob here. | 


KK Aim. 
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Aim, The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir. 
. And begar, our Inn be rob too. 
Aim. Our Inn! By whom? ' 


Count. By the Landlord; begar——Garzoon he has rob him- 
ſelf, and run away: W 

Arch. Rob'd himſelf! 

Coun. Ay, begar, and me too of a hundre Pound. 

Arch. A Hundred Pound ? 

Coun. Yes, that I ow'd him. 

Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. © Dre. - 
Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone Scavez ww 
quelque choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry. 


Enter 4 Fellow with a ſtrong Box and a Letter. 


Fell. Is there one Martin here? 

Arch, Ay, ay— who wants him? 

Fell. J have a Box here and Letter for him. 
Arch. (Taking the Box.] Ha, ha, ha, what's here? Legerd:- 
main ! By this Light, my Lord, our Money again; but this 
unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Letter, reads, ] Hum, hum, 
hum 0, tis for the publick Good, and mult be commu- 
nicated to the Company. gh 


Ar. Martin, 


| AM Y Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the Rogues tha | 


are taken to Night, is gone off ; but if you can procure him « 
Pardon, he'll make great 5 that may be uſeful to the Gun 
try : Con d] have met you inſtead of you Maſter to Night, 1 vou 
have deliver d my ſelf into your Hands, with a Sum that much er- 
ceeds that in your ſtrong Box, which I have ſent you, with an Aſſn 
rance to my dear Martin, that I ſhall ever be his moſt faithfw 
Friend till Death. 


Cherry Bonniface. 


There's a Billet-doux for you——As for the Father, I think he 
ought to be encouraged, and for the Daughter—— Pray, my 
Lond, rſuade your Bride to take her into her Service inſtead 
of Gipſey. 


Aim, I can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance Wis 
owing to her Diſcovery. 


. Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without the Ob- 
ligation, Fll take care of her. 


St 


— 
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Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely in favour of 


a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate Siſter, I intend 
to part her from her Husband——Gentlemen, will you aſſiſt 


me ? | 
Arch. Aſſiſt you! *Sdeath, who wou'd not ? 
Count. Aſſiſt! Garzoon, we all aſſiſt, 


Enter Sullen. 


Sull. What's all this? They tell me Spouſe that you had 
like to have been rob d. 

Mrs. Sull. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near it Had not 
theſe two Gentlemen interpos dc. 

Sull. How came theſe Gentlemen here? 

Mrs. Sl]. That's his way of returning Thanks you muſt 
know. 1 | 

Count. Garzoon, the Queſtion be apropo for all dat. 

Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you wou d deli- 
ver your Lady to me this Morning. * 

Sail. Humph. 


Arch. Humph ! What do you mean by humph —— S, 


you ſhall deliver her——— In ſhort, Sir, we have ſav d you 
and your Family, and if you are not civil, we'll unbind the 


Rogues, join with 'em, and ſet fire to your Houſe—— What 


does the Man mean? Not part with bis Wife ! as 
* Ay, Garzoon, de Man no underſtan Common ju- 
ice. 88 
Mrs. Sall. Hold, Gentlemen, all things here muſt move by 
Conſent, Compulſion wou d ſpoil us; let my Dear and I ta 
the matter over, and you ſhall judge it between us. 
Sull. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges Pray, 
Sir, who are you? > 
2 Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take away your 
ife. os 1 7 
Sull. And you, good Sir? | 
* Charles Viſcount Aimmell, come to take away your 
. 1 
Sull. And you, pray Sir? 
Areh. Francis Archer, Eſq; come f 
Sull. To take away my Mother, I hope Gentlemen, 
you're heartily welcome, I never met with three more obli- 


* 


ging People ſince I was born And now, my Dear, if you 


pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Word. 
Arch. And the laſt for five Pound. 


Kk 2 Mis. 
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Mrs. Sull. Ne re 199" 
Sull. Rib. 100 | 
| Mrs. Sall. How: long . we been marry d Þ 
Sull. By the Almanack fourteen Months——But by my Ae. 
count fourteen Vears. 
Mrs. Sall. Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 8 
Count. Garzoon, their Account will agree. 
Mrs. Sull. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for? 
Sull. To get an Heir to my Eſtate, 
: Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded? 
Sull. No. 
Arch. The Condition fails of his ſide 
what did you marry for? 
Mrs. Sull. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by the 
3 of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an TR 
ociety 


Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer d? 
Mrs. Sull. No. 
Cunt. A clear Caſe, a clear Caſe. | 
Sir Ch. What are the Bars to your mutual Contentmment? 
Mrs. Sull. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with him. | 
Sull. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 
Mrs. S#ll. I can't hunt with you. 
Sull. Nor can I dance with you. 
Mrs, $41]. T hate Cocking and Racing. 
Sull. And 1 abhor Ombre and Piquet. 
Mrs. Sall. Your Silence is intolerable. 
Sull. Your Prating is worſe. 
M.rs. Sull. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to each 
other ? A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 
Sull. A rightful Goblin to the Sight. 
Mrs. Sall. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 
_ 7 Sall, Perpetual Wormwood to the Take. 


Mrs. Sull, Is there on Earth a thing we cou d agree in? 
Sull. Ves to part. 


Mrs. Sull. With all my Heart. 

Sull. Your Hand. 

Mrs. Sall. Here. 

Sull. Theſe Hands join d us, theſe tall par US—— 
Avway—— :- © 
Mrs. Full. North: 
_  Sall, South. 
Mrs. Sll. Eaſt, 


Sull. Weſt—— far as the Poles ann 
_ Count, Begar, the Ceremony be vera pretty: 


—Pray, Madam, 


tl 
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Sir Ch. Now, Mr. alen, _ want _ my Silter's For- 

Sull. Sir Charles, you love van ſer, and I love ber For- 
tune ; every one to his Fancy. [42 6 | ER Ws 

Arch. Then you won't re und . 

Sull. Not a Stiver. | 

Arch. Then I find, Madam, you aſt & cen go to your Pri- 
ſon again. 

Count. What is the portion? 

Sir Ch. Ten Thouſand Pound, Sir. OE RI 

Connt, Garzoon, III pay it, and ſhe ſhall go home wid me. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ba, French all over— Do you know, Sir, 
what ten thouſand Pound Engliſh is? | 

Count. No, begar, not juſtement. 

Arch. Why, Sir, tis a hundred thouſand Livres, 

Count. A hundre touſand Livres -A Garzoon, me canno 
2 hy your Beauties and their Fortunes are both too much for 


"heh, Then I will—— This Ni it's. Adventure has prov'd 
ſtrangely lucky to us all For Captain Gihbet in his Walk 
had made bold, Mr. Sullen, with your Study and Eſcritore, 
and had taken out all the Writings of your Eſtate, all the Ar- 
ticles of Marriage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſcs, Re- 
ceipts to an infinite Value, I took 'em from him, and I deli- 
ver them to Sir Charles. [Gives him 4 Parcel of Papers and © 

7; Parchments. 

Sall, How, my Writin) ! my Head akes conſumedly 
Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, but I can't 
talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be merry, and cele- 
brate my Siſter's Wedding and my Divorce, you may com- 
mand my Houſe but my Head akes conſumedly ——— 
Scrub, bring me a Dram. 

Arch. Madam, [To Ars. Sull.] there's a Country Dance to 
the Trifle that J ſung to Day; your Hand, and we'll lead it 


up. 
Here a Dance. 

Arch, Two d be hard to gueſs which of theſe Parties is 
the better pleas'd, the Couple join d, or the Couple parted ; 
the one rejoicing in Hopes of an untaſted Happineſs, and the 

other in their Deliverance from an exper ienc d Miſery. 


Bub 
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- 1; Both happy in their ſer ral States we | 
. 4 1 by 4 5. a thoſe E 

_ ! Conſent, if nu es the Lamyer s Fee 
Conſent is Lam enough to ſet you free. ? 


Tze End of the Fifth ACT. 
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AN. 


F to our Play yur Fudgment can't be Rind, 
Let its expiring Author Pity find: 

Survey his mournful Caſe with melting Eyes, 

Nor fe the Bard be damm d before he dies. 

Forbear , you Fair, on his laſt Scene to frown, 

But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown ; 

Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 

The dreadful Knell, while your Applauſe he hears. 

At Leuctra ſo the Conq ring Theban dy d, 


Qam d his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 


Pleas d in the Pangs of Death he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with Loſs of Life bat cheaply bought. 

The Difference this, the Greek was one wou'd fight, 
As brave, tho not ſo gay as Serjeant Kite; 
Ne Sons of Will's, what's that to thoſe who write ? 
To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays, 

Toa may the Bard above the Heroe raiſe, 

Since ours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 


FINIS. 


EPILOGUE 


Deſign d to be 8 poke in the Beaux - Stratagem. 
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